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INTEODBCTION. 


The  lesEer  tales  of  Carleton  present,  perhaps,  as 
etrong  a  claim  to  immortality  as  a  delineator  of 
national  cliaraoter  can  desire.  Thomas  DaTis,  apeating 
of  the  "  Traits  and  Stories  of  tiie  Irisli  Peasantry," 
well  remarlis,  that  we  enter  into  all  the  sports  and 
sorrows  of  tiie  cbaraclers  therein  pourtrayed ;  and  this 
charming  quality  of  fascination  will  yet  live  and  be 
attractive,  when  Carieton's  stories  will  afford  no  matter 
for  excitement,  except  that  of  curiosity  towards  a  state 
of  things  extinct  and  passed  away.  When  this  era 
shall  dawn  it  is  impossible  to  determine  ;  but  certain 
it  appears  to  be,  that  the  last  of  onr  chroniclers  belongs 
to  the  day  we  live  in.  And  why!  Because  Irish 
nature  and  Irish  grievance  hare  been  described  in 
every  phase  and  form,  and  tliere  does  not  exist  in 
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ralher  any  posMblo  variety  which  could  demand  a 

future  painter. 

Carleton  ihsa  ia  the  last  of  this  order.  He  posacsseB 
an  interest  on  thia  account,  as  well  as  from  tbe  iicow- 
cdjre  that  in  ecanning  his  pictures,  we  are  regarding 
what  was  admired  by  the  last  generation,  and  will 
continue  to  be  so  for  many  yet  to  come. 

If  he  has  a  fault,  it  is  in  the  sudden  boldness  of  his 
images;  but  trutii  exists  in  all,  and  that  esquisile 
depth  and  warmth  which  strikes  the  eye  and  mind,  and 
leaves  them  botb  enraptured.  Whoever  reads  "  Tubber 
Derg,''  will  acknowledge  a  charm  compounded  of 
every-day  truth,  which  must  bo  always  potent  to  work 
the  heart  into  alternate  soflncEs  and  indignation. 

Th"  PuBLISHEBa. 
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TUBBER  DERG: 
OR,    THE    RED    WELL. 


The  following  story  owes  nothing  to  any  color- 
ing or  invention  of  mine ;  it  is  ^inhappily  a  true 
one,  and  to  me  possesses  a  pecnliar  and  melan- 
choly interest,  ariBirig  from  my  intimate  know- 
ledge of  the  man  whose  fate  it  holds  up  as  a 
moral  lesson  to  Irisli  landlords.  I  knew  him 
well,  and  many  a  day  and  hour  have  I  ]>layed 
about  his  knee,  and  ran,  in  my  hoyhood,  round 
hii  path,  when,  as  lie  said  to  himself,  the  world 
was  no  trouble  to  him. 

On  the  south  side  of  a  sloping  tract  of  light 
ground,  lively,  warm,  and  productive,  stood  a 
white,  moderate- sized  farm-house,  which,  in  con- 
sequence  of    its   conspicuoua    situation,  was  a 
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promineut  and,  wo  may  adi3,  a  graceful  object 
in  the  landscape  of  which,  it  formed  a  part. 
The  spot  whereoa  it  stood,  was  a  bwelllng  natn- 
ral  terrace,  the  soil  of  which  was  heavitr  and 
ricljer  than  that  of  the  adjoining  lands.  On 
each  side  of  the  house  stood  a  clump  of  old 
beeches,  the  only  survivors  of  that  species  then 
remaining  in  the  country.  These  beeches  ex- 
tended behind  the  house  in  a  kind  of  angle, 
with  opening  enongh  at  their  termination  to 
form  a  vista,  through  which  its  white  walls  glis- 
tened with  beautiful  effect  in  the  calm  splendor 
of  a  summer  evening.  Above  the  mounil  on 
which  it  stood,  rose  two  steep  hills,  overgrown 
with  furze  and  fern,  escepi  on  their  tops,  which 
were  clothed  with  purple  heath;  they  were  also 
covered  with  patches  of  broom,  and  studded 
with  gray  rocks,  which  sometimes  rose  singly 
or  in  larger  raasees,  pointed  or  rounded  into 
curious  and  fantastic  shapes.  Exactly  between 
these  hills  the  son  went  down  during  the  month 
of  June,  and  nothing  could  be  in  finer  relief  than 
the  rocky  and  picturesque  outlines  of  their  sides, 
as  crowned  with  thorns  and  clnmpa  of  wild  ash, 
they  appeared  to  overhang    the  valley  whose 
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green  foliage  was  gilded  by  Ihe  sun-beams, 
wliich  lit  up  the  scene  into  radiant  beauty. 
The  bottom  of  this  natural  chasm,  whit-h 
opened  against  the  deep  crimson  of  the  even- 
ing sky,  was  nearly  upon  a  level  with  the 
Louse,  and  completely  so  with  the  beeches  that 
eurroundeU  it.  Brightly  did  the  sinking  sun  fall 
npon  their  tops,  whilst  the  neat  white  house  be- 
low, in  their  quiet  shadow,  sent  up  its  wreath  of 
smoke  among  their  branches,  itself  an  emblem 
of  contentment,  industry  and  innocence.  It 
was,  in  fact,  a  lovely  situation  ;  perhaps  tlie 
brighter  to  me,  that  its  remembrance  is  asso- 
ciated with  day?  of  happiness  and  freedom  from 
the  cares  of  a  world,  which,  like  a  distant  moiin- 
fain,  darkens  as  we  approach  it,  and  only  ex- 
haust* us  m  strugglinc  to  climb  its  rugged  and 
barren  paths. 

There  was  to  the  south-west  of  this  house 
another  little  hazel  glen,  that  ended  in  a  preci- 
pice formed  by  a  single  rock  some  thirty  feet 
high,  over  which  tambled  a  crystal  cascade  info 
a  basin  worn  in  its  hard  bed  below.  From  thiir 
basin  the  stream  murmured  away  through  the 
co[jsc-n  oo<l,  until  it  joined  a  larger  rivulet  thai 
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passed,  with  maDy  a  winding,  tlirough  a  fine  ex- 
tent of  meadows  adjoining  it.  Across  the  foot 
of  this  glen,  and  past  the  door  of  the  house  we 
have,  described,  ran  a  bridle  road,  from  time  im- 
memorial ;  on  which,  as  the  traveler  ascended  it 
towards  the  house,  he  appeared  to  track  his  way 
in  h!o3d,  for  a  chalybeate  spa  arose  at  its  head, 
ooziug  out  of  the  earth,  and  spread  itself  in  a 
crimson  stream  over  the  path  in  every  spot 
whereon  a  foot-mark  could  be  made.  From 
this  circumstance  it  was  called  Tuhber  Derg, 
or  the  Red  Well.  In  the  meadow  where  the 
glea  terminated,  was  another  spring  of  delicionf 
crystal ;  and  clearly  do  I  remember  the  eve^ 
beaten  pathway  that  led  to  it  through  the 
grass,  and  up  the  green  field  which  rose  in  a 
gentle  slope  to  the  happy-looking  house  of 
Owen  M'Carthy,  for  so  was  the  man  called 
who  resided  under  its  peaceful  roof 

I  will  not  crave  your  pardon,  gentle  reader, 
for  dwelling  at  such  length  upon  a  scene  so  deai 
to  my  heart  as  this,  because  I  write  not  now  so 
much  for  your  gratification  as  my  own.  Many 
an  eve  of  gentle  May  have  I  polled  the  May- 
gowans  which  grow  about  that  well,  and  over 
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that  smooth  meadow.  Often  have  I  raised  iny 
voice  to  the  shrillest  pitch,  that  I  might  hear  its 
echoes  rebounding  in  the  bottom  of  the  green 
and  still  glen,  where  silence,  so  to  speak,  was 
deepened  by  the  continuous  murmur  of  the  cas- 
cade above;  and  when  the  cuckoo  uttered  her 
first  note  from  among  the  hawthorns  on  its  side, 
with  what  trembling  anxiety  did  I,  an  urchin  of 
some  eight  or  nine  years,  look  under  my  right 
foot  for  the  white  hair,  whose  charm  was  snch, 
that  by  keeping  it  about  me  the  first  female 
name  I  should  hear  was  destined,  I  believed  in 
my  soul,  to  be  that  of  my  future  wife.*  Sweet 
was  the  song  of  the  thrush,  and  mellow  the 
whistle  of  the  blackbird,  as  they  rose  in  the 
stillness  of  evening  over  the  "hirken  shaws" 
and  green  dells  of  this  secluded  spot  of  rural 
beauty.  Par,  too,  could  the  rich  voice  of  Owen 
M'Carthy  be  heard  along  the  hills  and  meadows, 
as,  with  a  little  chubby  urchin  at  his  knee,  and 
another  in  his  arms,  he  sat  on  a  bench  beside  his 
own  door,  singing  the  "Trougha'Mn  his  native 
Irish  ;  whilst  Kathleen  his  wife,  with  her  two 

*  Such  is  the  auperatition;  imd,  «  1  ean  teli,  ttuthfully  ia 
it  believed. 
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maids,  each  crooning  a  low  soDg;,  sat  before  the 
door,  milkiDg  the  cows,  whose  sweet  breath 
mingled  its  perfume  with  the  warm  breeze  of 
evening, 

Owen  M'Carthy  was  descended  from  a. long 
line  of  honest  ancestors,  whose  names  had  never, 
ia  the  memory  of  man,  been  tarnished  by  the 
commission  of  a  mean  or  disreputable  action. 
They  were  always  a  kind-hearted  family,  but 
stern  and  proud  in  the  common  intercourse  of 
life.  They  believed  themselves  to  be,  and  pro- 
bably were,  a  b  n  1  of  the  MacCarthy  More 
stock ;  and,  altl  ugh  only  ti  e  possessors  of  a 
small  farm,  it  wa  s  n  ula  to  observe  the  effect 
which  this  con  t  on  p  odu  d  upon  their  bear- 
ing and  mann  T  t  m  ht,  perhaps,  be  at- 
tributed the  liigh  and  stoical  integrity  for  which 
they  were  remarkable.  This  severity,  however, 
was  no  proof  that  they  wanted  feeling,  or  were 
insensible  to  the  misery  and  sorrows  of  others: 
ia  all  the  little  cares  and  perplexities  that 
chequered  the  peaceful  neighborhood  in  which 
they  lived,  they  were  ever  the  first  to  console,  or, 
if  necessary,  to  support  a  distressed  neighbor 
with  the  means  which  God  had  placed  in  their 
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possession;  for,  being  industrious,  they  were  sel- 
dom poor.  Their  words  were  few,  but  sincere, 
and  generally  promised  less  tJian  tbe  honest 
hearts  that  dictated  them  intended  to  perform. 
There  is  in  some  persons  a  hereditary  feeJiiig  of 
just  principle,  the  result  neither  of  cducatio 
nor  of  a  clear  mora!  sense,  but  rather  a  kind  of 
instinctive  honesty  which  descends,  like  a  consti- 
tut  0  nl  b  ai  from  father  to  son  pervad  ng  every 
m  mber  of  the  family  It  la  difli  ult  to  defane 
till  or  to  assign  its  due  pos  tion  in  tl  e  scale  of 
human  \irtues  It  esibts  in  the  midst  of  the 
i:  oosest  ignoiance  and  influences  the  chancter 
in  the  absence  of  better  pnncples  Such  wai 
the  impress  which  maiked  so  strongly  the  family 
f  which  I  '.peak  No  one  would  ever  think  of 
irrjitng  a  dishonest  act  to  tlie  MCartlys 
nor  wonld  any  per  on  aciuiinted  w  tfi  tliem 
lie=i  tate  f  jr  i  moment  to  consider  their  word  'it 
good  n^  the  bond  of  another  I  do  not  mein  to 
say  however  that  their  motives  of  action  were 
nut  1  gl  er  than  this  instinctue  honesty  far 
f  om  it  but  I  say  that  they  posse<ised  it  in 
aiiJilt  Tl  to  1  stroi  g  fee!  ng  of  family  pride  and 
a  correct  knowledge  of  their  moral  duties. 
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I  can  only  take  up  Owon  M'Carthy  at  that 
part  of  the  past  to  which  my  memory  extends. 
He  was  then  a  tall,  fine-looking  young  man ; 
silent,  but  kind.  One  of  the  earliest  events 
within  my  recollection  is  his  wedding ;  after  that 
the  glimpse  of  his  state  and  circumstances  are 
imperfect;  but  as  I  grew  up,  they  became  more 
connected,  and  I  am  able  to  remember  him  the 
father  of  four  children;  an  industrious  inoffensive 
smal!  farmer,  beloved,  respected,  and  honored. 
No  man  coold  rise,  be  it  over  so  early,  who  would 
not  find  Owen  up  before  him;  no  man  could  an- 
ticipate him  in  an  early  crop,  and  if  a  widow  or 
a  sick  acquaintance  were  unable  to  get  in  their 
harvest,  Owen  was  certain  to  collect  the  neigh- 
bors to  assist  them ;  to  be  the  first  there  himself, 
with  quiet  benevolence,  enconraging  them  to  a 
zealous  performance  of  the  friendly  task  in  which 
they  were  engaged. 

It  was,  I  believe,  soon  after  his  marriage, 
that  the  lease  of  the  farm  held  by  him  expired. 
Until  that  time  he  had  been  able  to  live  with 
perfect  independence ;  but  even  the  enormous 
rise  of  one  pound  per  acre,  though  it  deprived 
him  in  a  great  degree  of  his  usual  comforts,  did 
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not  sink  him  below  the  bare  necessaries  of  life. 
For  some  years  after  that  he  could  still  serve 
a  deserving  neighbor;  and  never  was  the  hand 
of  Owen  M'Carthy  held  back  from  the  wants 
and  distresses  of  those  whom  he  knew  to  be 
honest. 

I  remember  once  an  oecasion  upon  which  a 
widow  Murray  applied  to  him  for  a  loan  of  five 
pounds,  to  prevent  her  two  cows  from  being 
aactioncd  for  half  a  year's  rent,  of  which  she 
only  wanted  that  sura.  Owen  sat  at  dinner  with 
his  family  when  she  entered  the  house  in  tears, 
and,  as  well  as  her  agitation  of  mind  permitted, 
gave  him  a  detailed  account  of  her  embarrass- 

^  "  The  blessin'  o'  God  be  upon  all  here,"  said 
she,  on  entering. 

"  The  doable  o'  that  to  you,  Rosha,"  replied 
Owen's  wife;  "won't  you  sit  in  an' be  atin' ?— 
here's  a  sate  beside  Nanny;  come  over,  Rosha." 

Owen  only  nodded  to  her,  and  continued  to 
eat  his  dinner,  as  if  he  felt  no  interest  in  her  dis- 
tress. Rosha  sat  down  at  a  distance,  and  with 
the  corner  of  a  red  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
shed  tears  in  that  bitterness  of  feeling  which 
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marks  the  hcIpIesKDCSs  of  honest  industry  under 
the  pressure  of  calamity. 

"  III  the  name  o'  goodness,  Rosha,"  said  Mrs. 
M'Cnrthy,  "what  ails  you,  astbore?  Sure  Jim- 
my— God  spare  him  to  you — wouldn't  be  dead  ?" 

"  Glory  be  to  God  1  no,  avournecTt  machrce. 
Och,  ochl  but  it  'ud  be  the  black  sight,  an'  the 
black  day,  that  'ud  see  my  brave  boy,  the  staff 
of  our  support,  an'  the  bread  of  our  month,  taken 
away  from  usi — No,  no,  Kathleen  dear,  it's  not 
that  bad  wid  nie  yet.  I  hope  we'll  never  live  to 
see  his  manly  head  laid  down  before  us.  Twas 
his  own  manliness,  indeed,  brought  it  an  him — 
baekin'  the  sack  when  he  was  bringin'  home  our 
last  meMAre*  from  the  mill;  for  you  see  he  should 
do  it,  the  crathur,  to  show  his  strinth,  an'  the 
sack,  when  he  got  it  an  was  too  heavy  for  him, 
ait'  hurted  the  small  of  his  hack;  for  his  hones, 
you  see,  are  too  yonng,  an'  hadn't  time  to  fill  np 
yet.  No,  avouriieen.  Glory  be  to  God  1  he's 
gettin'  betther  wid  mel"  and  the  poor  creature's 
eyes  glistened  with  delight  through  her  tears 
and  the  darkness  of  her  affliction, 

•  Mel dhrc— whatever  quantity  of  grain  is  bronglit  to  tha 
mill  to  be  ground  on  one  occasion. 
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Withont  sajiDg  a  word,  Owen,  when  slie  fin- 
ished the  eulogium  oa  her  son,  rose,  and  taking 
her  forcibly  by  the  shoulder,  set  her  down  at  tiie 
table,  oa  which  a  large  potfnl  of  potatoes  had 
been  spread  out,  with  a  circle  in  the  middle  for 
a  dish  of  rashers  and  eggs,  into  which  dish  every 
right  hand  of  those  about  it  was  thrust,  with  a 
quickness  that  clearly  illustrated  the  principle  of 
competition  as  a  stimulus  to  action, 

"  Spare  jour  breath,"  said  Owen,  plaeing  her 
rather  roaghly  upon  the  seat,  "an'  take  share 
of  what's  goin':  when  all's  cleared  off  we'll  hear 
you,  but  the  son'a  word  till  then." 

"  Musha,  Owen,"  said  the  poor  woman, 
"yon'rc  the  same  man  still;  sure  we  all  kuow 
your  ways;  I'll  strive,  ayourneen,  to  ate— I'll 
strive,  asthore — to  plaae  you,  an'  the  Lord  bless 
you  an'  yours,  an'  may  you  never  be  as  I  an' 
my  fatherless  childhre  are  this  sorrowful  day !" 
and  she  accompanied  her  words  by  a  flood  of 

Owen,  without  evincing  the  slightest  sympathy, 
withdrew  himself  from  the  table.  Not  a  muscle 
of  his  face  was  moved ;  but  as  tile  cat  came 
about  his  feet  at  the  time,  he  put  his  foot  under 
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her,  and  flnng  her  as  easily  as  possible  to  the 
lower  end  of  the  .kitchen. 

"Arrah,  what  harm  did  the  crathur  do,"  asked 
his  wife,  "  that  yoa'd  kisk  her  for,  that  way?  an' 
why  but  you  ate  out  your  dinner  1" 

"  PiB  done,"he  replied,  "  but  that's  no  rason 
that  Rosha,  an'  you,  an'  thim  boys  that  has  the 
work  afore  them,  shouldn't  finish  your  male's 
mate." 

Poor  Rosha  thought  that  l>y  his  withdrawing 
he  had  already  saspeet^d  the  object  of  her  visit, 
and  of  course  concluded  that  her  chance  of  suc- 
ceeding was  very  slender 

The  wife,  who  guessed  what  she  wanted,  as 
well  as  the  nature  of  her  suspicion,  being  herself 
as  affectionate  and  obliging  as  Owen,  reverted 
to  the  subject,  in  order  to  give  her  aa  opportu- 
nity of  proceeding. 

"  Somethiu'  hitther  an'  out  o'  the  common 
coorse,  is  a  throuble  to  you,  Rosha,"  said  she, 
"  or  you  wouldn't  be  in  the  state  you're  in.  The 
Lord  look  down  on  you  this  day,  you  poor 
crathur — widout  the  father  of  your  childhre  to 
stand  up  for  you,  an'  your  only  other  depindance 
laid  on  the  broad  of  his  back,  all  as  one  as  a 
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cripple;  butnomatthcr.Eosha;  trust  to  Him  that 
can  be  a  husband  to  you,  an'  a  father  to  jonr  or- 
phans— trust  to  Him,  an'  his  blessed  mother  in 
iicaven,  this  day,  an'  never  fear  but  they'll  rise 
lip  a  frind  for  you.  Musha,  Owen  ate  your  din- 
ner as  you  ought  to  do,  wid  your  capers!  How 
can  you  take  a  spade  in  your  hand  npon  that 
morsel  ?" 

"Finish  your  own,"  said  her  husband,  "an' 
never  heed  me;  jist  let  roe  alone.  Don't  yon  see 
that  if  I  wanted  it,  I'd  ate  it,  an'  what  more 
would  you  have  about !" 

"Well,  acnshla,  it's  your  own  loss,  sure,  of  a 
sartinty.  An',  Roslia,  whisper,  aliagur,  what 
can  Owen  or  I  do  for  you?  Troth,  it  would 
be  a  bad  day  we'd  see  you  at  a  deshort*  for  a 
friend,  for  you  never  wor  nothin'  else  nor  a  civil, 
oblagiti'  neighbor  yourself;  an'  him  that's  gone 
before — the  Lord  make  his  bed  in  heaven  this 
day — was  as  good  a  warrant  as  ever  broke 
bread,  to  sarve  a  friend,  if  it  was  at  the  hour  of 
midnight." 

"Ah I  when  I  had  him,"  exclaimed  the  dis- 

*  TUat  is  at  o  losa;  or  more  proportj  speaking,  tukeo 
ehort,  which  it,  means. 
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traded  widow,  "  I  never  had  occasion  to  troQ- 
ble  aither  friend  or  neighbor;  but  he's  gone,  an' 
now  it's  otherwise  wid  me — glory  be  to  God  for 
ali  his  mercies — a  wurrah  dheeiish  1  Why,  thin, 
siiico  I  mnst  speak,  an'  has  no  other  frind  to 
go  to— hat  somehow  I  doubt  Owen  looks  dark 
apou  me— snre  I'd  put  my  hand  to  a  stamp,  if 
my  word  wouldn't  do  for  it,  an'  sign  the  blessed 
crass  that  saved  us,  for  the  payment  of  it;  or 
I'd  give  it  to  him  in  oats,  for  I  hear  you  want 
some,  Owen — Phatie  oats  it  is,  an'  a  betther 
shouldhered  or  fnller-lookin'  grain  never  went 
iindhcr  a  harrow — indeed,  it's  it  that's  the 
beauty,  all  out,  if  it's  good  seed  you  want." 

"  What  is  it  for,  woman  alive  ?"  inquired 
Owen,  as  he  kicked  a  three-legged  stool  out  of 
his  way, 

"  What  is  it  for,  is  it  ?"  Ocli,  Owen  darlin', 
sure  my  two  brave  cows  is  lavin'  me,  Owen 
M'Murt,  the  driver,  ia  over  wid  me  beyaut,  an' 
has  them  ready  to  set  off  wid.  I  reared  them 
both,  the  two  of  them,  wid  my  own  hands; 
Chtthoney^  that  knows  my  voice,  an'  would 
come  to  me  from  the  fardest  comer  o'  the  field, 
is  goin',  au'  nothin'  wU!  we  have— notbin'  will 
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my  poor  sick  boj  have — but  the  black  wather, 
or  tlie  dhrysalt;  besides  the  butther  of  them 
bein'  lost  to  us  for  the  rent,  or  a  small  tasto  of 
it,  of  an  odd  time,  for  poor  Jimmy.  Owen,  next 
to  God,  I  have  no  friend  to  depind  upon  but 
yourself  1" 

"  Mel"  said  Owen,  as  if  astonished.  "  Plioo, 
that's  quare  enough!  Now  do  you  think,  Rosha, 
— hut,  lint,  woman  alivel  Come,  boys,  you're 
all  done;  out  wid  yoa  to  your  spades,  an'  finish 
that  meerin*  before  night.     Mel — hut,  tut!" 

"  I  have  it  all  but  five  pounds,  Owen,  an'  for 
the  sake  of  him  that's  in  his  grave — an'  that, 
maybe,  is  able  to  pat  up  his  prayer  for  you" 

"  An'  what  would  you  want  me  to  do  Rosha  ? 
Fitther  for  you  to  sit  down  an'  finish  your  din 
ner,  when  it's  before  you.  I'm  goin'  to  get  an 
odd  giovef  that's  somewhere  about  this  chist, 
for  I  must  weed  out  that  bit  of  oats  before  night, 
wid  a  blessin',"  and,  as  he  spoke  he  passed  into 
another  room,  as  if  he  had  altogether  forgotten 
her  solicitation,  and  in  a  few  minutes  returned. 

"  Owen,  avick!" — ap'  the  blessin'  of  the  fathor- 

■  Meerin — a  march  ditoli,  a  boundary, 
f  In  '■  hajid-woeding,"  olil  gloTca  lu-c  used  to  provont  the 
bauds  from  being  injuveii  by  the  thistles. 
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less  be  opon  you,  sure,  an'  many  a  one  o'  them 
you  have,  any  how,  Owen!" 

"  Well,  Rosha—well  ?" 

"  Oeb,  och,  Owea,  it's  low  days  wid  mc  to  be 
depindin'  upon  the  sthranger?  Little  thim  that 
reared  me  ever  thought  it  'ud  come  to  this.  You 
know  I'm  a  dacent  father's  child,  an'  I  have 
stooped  to  yon,  Oweu  M'Carthy — what  I'd 
scorn  to  do  to  any  other  but  yourself — poor  an' 
friendless  as  I  stand  here  before  yon.  Let  tliem 
take  the  cows,  thin;  from  my  children;  but  the 
father  of  the  fatherless  will  support  thim  an'  me, 
Och,  but  it's  well  for  tlie  O'Donohoes  that  their 
landlord  lives  at  home  among  themselves,  for 
may  the  heavens  look  down  on  me,  I  wouldn't 
know  where  to  find  mine,  if  one  sight  of  him  'ud 
save  me  an'  my  childhre  from  the  gravel  The 
Agent  even,  he  lives  iu  Dublin,  an'  how  could  I 
lave  my  sick  boy  an'  small  girs/ias  by  themselves, 
to  go  a  hundred  miles,  an'  maybe  not  see  him 
after  all.  Little  hopes  I'd  have  from  him,  even 
if  I  did;  he's  paid  for  gatherin'  in  his  rents;  but 
it's  well  known  he  wants  tlie  touch  of  nathur  for 
the  suffering  of  the  poor,  an'  of  them  that's  hon- 
est in  their  intintions." 
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"  I'll  go  over  wid  you,  Roslia,  if  that  will  be 
of  any  nse,"  replied  Owen,  composedly;  "  come, 
I'll  go  an'  spake  to  Frank  M'Murt." 

"  The  sorra  blame  I  blame  him,  Owen," 
replied  Rosha,  "  his  bread  's  depindin'  upon  the 
likes  of  sich  doins,  an'  he  can't  get  over  it ;  but 
a  word  from  yoa,  Owen,  will  save  me,  for  who 
ever  refused  to  take  the  word  of  a  M'Carthy?" 

When  Owen  and  the  widow  arrived  at  the 
house  of  the  latter,  they  found  the  situation  of 
the  bailiff  laughable  in  the  extreme.  Her  eldest 
son,  who  had  been  confined  to  bis  bed  by  a  hurt 
received  in  his  back,  was  up,  and  had  got  the 
unfortunate  driver,  who  was  rather  old,  wedged 
in  between  the  dresser  and  the  wall,  where  his 
cracked  voice — for  lie  was  astlimatic — was  rais- 
ed to  the  highest  pitch,  calling  for  asfistance. 
Beside  him  was  a  large  tub  half-filled  with 
water,  into  which  the  little  ones  were  empty- 
ing tmall  jugs,  carried  at  the  top  of  their  speed 
from  a  pnddle  before  the  door.  In  the  mean- 
time. Jemmy  was  tugging  at  the  bailiff  with  all 
hie  strength — fortunately  for  that  personage,  it 
was  but  little — with  the  most  sincere  intentjon 
of  inverting  him  into  the  tub,  which  contained 
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on  which,  with  the  empty  vessel  in 

bis  band,  ha 

flew  towards  them,  his  little  features  distorted 

by  glee  and  ferocity,  wildly  mixed  up  together. 

"  Oh,  mudher 

niudher— ho,  ha 

ha! —don't 

coiae  iu  yet ;  don't  come  in,  Owen 

till  Jimmy, 

an'    huz,    an'    the    Denisses,    gets 

the    Bailie 
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drowided  Well  ^oon  have  tiie  it*  full 
lot  Pdliv  an  Jack  Dens  hivP  tb  eves 
anost  pu  ked  out  of  him  an  Eattys  t  ti  n 
the  rrp  n  hook  from  beh  nd  the  c  ppd  to  ^  t 
it  il  out  his  neck 

Owen  and  the  widow  entpred  with  all  histe 
1  rt.L  helv  a,t  the  moment  when  Frank  s  head  wis 
d  ppfd  for  tl  e  first  time  into  the  vessel 

la  it  goin  to  mnrdher  him  ve  are^"  «a,id 
Oven  a-j  ho  ae  zed  Jemmy  with  a  giasp  tl  at 
tranrfenel  him  to  the  opposite  eni  of  the 
1  ise  ijonld  back  ye  pack  of  young  de^ds 
at  let  the  man  up  What  did  he  come  to  lo 
1  ut  hi  duty  '  I  tell  you  Jimmy  if  you  wor  at 
yourself  ai  in  full  str  nth  tl  at  youd  have  the 
man  Hood  on  you  where  yoa  stand  and  inould 
Euff  1  IS  ym  ought  to  do  for  t 

There  !et  me  replied  the  lad  his  eyea 
glowuj  and  his  veins  swollen  mfh  pass  on 
I  don  t  care  if  I  did  It  would  be  no  s  e 
an  no  d  sgrace  to  hang  for  the  like  of  h  m 
Ai  enter  to  do  that  than  stale  a  creel  of  t  irf 
or  a  wisp  of  straw    tanny  rate 

In  the  meantime  the  bad  ft   lal  riised  hiS 
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head  out  of  the  water,  and  presented  a  visage 
which  it  WM  impossible  to  view  with  gravity. 
The  widow's  SDxietj  prevented  her  from  teeiug 
it  in  a  Indicrous  hght;  but  Owen's  severe  face 
assumed  a  grave  smile,  as  the  man  shook  him- 
self, and  attempted  to  comprehend  the  nature 
of  hia  situation.  The  young  urchins  who  liad 
fallen  back  at  the  appearance  of  Owen  and  the 
widow,  now  burst  into  a  peal  of  mirth,  in  which, 
however.  Jemmy,  whose  fiercer  passions  had  been 
roused,  did  nut  join. 

"Prank  M'Miirt,"  said  the  widow,  "I  take 
the  mother  of  heaven  to  witness,  that  it  vexes 
my  heart  to  see  jon  get  sich  thratement  in  my 
place;  an'  I  wouldn't  for  the  best  cow  I  have 
that  sich  a  brieuliagh*  happened,  Dker  c/iarp 
agus  maidm,f  Jimmy,  but  I'll  make  you  suffer 
for  drawin'  down  this  upon  my  head,  an'  me  had 
enough  over  it  afore," 

"I  don't  care,"  replied  Jemmy;  "whoever 
comes  to  take  our  property  from  us,  an'  os  wil- 
liu'  to  work,  will  suffer  for  it.  Do  yon  think 
I'd  see  thim  crathura  at  their  dhry  phatie,  an' 
our  cows  standin'  in  a  pound  for  no  rason  ?    Xo ; 

•  Btieuliagh-Equnbble.  f  B;  mj  soul  and  bodj . 
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h  t^l  hang  n  to  me  but  I  il  s^  1 1  to  the  sc  11  the 
fir  t  man  that  tikes  them  at  all  I  m  sorry  for 
thit  t  s  tint  the  T%abone  Landlord  h  d  felf 
that  near  me  That  a  our  thanks  for  p  v 
maiiT  a  good  pouud  n  honestj  an  daeen  y  to 
h  m  a  h  s  !av  n  08  t  a  Echam  n  Agent  an 
ot  eren  to  that  same  1  ut  to  h  s  undher  str  p- 
fer  thati  robb  n  us  oi  froth  s  des  betwee 
the  n  May  hard  fortune  att  d  h  m  for  a 
kndforll  lou  may  tell  I  n  th  r  Pra  k — 
that  I  8  w  Best  plan  s  to  keep  clear  of  the 
CO  nthry  Sure  ts  a  gambler  he  b  they  saj 
a  we  most  be  ham  1  e  1  an  ra  ke  1  to  supi ort 
1  s  vlhtyl  But  wit  a  bit  ma  le  tlerea  a 
good  t  me  com  n  when  we  11  pay  o  r  money  to 
th  m  that  Ton  t  be  too  j  ro  d  to  hear  our  co  n 
pla  nts  w  d  the  r  ow  ears  an  who  won  t  t  rn 
s  over  to  a  div  1  s  1  mb  of  an  Agent  He  hid 
ee  ]  a  y  1  ow  to  get  1  s  cofSn  sooner  nor  1  e 
tl  nkf      What    s  gn  fies    hang  a   go  ] 

cius  '  said  he  as  t!  e  tears  of  keen  nd  gna 
t        1  urst    fr  m    h  s  glow    g   eyes  It  b  a 

dacent  death  a  a  hajpv  death  when  ts  for 
the  r  o-ht  he  ad  led — for  h  s  m  nd  was  ei 
d    tlv  fixed  upon  tl  e  c  nten  pht  on  of  tl  ose 
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means  of  redress,  which  the  habits  of  the  coun- 
try, and  t!ie  prejudices  of  the  people,  present  to 
them  in  the  first  moments  of  passion. 

"  It's  well  that  Prank's  one  of  ourseires," 
replied  Owen,  coolly,  "  otherwise.  Jemmy,  yoa 
said  words  that  would  lay  yon  np  by  the  heels. 
As  for  yon,  Frank,  you  must  look  over  this. 
The  boy  's  the  son  of  dacent  poor  parents,  an' 
it 's  a  new  thing  for  him  to  see  the  cows  druT 
from  the  place.  The  poor  fellow  'a  vexed,  too, 
that  he  has  been  so  long  laid  np  wid  a  sore 
back;  an'  so  you  see  one  thing  or  another  has 
put  him  through  other.  Jimmy  is  warm-hearted 
afther  all,  an'  will  be  sorry  for  it  when  Le  cools, 
an'  remimbers  that  you  wor  only  doin'  your  duty." 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  about  the  cows? 
Sure,  I  can't  go  back  widont  either  thim  or 
the  rint  ?"  said  Frank,  with  a  look  of  fear  and 
trembling  at  Jemmy. 

"The  cows  I"  said  another  of  the  widow's 
sons  who  then  came  in ;  "  why,  yon  dirty  spal- 
peen of  a  rip,  you  may  whistle  on  the  wrong 
side  o'  your  mouth  for  them.  I  druv  them  off 
of  the  estate;  an'  now  take  them,  if  you  darl 
It's  conthrairy  to  law,"  said  the  urchin;  "an'  if 
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you'd  toucli  them,  I'd  make  my  mndher  sarve 
yoQ  wid  a  latlilat,  or  a  JUry-Jlashes." 

This  was  a  triumph  to  the  youngsters,  who 
began  to  shake  their  little  fists  at  him,  and  to 
exclaim  in  a  chorus — "Ha,  you  dirty  rip!  wait 
till  we  get  you  out  o'  the  house,  an'  if  we  don't 
put  you  from  ever  drivin'l  Why,  but  yon  work 
like  another? — ha,  you'll  get  it!" — and  erery 
little  Sst  was  shook  in  vengeance  at  him. 

"  Whisht  wid  ye,"  said  Jemray  to  the  little 
ones:  "let  him  alone,  he  got  enough.  There's 
the  cows  for  you;  an'  keen  may  the  curse  o'  the 
widow  an'  orphans  light  upon  you,  and  upon 
tliem  that  sent  you,  from  fii-st  to  last! — an'  that's 
the  best  we  wish  you!" 

"  Frank,"  said  Owen  to  the  bMliff,  "  is  there 
any  one  in  the  town  below  that  will  take  the 
rint,  an'  give  a  resate  for  it?  Do  you  think, 
man,  that  the  neighbors  of  an  honest,  industrious 
woman,  'ud  see  the  cattle  taken  out  of  her  byre 
for  a  thrifle?  Hut  tut!  no  man  alive — no  sich 
thing  ?  There's  not  a  man  in  the  parish,  wid 
manes  to  do  it,  would  see  them  taken  away  to 
be  canted,  at  only  about  a  fourth  part  of  their 
value.     Hut,  tut,— tjo!" 
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As  the  sterling  fellow  spoke,  tLe  cheeks  of  the 
widow  were  suffused  with  tears,  and  her  son 
Jemmy's  hollow  ejea  once  more  kindled,  but 
with  a  far  different  expression  from  that  which 
but  a  few  minutes  before  flashed  from  them. 

"  OwcD,"  said  he,  and  utterance  nearly  failed 
him  :  "  Owen,  if  /was  well  it  wouldn't  be  as  it 
is  wid  us;  but — no,  indeed,  it  would  not:  but — 
may  God  bless  you  for  this!  Owen,  never  fear 
but  you'll  be  paid; — may  God  bless  you,  Owen." 

As  he  spoke  the  hand  of  his  humble  bene- 
factor waa  warmly  grasped  in  his.  A  tear  fell 
upon  it:  for  with  one  of  those  quick  and  fervid 
transitions  of  feeling  so  peculiar  to  the  people, 
he  now  felt  a  strong,  generous  emotion  of  grati- 
tude, mingled,  perhaps,  with  a  sense  of  wounded 
pride,  on  fiuding  the  poverty  of  their  little  family 
so  openly  exposed, 

"Hut,  tut,  Jimmy,  avick,"  said  Owen,  who 
understood  his  feelings;  "phoo,  man  alivel  Jiut 
— hemi — why,  sure,  it's  nothin'  at  all,  at  all; 
anybody  would  do  it--only  a  bare  fire-an'-twenty 
Bbillins,  [it  was  five  pound]:— any  neighbor — 
Mick  Cassidy,  Jack  Moran,  or  Pether  M'CuI- 
lagh,  would  do  it. — Come,  Frank,  step  out;  fho 
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money's  to  tbe  fore.  Rosha,  put  your  cloak 
about  yoo,  and  let  us  go  down  to  the  Agint,  or 
clerk,  or  whatsomever,  he  is — sure,  that  makes 
no  maxim  anyhow; — I  suppose  he  has  power  to 
give  a  resate.  Jemmy,  go  to  bed  again,  you're 
pale  poor  bouchal;  and,  childhre,  je  crathurs  ye, 
the  cows  won't  be  taken  from  you  this  boot. — 
Come,  in  the  name  of  God,  let  us  go,  and  sec 
everything  rightiiied  at  once— hut,  tut — come." 

Many  similar  details  of  Owen  M'Carthy's 
useful  life  could  be  given,  in  which  he  bore  an 
equally  benevolent  and  Christian  part.  Poor 
fellow  I  he  was,  erelong,  brought  low;  but,  to  the 
credit  of  our  peasantry,  much  as  is  said  about 
their  barbarity,  he  was  treated,  when  helpless, 
with  gratitude,  pity,  and  kindness. 

Uuti!  the  peace  of  1814,  Owen's  regular  and 
systematic  industry  enabled  him  to  struggle  suc- 
cessfully against  a  weighty  rent  and  sudden 
depression  in  the  price  of  agricultural  produce; 
that  is,  he  das  able,  by  the  unremitting  toil  of  a 
man  remarkable  alike  for  an  unbending  spirit 
and  a  vigorous  frame  of  body,  to  pay  his  rent 
with  tolerable  regularity.  It  is  true  a  chauge 
began  to  be  visible  in  his  personal  appearance. 
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ID  his  farm,  in  the  dress  of  his  children,  and  in 
the  economy  of  his  household,  Improvementa, 
which  adequate  capital  would  have  enabled  him 
to  effect,  were  left  either  altogether  nnattenipted, 
or  in  an  imperfect  state,  resembling  neglect, 
though,  in  reality,  tlie  result  of  poverty.  His 
dress  at  mass,  and  in  fairs  and  markets,*ad,  by 
degrees,  lost  that  air  of  comfort  iind  warmth 
which  bespeak  the  independent  farmer.  The  evi- 
dences of  embarraaament  began  to  disclose  them- 
seWes  in  many  small  points — inconsiderable,  it  is 
true,  but  not  the  less  significant.  His  house,  in 
the  progress  of  his  declining  circnmstauces, 
ceased  to  be  annually  ornamented  by  a  new  coat 
of  whitewash  ;  it  soon  assumed  a  faded  and 
yellowish  hue,  and  sparkled  not  in  the  setting 
sun  as  in  the  days  of  Owen's  prosperity.  It  had, 
in  fact,  a  wasted,  unthriTing  look,  like  its  master. 
The  thatch  became  black  and  rotten  upon  its 
roof:  the  chimneys  sloped  to  opposite  points; 
the  windows  were  less  neat,  and  ultinrately,  when 
broken,  were  patched  with  a  couple  of  leaves 
from  the  children's  blotted  copy-books.  His 
out^houses  also  began  to  fail.  The  neatness  of 
his  little  farm-yard,  and  the  cleanliness  which 
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marked  so  coospicuoasly  the  space  fronting  his 
dwell iiig-hooae,  disappeared  in  the  course  of  time. 
Filth  began  to  accnmulate  where  no  filth  hod 
been;  his  garden  was  not  now  planted  so  earlj, 
nor  with  so  mnch  taste  and  neatness  as  before ; 
liis  crops  were  later,  and  less  abundant;  his  hag- 
garts  neither  so  fall  nor  so  trim,  as  thej  were 
wont  to  be,  nor  his  ditches  and  enclosures  kept 
in  such  good  repair.  His  cars,  ploughs,  and 
other  farming  implements,  instead  of  being  put 
under  cover,  were  left  exposed  to  the  ilifiuence 
of  wind  and  weather,  where  thej  soon  became 
crazy  and  useless. 

Such,  however,  were  only  the  slighter  symp- 
toms of  his  bootless  strngglf  against  the  general 
embarrassment  into  which  the  agricultural  inte- 
rests were,  year  after  year,  so  unhappily  sinking. 

Had  the  tendency  to  general  distress  among 
the  class  to  which'  he  belonged  become  sta- 
tionary, O^^en  would  have  continued  by  toil  and 
and  incessflp  exertion  to  maintain  his  ground; 
but,  unfortunately,  there  was  no  point  at  which 
the  national  depression  conld  then  stop.  Year 
after  year  produced  deeper,  more  extensive,  and 
more  complicated  misery ;  and  when  lie  hoped 
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thit  every  succeedms;  seifon  would  bring  an 
iropro^ ement  m  the  market  he  was  destined  to 
espenence  not  merely  a  fresh  disappo  ntmcnt 
but  in  unexpected  depreciation  in  the  jnce  of 
his  corn  butter  and  other  disposaHe  commo- 
dities 

"When  a  nitton  is  reduced  to  such  a  "Jtitt-  no 
eye  but  that  of  Ood  himself  can  see  the  appal! 
ing  wretchedness  to  which  a  year  of  disease  and 
scarcity  strikes  down  the  poor  and  working 
classes 

Owen,  after  a  long  and  noble  contest  for 
nearly  three  years,  sank,  at  length,  under  the 
united  calamities  of  disease  and  scarcity.  The 
father  of  the  family  was  laid  low  upon  the  bed 
of  sickness,  and  those  of  his  little  ones  who 
escaped  it  were  almost  consumed  by  famine. 
This  two-fold  shock  sealed  his  min;  his  honest 
heart  was  crashed — his  hardy  frame  shorn  of  its 
strength,  and  he  to  whom  every  neialibor  fled  as 
a  friend,  now  required  friendship  W  a  moment 
when  the  wide-spread  poverty  of  tiie  country 
rendered  its  assistance  hopeless. 

On  rising  from  his  bed  of  sickness,  the  pros- 
pect before  him  required  his  utmost  fortitude  to 
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bear.  He  was  now  wasted  io  energy  both  of 
mind  and  body,  reduced  to  otter  poverty,  with 
a  large  family  of  cbildren,  too  young  to  assist 
him,  without  mcaaa  of  retrieving  bis  circnm- 
Btances,  his  wife  and  himself  gaunt  skeletons,  his 
farm  neglected,  his  house  wrecked,  and  his  offices 
falling  to  rnin,  yet  every  day  bringing  the  half- 
year's  term  nearer  1  Oh,  ye  who  riot  on  the 
miseries  of  such  men — ye  who  roll  round  the 
easy  circle  of  fashionable  life,  think  upon  this 
picture  1  Te  vile  and  heartless  landlords,  who 
see  not,  hear  not,  know  not  those  to  whose 
heart-breaking  toil  ye  owe  the  only  merit  ye  pos- 
sess— that  of  rank  in  society — come  and  con- 
template this  Tirtuous  man,  as  unfriended,  unas- 
sisted, and  uncbeered  by  those  who  are  bound 
by  a  strong  moral  duty  to  protect  and  aid  him, 
he  looks  shuddering  into  the  dark  cheerless 
futurel  Is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  he,  and 
such  as  he,  should,  in  the  misery  of  bis  despair, 
join  the  nigfitly  meetings,  be  lured  to  associate 
himself  with  the  incendiary,  or  seduced  to  grasp, 
in  the  stupid  apathy  of  wretchedness,  the  weapon 
of  the  murderer  ?  By  neglecting  the  people,  by 
draining  them,  with  merciless  rapacity,  of  the 
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niPin'!  of  life  by  goalinff  th'^m  on  under  a 
crupl  'system  of  rack  rents  je  become  not  their 
natural  benefactors  hat  curses  and  scourges 
nearly  as  much  in  reahty  as  ye  are  in  their 
opinion 

When  Owen  rofe,  he  wa^  driven  by  hunger, 
dffect  anl  immediate  to  sell  hia  best  tow,  and 
having  pnrthased  some  oatmeal  at  an  enormous 
price  trom  «i  well  known  deTOti^  in  the  pirish 
who  hoarded  up  this  commodity  for  a  dear 
snmmtr"  he  kid  hia  plans  for  the  futare  with 
as  mnch  judgmpnt  as  any  man  could  display 
One  mormn^  after  breakfast  he  addressed  hia 
wife  aa  ioUows 

'  Katlileen,  mavonrceen,  I  want  to  consult 
wid  you  abont  what  we  ought  to  do  thmgs  are 
low  wid  us  asthore ,  and  except  our  heavenly 
Father  pi  ts  it  into  the  heart  of  them  I'm  goin' 
to  mention  I  don't  know  what  well  do  nor 
what  11  bfcome  of  these  poor  crathnrs  thats 
naked  and  hungrv  about  us  GoiTpity  them, 
they  don  t  knjw — and  maybe  that  same's  some 
comfcit — the  hardships  that's  before  them 
Poor  cratlrars '  see  how  quiet  and  sorrowful 
thej  sit  abuut  their  little  play  fdssm  the  time 
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for  themselves  as  well  aa  they  can !  Alley, 
acuahla  mnchrec.  come  over  to  me.  Your  hair 
is  bright  and  fair,  Alley,  and  curls  ko  purtily 
that  the  finest  lady  in  the  land  might  envy  it; 
bat,  acushia,  your  color 's  gone,  your  little  bunds 
are  wasted  away,  too;  that  sickness  was  iiard 
and  sore  upon  yon,  a  wllien.  machru*  and  he 
that  'ud  si»nd  his  heart's  blood  for  you,  darlin', 
can  do  nothin'  to  help  you  I" 

He  looked  at  the  child  as  he  spoke,  and  a 
slight  motion  in  the  musciea  of  his  face  was 
barely  perceptible,  bat  it  passed  away ;  and, 
after  kissing  her,  he  proceeded ; — 

"  Aj',  ye  crathurs — you  and  I,  Kathleen,, 
could  earn  onr  bread  for  ourselves  yet,  but 
these  Lan't  do  it.  This  last  stroke,  darlin',  has 
laid  ns  at  the  door  of  both  poverty  and  sick- 
ness, but  blessed  be  the  mother  of  heaven  for 
it,  they  are  all  left  wid  us  ;  and  siu-e  that 's  a 
blessiii'  we've  to  be  thankful  for — glory  be  t& 
God!" 

"  Ay,  poor  things,  it 's  well  to  have  them 
epared,  Owen  dear;  sure  I'd  rather  a  theueand 
times  beg  from  door  to  door,  and   have  my 
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(liildher  to  look  at,  than  bo  in  comfoit  widout 
them  " 

'  Beg  tliat  'ud  go  hard  wid  me,  Katlilccn 
I'd  work — I'd  h\e  on  next  to  nothing;  oil  the 
year  lound,  but  to  ?ee  the  crathnrs  that  wor 
decently  bred  up  lirouglit  to  that,  I  couldn't 
bear  it,  Kathleen — 'twould  break  the  heart  nid 
in  me  Poor  as  they  are,  they  haiw  the  blood 
of  kings  in  their  veins ,  and,  beside',  to  see  a 
M'Carthy  begcjii;'  his  bread  in  the  counthry 
wliere  hib  name  was  once  pjeat — The  M'Car 
thy  More,  that  was  their  title— no,  atushla,  I 
Jove  them  a&  I  do  tlie  blood  in  my  own  veins, 
bnt  I'd  rather  see  them  in  the  arms  of  God  in 
heaien,  laid  i^own  daccntly,  with  their  little 
sorrowful  faces  washed,  and  their  iittle  bodies 
stretched  out  pnrtilj  before  my  eyes — I  would — 
in  the  graye-yard  there  beyant,  where  all  belong- 
ing to  me  lie,  than  have  it  cast  up  to  them,  or 
have  it  said,  that  ever  a  M'Carthy  was  seen  beg- 
gin'  on  the  highway." 

"Bnt,  Owen,  can  you  strike  out  DO  plan  for  us 
that  'ud  put  us  in  the  way  of  comin'  round  agin  ? 
These  poor  ones,  if  we  could  hoald  out  for  two 
or  three  year,  would  soon  be  able  to  help  us," 
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"  They  wmiU — they  would.  I'm  thinkia'  this 
day  or  two  of  a  plan:  but  I'm  doubtful  whether 
it  'ud  come  to  aDjthing." 

"  What  is  it,  acuehla  ?  Sure  we  can't  be 
worse  nor  we  are,  any  way." 

"  I'm  goin'  to  go  to  Dublin.  I'm  tould  tJiat 
the  landlord's  come  home  from  France,  and  tliat 
lie's  there  now;  and  if  I  didn't  see  him,  sure  I 
conld  see  the  agent.  Now,  Kathleen,  my  intin- 
tion  'ud  be  to  lay  our  case  before  the  head  land- 
lord himself,  in  hopes,  he  might  hould  baek  his 
hand,  and  spare  us  for  a  whiie.  If  I  had  a  line 
from  tlie  agent,  or  a  scrape  of  a  pen,  that  I  could 
show  at  home  to  soime  of  the  nabors,  who  knows 
but  I  Lould  boiTy  what  'ud  Bet  as  up  a^in  !  I 
think  many  of  them  'ud  be  sorry  to  see  me 
turned  out;  eh,  Kathleen?" 

The  Irish  are  an  imaginative  people;  indeed 
too  much  so,  for  either  their  individual  or  na- 
tional happiness.  And  it  is  this  and  supersti- 
tion, which  also  depends  much  upon  imagina- 
tion, that  makes  them  so  easily  influenced  by 
those  extravagant  dreams  that  are  held  out  to 
them  by  persous  who  understand  their  char- 
acter. 
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When  Kathleen  beard  the  plan  on  which 
Owen  founded  his  expectations  of  assistance, 
her  dark  melancholy  eye  flashed  with  a  portion 
of  its  former  fire;  a  transient  Tiyacity  lit  up  her 
sickly  features,  and  she  turned  a  smile  of  hope 
and  affection  upon  her  children,  then  upon 
Owen. 

"Arrah,  thin,  who  knows,  indeed  1  —  who 
knows  but  he  might  do  something  for  us? 
And  maybe  we  might  be  as  well  as  ever  yetl 
May  the  Lord  put  it  into  his  heart,  this  day!  I 
declare,  ayl^majbe  it  was  God  put  it  into  your 
heart,  OwenI" 

"  I'll  set  off,"  replied  her  husband,  who  was  a 
man  of  decision;  "  I'll  set  off  on  other  morrow 
moniih';  and  as  nobody  knows  anything  about 
it,  so  let  there  not  be  a  word  said  upon  the  sub- 
ject, good  or  bad.  If  I  have  success,  well  and 
good;  but  if  not,  why  nobody  need  be  the  wiser." 

The  heart-broken  wife  evinced,  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  day,  a  lightness  of  spirits  which 
she  had  not  felt  for  many  a  month  before.  Even 
Owen  was  less  depressed  than  usual,  and  em- 
ployed himself  in  making  sneh  arrangements  as 
he  knew  would  occasion  his  family  to  feel  the 
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iiironvenience  of  his  absence  less  acutely.  Bat 
as  tlie  hour  of  his  dejiarture  drew  nigb,  a  Bor- 
rowful  fflflmg  of  affuction  rising 'into  greater 
Rtrcngth  and  tenderness  threw  a  melancholy 
gloom  aroQiid  his  hearth.  According  to  their 
feiniple  view  of  distaoce,  a  journey  to  Dublin  was 
a.  sirious  undertaking,  and  to  them  it  was  such. 
Owen  was  in  weak  health,  just  riseu  out  of 
illness,  and  what  was  more  trying  thau  any  other 
consideration  was,  that  since  their  marriage  they 
had  never  been  separated  before. 

On  the  morning  of  his  departure  he  was  up 
before  daybreak,  and  so  were  his  wile  aiU 
children,  for  the  latter  had  heard  the  conrei'ii 
tiou  already  detailed  between  them  and  with 
llieir  siinple-miuded  parents  enjoyed  the  gleam 
of  hope  which  it  presented ,  but  this  soim 
changed — when  he  was  preparmg  to  gn  an 
indefinite  sense  of  fear,  ami  a  more  vivid  clii  ^ 
ing  of  affection  marked  their  feel  ngs  lie 
hira=elf  partook  of  this,  and  was  silent  depre  -i 
ed,  and  less  ardent  than  when  the  speculatun 
firit  presented  itself  to  his  mind  H  fc  resolutic  i 
however,  was  taken,  and  should  he  fad  no  blame 
at  a  future  time  coaid  be  atttached  to  himself 
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It  was  the  last  effort;  and  to  neglect  it,  be 
thought,  would  have  been  to  neglect  his  duty. 
When  breakfost  was  ready,  they  all  eat  down  in 
silence;  the  hour  was  yet  eai'ly,  and  a  rushlight 
was  placed  in  a  wooden  candlestick  that  stood 
beside  them  to  afford  light.  There  was  soms- 
thiog  solemn  and  touching  in  the  group  as  they 
sat  in  dim  relief,  every  face  marked  by  the  traces 
of  Bicknefs,  want,  sori'ow,  and  affection.  The 
father  attempted  to  eat,  but  could  not;  Kathleen 
sat  at  the  meal,  bat  could  taste  nothing ;  the 
children  ate,  for  hunger  at  the  moment  was 
predominant  over  every  other  sensation.  At 
length  it  was  over,  and  Owen  rose  to  depart;  he 
etood  for  a  minute  on  the  floor,  and  seemed  to 
take  a  survey  of  his  cold,  cheerless  house,  and 
then  of  his  family;  he  cleared  his  throat  several 
times,  but  did  not  speak. 

"  Kathleen,"  said  he,  at  length,  "in  the  name 
of  God  I'll  go;  and  may  his  blessin'  be  about 
you,  asthore  machree,  and  guard  you  and  these 
dnrlins  till  I  coine  back  to  yez." 

Kathleen's  faithful  heart  could  bear  no  more; 
she  laid  herself  on  his  bosom— clung  to  his  neck, 
and,  as  the  parting  kiss  was  given,  she  wept 
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aloud,  and  Owen's  tears  fell  silently  down  his 
worn  cheeks,  Tlie  children  crowded  about  them 
i[i  loud  wailings,  and  the  grief  of  this  virtuous 
and  afflicted  family  was  of  that  profound  descrip- 
tion, which  is  ever  the  companion,  in  such  scenes, 
of  pure  and  genuine  iove. 

"  Owen  1"  she  exclaimed;  "  Owen,  asui/isA 
mahidl  a.giis  jnadiree!*  I  doubt  we  wor  wrong 
in  thinkin'  ut  this  journey.  How  can  you,  ma- 
Toarneen,  walk  all  the  way  to  Dublin,  and  yon 
BO  worn  and  weakly  wid  that  sickness,  and  tlie 
bad  feedin'  before  and  since  ?  Och,  give  it  up, 
aohrec,  and  stay  wid  us,  let  what  will  happen. 
You're  not  able  for  sich  a  journey,  indeed  you're 
not.  Stay  wid  me  and  the  childlier,  Owen;  snre 
we'd  be  so  lonesome  widout  you— will  you, 
agrah  f  and  the  Lord  will  do  for  us  some  other 
way,  maybe." 

Owen  pressed  his  faithful  wife  to  liis  heart, 
and  kissed  her  chaste  iips  *itli  a  tenderness 
which  the  heartless  yotanes  of  fashionable  life 
can  never  know. 

"Kathleen,  astliore,"  he  replied,  in  those 
terms  of    endearment   wiiith    flow   so   tenderly 

•  Light  of  mj  ejes  ond  of  mj  hairt. 
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through  the  language  of  tlie  people;  "  snre  whin 
I  remimber  your  fair  young  face — your  yellow 
hair,  and  the  light  that  was  in  your  eyes,  acuslila 
Kiachree — but  that's  gone  long  ago— oeli,  don't 
ax  rae  to  stop.  Isn't  yonr  lightsome  laugh,  ivliin 
you  wor  young,  in  my  ears?  and  yonr  step  that 
'ud  not  bend  the  flower  of  the  field — Kathleen, 
I  can't,  indeed  I  can't,  bear  to  tliiuk  of  what 
you  wor,  nor  of  wliat  yoa  are  now,  wlien  in  tlie 
coorse  of  age  and  natur,  but  a  small  change 
ought  to  be  upon  youl  Sure  I  ought  to  make 
every  struggle  to  take  you  and  these  sorrowful 
crathurs  out  of  the  state  you're  in." 

The  cliiidren  flocked  about  them,  and  joined 
their  entreaties  to  those  of  their  motJier, 
"Father,  don't  lave  us— we'll  be  lonesome  if 
you  go;  and  if  my  mother  'ud  get  unwell,  who'd 
be  to  take  care  of  her?  Father,  don't  lave  your 
own  'weeny  crathurs,'  (a  pet  name  he  had  for 
tiiem) — maybe  the  meal  'ud  be  eat  out  beforo 
you'd  come  back;  or  maybe  something  'ud  hap- 
pen you  in  that  strange  place." 

"Indeed,  there's  truth  in  what  they  say, 
Owen,"  said  the  wife;  "do  be  said  by  your  own 
Kathleen  for  (his  time,  and  don't  take  sich  a 
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long  joamey  upon  yon.  Aftlier  all,  maybe,  yon 
wouldn't  see  him— sure  the  nabors  will  help  us, 
if  you  could  only  humble  yourself  to  ax  them!" 

"Kathleen,"  said  Owen,  "when  this  is  past 
you'll  be  glad  I  went — indeed  you  will;  sure  it's 
only  tlie  tindher  feelin'  of  your  hearts,  darlius. 
Wlio  knows  what  the  landlord  may  do  when  I 
see  iiimself,  and  show  him  these  resales — every 
penny  paid  him  by  our  own  family.  Let  me  go, 
acushk;  it  does  cut  me  to  the  heart  to  lave  yez 
the  way  yez  are  in,  even  for  a  while;  but  it's  far 
worse  to  see  your  poor  wasted  faces,  widout 
havin'  it  in  my  power  to  do  anything  for  yez." 

He  then  kissed  them  again,  one  by  one;  and 
pressing  the  affectionate  partner  of  his  sorrows 
to.Iiis  breaking  heart,  lie  bade  God  bless  them, 
and  set  out  in  the  twilight  of  a  bitter  March 
morning.  He  had  not  gone  many  yards  from 
the  door  when  little  Alley  ran  after  him  in  tears; 
he  felt  her  hand  upon  the  skirts  of  his  coat, 
which  she  plucked  with  a  smile  of  affection  that 
neither  tears  nor  sorrow  could  repress.  "Father, 
kiss  ine  again,"  siud  she.  He  stooped  down  and 
kissed  her  tenderly.  The  child  then  ascended 
a  green  ditch,  and  Owen,  as  he  looked  back, 
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saw  her  standing  upon  it,  her  fair  tresses  were 
tossed  by  tl:e  Wast  about  Ltr  lace  a«  with 
straining  eves  she  watched  haa  receding  ftom 
her  view  Kathletu  and  the  other  ciiilJien 
stood  at  the  door  and  al=o  with  deep  ';orroff 
ivatdied  his  form,  until  the  angle  of  the  bridle- 
road  rendered  hun  no  longer  visible,  after  nluch 
they  returned  'lo^^lJ  to  the  fire  and  iiept  bit 
terly 

We  believe  no  men  are  capjble  of  bcinng 
greater  toil  orprnation  than  the  Ir  sh  Owens 
irifliicMM  was  onlj  two  or  three  oiten  cikes 
tied  in  a  little  hindkerchief  and  i  few  shiUin^ 
in  Sliver  to  pay  for  hia  bed  "With  this  ^mnll 
stock  of  food  and  money  an  oaken  stick  in  hia 
hand  and  his  n  ife  a  kerchief  tied  about  his 
ftaibt,  he  undertook  a  journey  of  one  hundred 
and  ten  miles  in  quest  of  a  lindloid  who  so  far 
from  bemc;  acquainted  with  the  distresses  of  his 
temntry  scarcely  knew  even  their  names  and 
not  of  them  m  person 

Onr  scene  now  changes  to  the  metropolis. 

One  evening,  about  half  past  six  o'clock,  a 
toil-worn  man  turned  his  steps  to  a  splendid 
Monntjoy  Square  ;    his  appearance 
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was  drooping,  fatigued,  and  feeble.  As  he  went 
along,  ho  cxamioed  the  numbers  on  the  respec- 
tive doors,  until  he  reached  a  certain  o?ie— before 
which  he  stopped  for  a  moment;  he  then  stepped 
out  upon  the  street,  and  looked  through  the 
windows,  as  if  willing  to  ascertain  whether  there 
was  any  chance  of  his  object  being  attained. 
Wliiist  in  this  situation  a  carriage  rolled  rapidly 
up,  atid  stopped  with  a  sudden  check  that  nearly 
tjirew  back  the  horses  on  their  haunches.  In 
an  instant  the  thundering  knock  of  the  servant 
intimated  the  arrival  of  EotQe  person  of  rank ; 
the  ball  door  was  opened,  and  Owen,  availing 
Jiimsclf  of  that  opportunity,  entered  the  hall. 
Such  a  visitor,  however,  was  too  remarkaljle  to 
escape  notice.  The  hand  of  the  menial  wa« 
rudely  placed  against  his  breast ;  and,  as  the 
Qsna!  impertinent  interrogatories  were  put  to 
him,  the  pampered  ruffian  kept  pushmc;  him 
buck,  until  tlie  afflicted  man  stood  upon  the 
upper  Btcp  leading  to  the  door. 

"  Fnr  the  sake  of  God,  let  me  spake  but  two 
words  to  him  I'm  his  tenant;  and  I  know  he's 
too  much  of  a  gintleman  to  turn  away  a  man 
that  has  lived  upon  his  honor's  estate,  father 
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and  son,  for  upwards  of  three  hundred  years. 
My  name's  Owen " 

"  You  can't  see  him,  my  good  fellow,  at  Ihi? 

hour.     Go  to  Mr.  M ,  his  Agent :  we  have 

company  to  dinner.  He  never  speaks  to  a  ten 
ant  on  haslness;  his  Agent  manages  all  tliat 
Please,  leave  the  way,  here's  more  company." 

As  he  uttered  the  last  word,  he  pushed  Owen 
back;  who,  forgetting  that  the  stairs  were  be- 
hind him,  feli, — received  a  severe  cut,  and  was 
so  completely  stunned,  that  he  lay  senseless  and 
bleeding.  Another  carriage  drove  up,  as  the 
fellow,  now  much  alarmed,  attempted  to  raise 
him  from  the  steps;  and,  by  order  of  the  gen- 
tleman who  came  in  it,  he  was  brouglit  into  the 
hall.     The  circumstance  now  made  some  noise. 

It  was  whispered  abont,  that  one  of  Mr.  S 's 

tenants,  a  drnnken  fellow  from  the  country, 
wanted  to  break  in  forcibly  to  see  him  ;  but 
then  it  vfif,  also  asserted,  that  hia  scull  was 
broken  and  that  he  lay  dead  m  the  hall  Peve- 
ral  of  the  gpntltmen  above  stair*  on  hearing 
that  a  man  had  been  killed,  immediately  a-=cm 
bled  about  liim  and  by  means  of  restoratives, 
he  soon  recovered,  though  the  blood  --tr'anitd 
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copiously  from  the  wound  in  the  back  of  hia 

"Who  are  yoa,  mjgood  man?"  said  Mr. . 

Oweti  looked  ahont  him  rather  varititlj  Lut 
soon  collected  himself,  and  replied  in  a  our  ful 
and  touching  tone  of  voice — "I'm  one  f  jour 
honor's  tenants  from  Tnbber  Derg;  i  y  a  e  a 
Owen  M'Carthy  your  honor — that  is  f  joa  be 
Mr.  S ." 

"  And,  pray,  what  broi^ht  you  to  town, 
M'Carthy  V 

"  I  wanted  to  make  an  humble  appaie  to  youi 
honor's  feelins,  in  regard  of  my  bit  of  farm.  I, 
and  my  poor  family,  your  honor,  have  been  bro- 
ken down  by  hard  times  and  the  sickness  of  the 
season — God  knows  how  they  are." 

"If  yon  wish  to  speak  to  me  about  that,  my 
good  man,  you  must  know  I  refer  all  these  mat 
ters  to  my  Agent.  Go  to  him — he  knows  them 
best ;  and  whateyer  is  right  and  proper  to  bo 
done  for  you,  he  will  do  it.     Sinclair,  give  him 

a  crown,  and  send  him  to  the Dispensary, 

to  get  his  head  dressed.  I  say,  Carthy,  go  to 
my  Agent;  he  knows  whether  your  claim  is  just 
or  not,  and  will  attend  to  it  accordingly." 
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"  Plase  jour  honor,  I've  been  ivld  liira,  and 
he  says  he  can  do  nothui'  whabouiever  for  me. 
I  went  two  or  three  times,  and  couldn't  sec  him, 
he  was  so  busy;  and,  when  I  did  get  a  word  or 
two  wid  hira,  he  tould  me  there  was  more  offer- 
ed for  my  land  tiian  I'm  payin';  and  that  if  I 
did  not  pay  up,  I  roust  he  put  oat,  God  help 
me  I" 

"  But  I  tell  you,  Carthy,  I  never  interfere  be- 
tween him  and  my  tenants." 

"  Odi,  indeedl  and  it  would  be  well  both  for 
your  honor's  tenants  and  yourself,  if  you  did, 
Sir.  Your  honor  onght  to  know,  Sir,  more 
about  us,  and  how  we're  thrated.  I'm  an  hon- 
est man,  Sir,  and  I  teJ!  you  so  for  your  good." 

"  And  pray,  Sir,"  said  the  Agent,  stepping  for- 
ward, for  he  had  arrived  a  few  minutes  before, 
and  heard  the  last  ohserTation  of  M'Carthy — 
"  pray  how  are  they  treated,  you  that  know  so 
well,  and  are-so  honest  a  man? — As  for  hon- 
esty, you  might  have  referred  to  me  for  that,  I 
tliiak,"  he  added. 

"Mr.  M ,"  said  Owen,  "we're  thrated 

very  badly.  Sir,  you  needn't  look  at  me,  for 
I'm  not  afeerd  to  spake  the  thruth;  no  bullyin'. 
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Sir,  will  make  me  saj  anything  in  yoQr  favor 
that  jou  don't  desarTe.  You've  broken  the 
half  of  them  by  severity;  you've  tnrned  the  ten- 
aute  aginst  yourself  and  his  honor  here;  and  I 
tell  you  now,  though  you're  to  the  fore,  that,  in 
the  cooTso  of  a  short  time,  there  11  be  bad  work 
npon  the  estate,  except  his  honor,  here,  looks 
into  his  own  affairs,  and  hears  the  complaiuts  of 
the  people.  Look  at  these  resates,  yer  honor; 
they'll  show  you,  Sir, " 

"  Carthy,  I  can  hear  no  such  language  against 
the  gei:llenifln  to  whom  I  entrust  the  manage- 
ment of  my  property;  of  course,  I  refer  the 
matter  solely  to  him.      I  can  do  nothing  in  it." 

"  Kathleen,  avourneen  1"  exclaimed  the  poor 
man,  as  he  looked  np  despairingly  to  heaven ; 
"  and  ye,  poor  darlins  of  my  heart  1  is  this  the 
news  I'm  to  have  for  yez  whin  I  go  home  ? — As 
you  hope  for  mercy.  Sir,  don't  turn  away  your 
ear  from  my  petition,  that  I'd  humbly  make  to 
yoTirsdf.  Cowld,  and  hunger,  and  hardship,  are 
at  home  before  me,  yer  Jionor.  If  you'd  be 
plascd  to  look  at  these  resales,  you'd  see  that  I 
always  paid  my  rint;  and  'twas  sickness  and  the 
hard  times- — ~" 
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"And  your  own  honesty,  industry,  and  good 
condnct,"  said  the  Agent,  giving  a,  dark  and 
malignant  sneer  at  him.  "  Carttiy,  it  shall  be 
my  business  to  see  that  you  do  not  spread  a  bad 
spirit  through  the  tenantry  much  longer. — Sir, 
you  ha?e  heard  tho  fellow's  admission.  It  is  an 
implied  threat  that  he  will  give  ua  much  serious 
trouble.  There  is  not  such  another  incendiary 
on  your  property — not  one,  upon  my  honor." 

"  Sir,"  said  a  servant,  "  dinner  is  on  the  table." 

"  Sinclair,"  said  his  landlord,  "  give  him 
anotSier  crown,  and  tell  him  to  trouble  me  no 
more."  Saying  which,  he  and  his  agent  went 
np  to  the  drawing-room,  and,  in  a  moment, 
Owen  saw  a  large  party  sweep  down  stairs,  full 
of  glee  and  vivacity,  by  whom  both  himself  and 
his  distresses  were  as  completely  forgotten  as  if 
they  had  never  existed. 

He  now  slowly  departed,  and  knew  not 
whether  the  house-steward  had  given  hira  money 
or  not  until  he  felt  it  in  his  hand.  A  cold,  sor- 
rowful weight  lay  upon  his  heart;  the  din  of 
the  town  deadened  his  afftiction  into  a  stupor; 
but  an  overwhelming  sense  of  his  disappoint- 
ment, and  a  conviction  of  the  Agent's  diabolical 
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falsehood,  entered  like  barbed  arrows  into  liia 
bcart. 

Oil  leaving  the  steps,  he  looked  np  to  heaven 
in  the  distraction  of  his  agonising  thoughts;  the 
clouds  were  black  and  lowering — the  wind 
stormy— and,  as  it  carried  them  on  its  dark 
wing  along  the  sky,  he  wished,  if  it  were  the 
will  of  God,  that  his  head  lay  in  the  quiet  grave- 
yard where  the  ashes  of  his  forefathers  reposed  in 
peace:  But  he  again  remembered  his  Kathleen 
and  their  children;  and  the  large  tears  of  anguish, 
deep  and  bitter,  rolled  slowly  down  his  cheeks. 

We  will  not  trace  him  into  an  hospital, 
whither  the  wonnd  on  iiis  head  occasioned  lirm 
to  be  sent,  but  simply  state,  that,  on  the  second 
week  after  this,  a  man,  with  his  head  bound  in  a 
handkerchief,  lame,  bent,  and  evidently  laboring 
under  severe  illness  or  great  affliction,  might  be 
seen  toiling  slowly  up  the  little  hill  that  com- 
municated a  view  of  Tubber  Derg.  On  reach- 
ing the  top  he  sat  down  to  rest  for  a  few 
minutes,  but  his  was  eagerly  turned  to  the  house 
which  contained  all  that  was  dear  to  him  on  this 
earth.  The  sun  was  setting,  and  shone,  with  hia 
half  disc  visible,  in  that  dim  and  eheerle&s  splen- 


6d  by  Google 


54  TDBBER   DERG;    OH, 

dor  which  produces  almost  in  every  temperament 
a  feeling  of  melancholy.  His  hoase  which,  in 
hiippier  days,  formed  so  bcantifiil  and  eonspica- 
OQS  an  object  iti  the  view,  was  now,  from  the 
darkness  of  ita  walls,  scarcely  diseernable.  The 
position  of  the  san  too  rendered  it  more  diffi- 
cult to  be  seen,  and  Owen  for  it  was  he,  shaded 
his  eyes  with  iiia  hand  to  survey  it  more  dis- 
tinctly. Many  a  harrowing  thought  and  remem- 
brance passed  through  his  mind,  as  his  eye 
traced  its  dim  outline  m  the  fading  light.  Ilf! 
had  done  his  duty— he  had  gone  to  the  foun- 
tain-head, with  a  hope  that  his  simple  story  of 
affliction  raiglit  be  heard;  but  al!  was  fruitless: 
the  only  gleam  of  hope  that  opened  upon  liieir 
misery  had  now  passed  into  darkness  and  des- 
pair for  ever.  He  pressed  his  aching  forehead 
with  distraction  as  bethought  of  this;  then 
clasped  his  iianda  bitterly,  and  groaned  aloud. 

At  length  he  rose,  and  proceeded  with  great 
difficulty,  for  the  short  rest  had  stiffened  hia 
weak  and  fatigued  joints,  As  he  approached 
home  his  heart  sank;  and  as  ho  ascended  the 
blood-red  stream  which  covered  the  bridle-way 
that  led  to  his  house,  what  with  fatigue  and 
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affliction,  liis  agitation  weakened  him  so  mnch 
tliat  lie  stopped,  aud  leaned  on  bis  staff  several 
times,  that  he  might  take  breath. 

"It's  too  dark  mayhe  for  them  to  see  me,  or 
poor  Katlileen  would  send  tJie  darUiia  to  give 
lue  tlie  sAe  dha  veAa*  Kathleen,  avournceu 
maeliree!  how  my  heart  beats  wid  longin'  to  see 
you,  asthore,  aod  to  see  the  weeiij  crathurs — 
glory  be  to  Him  that  has  left  ihem  to  me — praise 
and  glory  to  his  narael" 

lie  was  now  within  a  few  perches  of  the  door; 
but  a  sudden  misgiving  ghot  a<:ross  his  heart 
when  he  saw  it  shut,  and  no  appearance  of 
smoke  from  the  chimney,  nor  of  stir  or  life  about 
tlie  house.     He  advanced— 

"Mother  of  glory  what's  this! — But,  wait, 
let  me  rap  agin.  Kathleen,  KathleenI — are 
you  widin,  avournecn  ?  Owen — Alley —arn't 
ye  widin,  uliildbre?  Alley,  sure  I'm  come  back 
to  you  all!"  and  he  rapped  more  loudly  than 
before.  A  dark  bi'eeze  swept  through  the 
bushes  as  he  spoke,  but  no  voice  nor  sound  pro- 
ceeded from  the  house;  all  was  still  as  death 
within.     "  Alley  I"  he  called  once  more  to  his 
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little  favorite;  "I'm  come  liorae  wid  something 
for  yow,  asthorel  I  didn't  forget  ■yoit,  alanna! — 
I  brought  it  from  Dublin  all  tlie  way.  Alley!" 
but  the  gloomy  murmur  of  the  blast  was  the 
only  reply. 

Perhaps  the  most  intense  of  all  that  he  knew 
as  misery  was  that  which  he  then  felt ;  but 
this  state  of  snspeuse  was  soon  terminated  by 
the  appearance  of  a  neighbor  who  was  passing. 

"Why,  thin,  Owen,  hut  yer  welcome  home 
agin,  my  poor  fellow;  and  I'm  sorry  that  I 
haven't  betther  news  for  you,  and  so  are  all  of  us." 

He  whom  he  had  addressed  had  almost  lost 
the  power  of  speech  :— 

"  Frank,"  said  he,  and  he  wrung  his  hand. 
"Whut— what?  was  death  among  them?  For 
the  sake  of  heaven,  spakel" 

Tho  severe  pressure  which  he  received  in 
return  ran  like  a  shock  of  [paralysis  to  liis  heart. 
"Owen,  joa  must  be  a  man;  every  one  pities 
yez,  and  may  the  Almighty  pity  and  support  yezi 
She  is,  indeed,  Owen,  gone;  the  weeny  fair- 
haired  child,  your  favorite  Alley,  is  gone.  Ycs- 
therday  she  was  berrid:  and  daceiitly  the  nabors 
attinded  t'lo  nlace,  and  sent  in,  as  far  as  they 
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had  it,  both  mate  and  dlirink  to  Kathleen  and 
tlie  other  ones.  Now,  Owen,  you've  heai-d  it; 
trust  in  God,  an'  be  a  man." 

A  deep  and  convulsive  throe  shook  him  to  the 
heart.  "Gone! — the  fair-haired  one! — Alley! — 
Alley! — ^the  pride  of  both  onr  hearts;  the  sweet, 
the  quiet,  and  the  sorrowful  child,  that  seldom 

playftd  wid   the   rest,  but  kept  wid  niys^ ! 

Oli,  my  darliri',  my  darlin'l  gone  from  nij  eyes 
for  everl^God  of  glory;  won't  jou  support  me 
this  night  of  sorrow  and  miseryl"  With  a  sud- 
den yet  profound  sense  of  humility,  he  dropped 
on  his  knees  at  the  threshold,  and,  as  the  tears 
rolled  down  his  convulsed  cheeks,  exclaimed,  in 
a  burst  of  sublime  piety,  not  at  all  nncommon 
among  our  peasantry — "I  thank  you,  0  my 
God!  I  thank  you,  an'  I  put  myself  an'  my 
weeny  ones,  my  paslchte  boghl*  into  your  hands, 
I  thank  you,  0  God,  for  what  has  happened! 
Keep  me  up  and  support  me — och,  I  want  it!- 
YoH  loved  the  weeny  one,  and  you  took  her; 
she  wag  the  light  of  ray  eyes,  and  the  pulse 
of  ray  broken  heart,  bat  you  took  her,  blessed 
Father  of  heaven!  an'  we  can't  be  angry  wid 

•  My  poor  oliildicn. 
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yon  for  so  dohi'  I  Still  if  you  had  spared 
ker^ii — if — O,  blessed  Father,  my  heart  was 
in  tlie  very  one  you  took — bnt  I  thank  you,  O 
God?  May  she  rest  in  peace,  now  and  for  ever, 
Am  in  I" 

He  then  rose  up,  and  slowly  wiping  the  tears 
from  his  eyes,  departed. 

"  Let  me  liould  your  arm,  Frank,  deai',"  said 
he,  "  I'm  weak  and  tired  wid  a  long  journey. 
Ocli,  all'  can  it  be  that  she's  gone— the  fwr- 
haired  colleen !  When  I  was  layin'  home,  au' 
had  kissed  them  all — 'twas  the  first  time  we 
ever  parted,  Kathleen  and  I,  since  our  mar- 
riage— the  blessed  child  came  over  an'  held  up 
her  mouth,  sayin',  '  Kiss  tix  agin,  father ;'  an' 
this  was  afther  herself  an'  all  of  them  had  kiss- 
ed me  afore.  But,  och  !  oh  !  blessed  Mother  1 
Frank,  where's  my  Kathleen  and  the  rest?— and 
why  are  they  out  of  their  own  poor  place  V 

Owen  I  tould  you  a  while  agone,  that  you 
raoflt  be  a  man.  I  gave  you  the  worst  news 
first  an'  what's  to  come  doesn't  signify  much. 
It  was  too  dear;  for  if  any  man  could  live  upon 
it  you  could:— you  have  neither  house  nor 
homo,  Owen,  nor  land.     An  ordher  came  from 
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the  Agint;  yonr  last  cow  was  taken,  so  was  aU 
TOu  had  in  the  world — ^hem— barriti'  a  thriSe. 
Ko,— bad  manners  to  it!  no, — you're  not  wid- 
out  a,  home,  anyway.  The  family's  in  my  barn, 
brave  and  comfortable,  compared  to  what  jour 
own  house  was,  that  let  in  tlie  wather  throngh 
the  roof  like  a  sieve;  and,  while  the  same  barn's 
tcthe  fore,  neyer  say  jou  want  a  home." 

"  God  bless  you,  Frank,  for  that  goodness  to 
them  and  me;  if  you're  not  rewarded  for  it  here, 
yoa  will  in  a  betther  place.  Och,  I  long  to  see 
Kathleen  and  the  childher!  But  I'm  fairly 
broken  down,  Frank,  and  hardly  able  to  mark 
the  ground ;  and,  indeed,  no  wondher,  if  you 
knew  but  all :  still,  let  God's  will  be  done  1 
Poor  Kathleen,  I  must  bear  up  afore  her,  or 
she'll  break  her  heart ;  for  I  know  how  she 
loved  the  goolden-h aired  darlin'  that's  gone  from 
us.  Ocii,  and  how  did  she  go,  Frank,  for  I  loft 
her  betther  ?" 

"  Why,  the  poor  girsha  took  a  relapse,  and 
wasn't  strong  enough  to  bear  up  against  the 
last  attack;  but  it's  one  comfort  that  you  know 
she's  happy," 

Owen    stood    for    a    moment,    and,    looking 
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solemnly  in  his  neighbor'a  face,  exclaimed,  in 
a  deep  and  exhausted  voice,  "Frank!" 
"  What  are  ynu  goin'  to  say,  Owen  ?" 
"The  heart  widin  me's  broke — brokel" 
The    laige   tears  rolled    down    his   weather- 
beaten  cheeks,  and  he  proceeded  m  silcni'c  to 
the  honse  of  bis  fnend      There  was,  howeier, 
ft  feeling  of  sorrow  m  his  words  and  manner 
which  Frank  (onld  not  withstand     He  grasped 
Owen's  hand,  and,  in  a  low  and  broken  voice, 
simply  said — "Keep    your   spirits    up  —  keep 
them  up" 

When  they  came  to  the  barn  in  vihich  his 
(helpless  tamily  hid  taken  up  their  temporary 
residence,  Owen  stood  for  a  moment  to  coIlPLt 
himself,  but  he  was  nerTOus,  and  trembled  nith 
repressed  emotion  They  then  entered ,  and 
Kathleen,  on  seeing  her  beloved  and  affection 
ate  liuiband,  threw  herself  on  his  bosom,  and 
for  EOrae  time  felt  neither  joy  nor  soirow — 
she  had  snooned  The  poor  man  embraced 
her  with  a  tenderness  at  once  mouiufu!  and 
deep 

The  children,  on  seeing  their  father  safely 
returned,  forgot  their  recent  grief,  and  clung 
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about  him  with  gladness  and  deh^ht.  In  the 
mexn  time  Kathleen  recoiered  and  Owen  foe 
many  minutes  could  not  check  the  loud  and 
clamorous  grief  now  revived  by  the  presence  of 
licr  hu-^biud  with  which  the  heart-broken  and 
eroafiated  motliei  deploied  her  departed  child; 
and  On  en  himself  on  once  more  looking  among 
the  little  one«  on  seem^  her  little  frock  hanging 
up,  and  her  stool  vacant  by  the  fire — on  missing 
her  voice  and  her  blue  iaughing  eyes — and 
remembering  the  affectionate  manner  in  which, 
fls  with  a  presentiment  of  death,  she  held  up  her 
little  mouth  and  offered  him  the  last  kiss  —he 
slowly  pulled  the  toys  and  cakes  he  had  pur- 
chased for  her  out  of  his  pocket,  surveyed  them 
for  a  moment,  and  then,  putting  his  hands  on 
his  face,  bent  his  head  upon  hia  bosom,  and 
wept  with  the  vehement  oatpouriag  of  a  father's 
sorrow. 

The  reader  perceives  that  he  was  a  meek  man; 
that  his  passions  were  not  dark  nor  violent;  he 
bore  no  revenge  to  those  who  neglected  or  in- 
jured him,  and  in  this  he  differed  from  too  many 
of  his  countrymen.  Xo;  his  spirit  was  broken 
down  with  sorrow,  and  had  not  room  for  the 
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fiercer  and  more  destrnctive  passions.  His  case 
excited  general  pity.  Wliatever  his  neighbors 
could  do  to  sootlie  him  and  slleviate  his  afflic- 
tion was  done.  His  farm  was  not  taken;  for 
fearful  threats  were  held  out  against  those  who 
might  venture  to  occupy  it.  In  these  threats 
be  had  nothing  to  do ;  on  the  contrary,  he 
strongly  deprecated  them.  Their  existence, 
however,  was  deemed  by  the  Agent  hufficient 
to  justify  him  in  his  callous  and  malignant 
severity  towards  him. 

We  did  not  write  this  story  for  effect.  Our 
object  was  to  relate  facta  that  occurred.  In 
Ireland,  there  is  much  blame  justly  attached  to 
landlords,  for  their  neglect  and  seventy,  in  such 
depressed  times,  towards  their  tenants:  there  is 
albo  much  that  is  not  only  indefensible  but  atro- 
cious on  the  part  of  the  tenants.  But  can  the 
landed  proprietors  of  Ireland  plead  ignorance  or 
want  of  education  for  their  neglect  and  rapacity, 
w  hdst  the  crimes  of  the  tenants,  on  the  contrary, 
may  in  general  be  ascribed  to  both  ?  He  who 
liyes — as,  perhaps,  his  forefathers  have  done — 
upon  any  man's  pioperty,  and  fails  from  una- 
voidable calamitj,  has  as  just  and  clear  a  right 
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to  assistance  from  the  landlord  as  if  the  amount 
of  tliiit  aid  were  a  bonded  debt.  Common  pol- 
icy, t;omraou  aeuse,  aud  common  justice,  should 
induce  the  Irish  landlords  to  lower  their  rent3 
according  to  the  market  for  agricnltural  pro- 
duce, otherwise  poverty,  famine,  crime,  and 
vague  political  speculations,  founded  ujion  idle 
hopes  of  a  g;eneral  transfer  of  property,  will 
spread  over  aud  convuhe  the  kingdom.  Any 
man  who  looks  into  our  poverty,  may  see  that 
our  landlords  ought  to  reduce  their  rents  to  a 
staridard  suitable  to  the  times,  and  to  the  ability 
of  Hvs  tenant. 

But  to  return.  Owen,  for  another  year, 
Bfruggied  on  for  his  family,  without  success;  bis 
firm  spirit  was  broken  ;  employmeat  he  could 
not  get,  aud  even  had  it  been  regular,  he  would 
have  found  it  impracticable  to  support  his  help- 
less wife  and  children  by  his  labor.  The  nest 
year  unhappily  was  also  one  of  sickness  and  of 
want;  the  country  was  not  only  a  wide  waste  of 
poverty,  but  overspread  with  typhus  fever.  One 
Saturday  night  he  and  the  family  found  them- 
selves without  food;  they  had  not  tasted  a  mor- 
Kel  for  twenty-fonr  hours.     There  were  murmur- 
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inga  and  tears,  and  finally,  a  low  conversation 
among  them,  as  if  they  httd  a  conference  upon 
Eome  subject  which  fi!!ed  them  with  both  grief 
and  satisfaction.  In  this  alternation  of  feeiing 
£id  they  pass  the  time  until  the  shaip  gnawing 
of  hunger  was  relieved  hy  sleep.  A  keen  De- 
cember wind  blew  with  a  bitter  blast  on  the  fol- 
lowing morning;  the  rain  was  borne  along  upon 
it  with  violence,  and  the  cold  was  chill  and 
piercing.  Owen,  his  wife,  and  their  six  chil- 
dren, issued  at  day-break  ont  of  the  barn  in 
which,  ever  since  their  removal  from  Tubber 
Derg',  they  had  lived  until  then;  their  miseralile 
fragments  of  bed-clotbes  were  tied  in  a  bundle 
to  keep  them  dry;  their  pace  was  slow,  need  we 
say  sorrowful ;  all  were  in  tears.  Owen  and 
Kathleen  we  t  fi  t  'th  a  ch'ld  upon  tl  e  back, 
a  another  n  the  ha  d  of  each  The  r  route 
1  y  I  y  tl  e  r  former  dwell  g  tl  e  doo  of  which 
was  open  for  t  hal  not  been  nhab  ted.  On 
pis,  ng  t  they  stood  a  n  oment  then  with  & 
n  ultaueona  n  pulse  bnti  b\  [  roa  hed— -enter- 
el— and  took  o  e  la  t  look  of  a  pot  to  which 
t  e  r  I  earts  clung  w  th  e  d  r  nt;  attachment, 
riiey  then  returned ;   and  as  they  passed,  Ow- 
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en  put  forth  liis  hand,  picked  a,  few  small  peb- 
bles out  of  the  wall,  and  put  them  in  his 
potket. 

"Farewelll"  said  he,  "and  may  the  blesslu' 
of  God  rest  npon  you!  We  now  lave  you  for 
ever !  We're  goln'  at  last  to  beg  our  bread 
through  the  world  wide,  where  none  will  know 
of  the  happy  days  we  passed  widin  your  wallsl 
We  must  lave  you ;  but  gloiy  be  to  the  Almighty, 
w-e  are  goin'  wid  a  clear  conscience;  we  took  no 
revenge  into  our  own  hands,  but  left  everything 
tUdb  y,  p        bttleis 

tl       bl     d  m    d  1  h        t       pon 

11        D      t      y    K  tl  1      — d      t  cry, 

h  Idh       th  t  tl     g    d  God    b        who 

d  m      d        m  th        f  y  I  ^,1    y  he 

t    1     h  ly      ml 

H    th      p      d        w  th  h     f  m  iy    wl  ich, 

I  d   g  1        It   m  d  11        1 1  p    }  era, 

h  dd  t       1  1     d         1       th  try, 

wl    h  m    1 1         Ij  1  b  Id      Ilia 

1     d      Of.     b     t  t  t         d     h  n  it 

w       It  01  t  Ij  t  k       tl     1  as  and 

th  m  y  11  w  d  by  th  1  dl  d  f  b  I  ling 
t      th  th  th     1  f    two 
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years'  rent,  would,  if  humanely  directed,  ha^e 
enabled  Owen  M'Carthj  to  remain  a  solveut 
ten  ant. 

When  an  Irish  peasant  ie<  reduced  to  pauper 
!sm  he  seldom  com  neeces  the  melancholy  task 
of  solicitmn;  alms  id  bis  native  plate  Ihe  trial 
IB  always  a  severe  one  and  he  is  anxious  to 
hide  his  shame  and  mi^erj  from  the  ojes  of  tlnse 
who  know  lum  This  is  one  reason  why  lome 
S}  tcm  of  poor  liws  should  be  introduced  into 
the  countrj  Paupei-j,  of  this  description  bei-ome 
a  burden  upon  stiangen  ttliil&t  tliose  who  are 
capable  of  entering  with  friendly  sympathy  into 
the  r  misfortunes  have  no  opportunity  of  a'sist- 
ugthein  Indeed  this  "ihame  of  seeking  alms 
from  those  who  have  known  the  mendicant  in 
lictter  dajs  is  a  proof  that  the  absence  of  poor 
hns  takes  awayfiom  the  poor  daises  one  of 
the  stiongcst  mcitemi'uts  to  industry,  for  in 
stance  if  e^ery  pauper  m  Ireland  were  confined 
to  his  Oftn  pan  ill,  and  compelled  to  beg  frjm 
their  own  acquaintances  the  lense  of  shaiffp 
alone  nouM,  by  stirring  them  up  to  greater  in 
industry  reduce  the  numbei  of  mendn,ants  one 
hilf      There  is  a  stro  g  sprit  of  famijj  pndi- 
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m  Ireland,  which  would  be  BuQicient  to  make 
maay  poor,  of  both  sexes,  exert  themselves  to 
the  utmost  rather  than  cast  a  gtaia  upon  their 
name,  or  bring  a  blush  to  the  face  of  their 
relations.  But  now  it  is  not  so;  the  mendicant 
sets  out  to  beg,  and  in  moat  instances  com- 
mences his  new  mode  of  life  in  some  distaut  part 
of  the  country,  where  his  name  and  family  are 
not  known. 

Indeed  it  is  astonishing  how  any  man  can,  for 
a  moment,  hesitate  to  form  his  opinion  apon  the 
Bubjet-t  of  poor  hns  The  English  and  Scotch 
gentry  know  something  abont  the  middle  and 
lower  cla%es  of  tlieir  respective  countries,  and 
of  course  they  have  a  fixed  sjstera  of  provision 
for  the  poor  in  each  The  ignorance  of  the 
Irish  gentry,  upon  almost  every  subject  con- 
ne<,ted  with  the  real  good  of  the  people,  is  on!y 
m  keeping  with  their  ignorance  of  the  people 
themselves  It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  that 
their  disinclination  to  mtiodace  poor  laws  arises 
leSs  from  actual  ignorance,  tlian  from  an  illibeial 
geiashnesf  The  facts  of  the  case  are  these.— 
In  Ireland  the  whole  sujiport  of  the  incon- 
ceivable multitude  of  paupers,  who  swarm  like 
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locasts  over  the  surface  of  the  country,  reata 
upon  the  middle  and  lower  classeR,  or  rather  npon 
the  latter,  for  there  ia  scarcely  such  a  thlDg  in 
this  uuhappy  country  as  a  middle  class.  In  not 
one  out  of  a  thonsand  instances  do  the  gentry 
contribute  to  the  mendicant  poor.  In  the  first 
place,  a  vast  proportion  of  our  landlords  are 
absentees,  who  squander  upon  their  own  plea- 
sures or  vices,  in  the  theatres,  saloons,  or  gaming- 
houses of  France  or  in  the  softer  profligacies  of 
Italy,  that  which  ought  to  return  in  some  shape 
to  stand  in  the  place  of  duties  so  shamefully 
neglected.  These  persons  contribnle  nothing  to 
the  poor,  except  the  various  evils  which  then: 
absence  entails  on  them. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  resident  gentry  never, 
in  any  case,  assist  a  beggar,  even  in  the  remote 
parts  of  the  country,  where  there  are  no  Mendi- 
city Institutions.  Nor  do  the  beggars  ever 
think  of  applying  to  them.  They  know  that 
his  Honor's  dogs  would  be  slipped  at  them;  or 
that  the  whip  might  be  laid,  perhaps,  to  the 
shoulders  of  a  broken-hearted  father,  with  bis 
brood  of  helpless  children  wanting  food ;  per- 
haps, npcfn  the  emaciated  person  of  a  miserable 
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widow,  who  begs  for  her  orphans,  only  because 
the  hands  that  sapported,  and  would  bave  de- 
fended both  her  and  tliem,  are  mouldered  into 
dust. 

Upon  the  middle  and  lower  classes,  therefore, 
comes  directly  the  heavy  burden  of  eapporting 
the  great  mass  of  pauperism  that  presses  upon 
Ireland.  It  is  certain  that  the  Irish  landlords 
know  this,  and  tliat  they  are  reluctant  to  see 
any  law  enacted  which  might  make  the  perform- 
ance of  their  duties  to  the  poor  compulsory. 
This,  indeed,  is  natural  in  men  who  liare  so 
ichnmanly  neglected  them. 

But  what  must  the  state  of  a  country  be 
where  those  who  are  on  the  way  to  pauperism 
themselves  are  exclusively  burdened  with  the 
support  of  the  vagrant  poor  ?  It  is  like  putting 
additional  wciglit  on  a  man  already  sinking 
under  the  burden  he  bears.  The  landlords  sup- 
pose, that  because  the  maintenance  of  the  idle 
who  are  able,  and  of  the  aged  and  infirm  who 
are  not  able  to  work,  comes  upon  the  renters  of 
land,  they  themselves  are  exempted  from  their 
support.  This,  if  true,  is  as  bitter  a  stigma 
npon  their   humanity  as  upon   their  sense   of 
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justice:  bat  it  is  wMrue.  Tlioiij;h  the  cost  of 
sapportiDg  sucii  an  incredible  number  of  the  idle 
and  helpless  does,  in  the  first  place  fall  upon  the 
tenant,  yet,  by  diminishing  his  means,  and  often 
compelling  him  to  purchase,  towards  the  end  of 
the  season  a  portion  of  food  equal  to  that  wliicli 
he  has  given  away  in  charity,  it  certainly  be- 
comes ultimately  a  clear  deduction  from  the 
landlord's  rent.  In  either  case  it  is  a  deduction, 
but  in  the  latter  it  is  often  doubly  so;  inasmuch 
as  the  poor  tenants  must  frequent  pay,  at  the 
close  of  the  season,  double,  perhaps  treble,  the 
price  which  provision  brought  at  the  beginning 
of  it. 

Any  person  conversant  with  the  Irish  people 
must  frequently  have  heard  such  dialogues  as 
the  following,  during  the  application  of  a  beg- 
gar for  alms; — 

Mendicant, — "'We're  axin'  yonr  charity,  for 
God's  sake  I" 

Poor  Tenant.- — -"Why  thin  for  His  sake  you 
would  get  it,  poor  crathur,  if  we  had  it ;  but 
it's  not  for  you  widin  the  four  corners  of  the 
house.  It  'ud  be  well  for  us  if  we  had  ■now 
all  we  gave  away  in    charity  durtn'  tht  whole 
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year;  we  wouWn't  have  to  be  buyin'  for  our 
selves  at  three  prices.  Why  don't  you  go  up 
to  the  Big  House  ?  T^re  rich  and  can 
afford  it." 

Mendicant,  with  a  shrng,  which  sets  al!  his 
coats  and  bags  in  motion — "Ochl  och!  The 
Big  House,  inagh  1  Musha,  do  jou  want  me, 
an'  the  ehildhre  here,  to  be  torn  to  pieces  wid 
the  dogs  ?  or  iashed  wid  a  wliip  liy  one  o'  the 
sarviiits  ?  No,  no,  avonrneeni"  (with  a  hope- 
less shalfe  of  the  head.)  "  That  'ud  be  a  bine 
look-up,  lilic  a  clear  evenin'." 

Poor  Tenant. — "  Then,  indeed,  we  haven't  it 
to  help  JOU,  now,  poor  man.  We're  bujin'  our- 
selves " 

Mendicant. — "Thin,  thruth,  that's  lucky,  so  it 
is!  I've  as  purty  a  grain  o'  male  here,  as  you'd 
wifih  to  thicken  wather  wid,  that  I  sthrnv  to  get 
together,  in  hopes  to  be  able  to  buy  a  quarther 
o'  tobaecy,  along  wid  a  pair  o'  new  badcs  an'  a 
scapular  for  myself.  I'm  suspicious  that  there's 
about  a  stone  ov  it  alt«^ether.  You  can  have 
it  annnder  the  market  price,  for  I'm  frettin'  at 
not  havin'  the  scapular  an  me.  Sure  the  Lord 
will  tiiid  nie  an'  the  childhre  a  hit  an'  sup  some 
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way  else — glory  to  his  name  I— besides  a  lock  o' 
praties  in  the  corner  o'  t!ie  hag  here,  that'll  do 
lis  for  this  day,  any  way." 

The  bargain  is  Immediately  struck,  and  the 
poor  tenant  is  glad  to  purchase,  even  from  a 
begg'ftr,  his  stone  of  meal,  in  consequence  of 
g'etting  it  a  few  pence  under  market  price. 
Such  scenes  as  this,  which  are  of  frequent  oc- 
Gurrence  in  the  country  parts  of  Ireland,  need 
no  comment. 

This,  certainly,  is  not  a  state  of  things  which 
should  be  permitted  to  exist  Every  man  ooght 
to  be  compelled  to  support  the  poor  of  his  native 
parish  according  to  his  means.  It  is  an  indeli- 
ble disgrace  to  the  legislature  so  long  to  have 
neglected  the  paupers  of  Ireland.  Is  it  to  be 
thought  of  with  common  patience  that  a  person 
rolling  in  wealth  shall  feed  upon  his  turtle,  his 
venison,  and  his  costly  luxuries  of  every  descrip- 
tion, for  which  he  will  not  scruple  to  pay  the 
highest  price — that  this  heartless  and  selfish 
man,  whether  he  reside  at  home  or  abroad,  shall 
thus  unconscionably  pamper  himself  with  viands 
purchased  by  the  toil  of  the  people,  and  yet  not 
contribute  to  assist   them,  when  poverty,  sick- 
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nes'^  or  ajje  throws  them  upon  thp  i;!  nnty  sup- 
port of  casual  charitvl 

Shall  th  a  man  be  permitted  to  batten  m  lax 
ury  111  a  foreign  land  or  at  home  to  whip  onr 
piupers  fiom  his  carnage  or  Imnf  tlicm  Ike 
bea'.ts  of  prey  from  Ins  gronnd<!  whilst  the 
lower  chsfces — the  gradually  decoying  poor — 
are  compelled  to  groan  under  the  burden  of 
their  support  in  addition  to  their  other  bar 
detia  1*  Suiel}  it  it  not  a  question  which  admits 
of  nigument  Ihis  suhji>ct  has  been  dirkened 
and  made  d  [Ecult  by  fine-'ipun  and  unintelligible 
tlipoiips  when  the  only  knowledge  necessiry  to 
understu  d  it  may  be  gained  by  spending  a  few 
weeks  in  some  poor  *illage  in  the  inteuor  of  the 
country  As  for  Parliamentary  Coinmitteea  up- 
on tljLs  01  any  other  Bubjeet  thty  are  with  rev 
erence  be  it  spoken  thorougiily  contemptible 
Ihey  mil  summon  and  examine  witnesses  who 
fir  the  most  part  know  litfle  about  the  habits 
or  distresbes  of  the  foor,  pubhc  money  wdl  be 
wasted  in  defray  ng  their  expenses  and  in  prints 
in.;  reports,  resolutions  will  be  pass  d,  some- 
thing will  be  said  about  it  m  the  House  of 
Gammons     and   in  a  few  weekg  after  rciolvin^ 
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and  re-resolving,  it  is  as  little  thought  of,  as  if  it 
had  Dever  been  the  subject  of  iovestigation.  In 
the  mean  time  the  evil  proceeds — becomes  more 
inveterate — eats  into  the  already  declining  pros- 
lerity  of  the  country^ — whilst  those  who  suffer 
under  it  have  the  con'iolation  of  knowing  that  a 
Parliamentary  Committee  eat  longer  npon  ii 
than  so  many  geese  upon  their  eggs,  but  hatch 
ed  nothing.  Two  circumstances,  connected  with 
pauperism  in  Ireland,  are  worthy  of  notice.  The 
first  is  this — the  Roman  Catholics,  who  certainly 
eonstitntc  the  balk  of  the  population,  feel  them- 
selves called  upon,  from  the  peculiar  tenets  of 
their  rullgioii,  to  exercise  indiscrimiaate  charity 
largely  to  the  begging  poor. 

The  second  point,  in  connexion  with  pauper- 
ism, is  the  immoral  influence  that  proceeds  from 
the  relation  in  which  the  begging  poor  in  Ire- 
land stand  towards  the  class  hy  whom  they  are 
supported  TIlcc  as  we  ha\e  aheady  said  ire 
the  poorest  leist  educated  and  consequently 
the  most  ignorant  description  of  the  peojile 
They  aie  aho  the  most  numerous  There 
have  been  for  centuries  probably  since  the 
Reformation    itself    l  rtain    op  nions    floatiiy 


6d  by  Google 


among  the  lower  classes  in  Ireland,  all  tend- 
ing to  prepare  them  for  some  great  change  in 
their  faTor,  arising  from  the  discomfitnrc  of 
heresy,  the  overthrow  of  their  enemies,  and  the 
exaltation  of  themselves  and  their  religion. 

Scarcely  had  the  pablic  mind  subsided  after 
the  Rebellion  of  Ninety-eight,  when  the  success 
of  Buonaparte  directed  the  ejes  and  the  hopes 
of  the  Irish  people  towards  him,  as  the  person 
designed  to  be  their  delirerer.  Many  a  fine 
fiction  has  (he  author  of  this  work  heard  about 
that  great  man's  escapes,  concerning  the  bullets 
that  conveniently  turned  a'side  from  his  person, 
and  the  sabres  that  civilly  declined  to  cut  him 
down.  Many  prophecies  too  were  related,  in 
which  the  glory  of  this  conntry  under  his  reign 
was  touched  off  in  the  happiest  colors.  Pasto- 
rini  also  gave  such  notions  an  impulse.  Eighteen 
twenty-five  was  to  be  the  year  of  their  deliver- 
ance: George  the  Fourth  was  never  to  fill  the 
British  throne;  and  the  mill  of  Lowth  was  to 
be  turned  three  times  with  human  blood.  "The 
miller  with  the  two  thumbs  was  then  Uviiig," 
said  the  mendicants,  for  they  were  the  principal 
propagators  of  these   opinions,   and  the  great 
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expounders  of  tl  eir  wn  prophecies  so  that  of 
ourso  there  CDuld  be  no  further  doubt  upon  the 
subject  Seieral  of  them  had  'feen  hitn  a  red 
haired  man  with  hroid  shouldei's  stout  legs 
exiLtly  such  as  a  miller  o  ight  to  have  and  two 
thumbs  on  his  right  hand  ill  pieeseljas  the 
prophecv  had  stated  Then  there  was  Beil  letg 
and  several  others  of  the  fierce  old  M  les  an 
chiefs  who  along  with  their  armies  liy  m  an 
end  anted  sleep  ail  re*dj  to  anake  and  take 
apart  in  the  delsery  of  the  eomitrj  Sire 
such  a  man  "  and  they  nouM  name  one  ii  the 
time  of  the  mendicants  grandfather  was  ct  ce 
fjOi  ig  to  a  fair  to  sell  ahorse — well  and  good 
the  time  was  the  dinn  of  morning  a  1  ttle 
before  daj  1  ght  he  met  a  man  who  andertuok 
tff  purchase  his  horse  they  agreed  upon  the 
pnce  and  the  seller  of  hira  followed  the  buyer 
into  a  Rath  nhcre  he  found  a  ranf,e  of  horfei 
each  with  an  arniel  soldier  asleep  bj  his  'ide 
ready  to  spring  upon  hira  if  awoke  The 
purchaser  cautioned  the  owner  of  the  horse  as 
they  were  about  to  enter  the  subterraneous 
dwelling  against  touch  ng  either  horse  or  raan 
1  ut  the  countiyra^n  hn[|ening  to  stumble    m 


6d  by  Google 


advertently  laid  Iiis  hand  upon  a  sleeping  soldier, 
who  immediately  leaped  up,  drew  his  sword,  and 
asked,  '  WuUanam  hihV  'la  the  time  in  it? 
Is  the  time  arrived  V  To  wMeh  the  horse-dealer 
of  the  Rath  replied,  '  Ha,  nid.  Gho  dhee  collkov) 
armsld.'  'No;  go  to  sleep  again.'  Upon  tbis 
the  soldier  immediately  sank  down  in  his  former 
position,  and  unbroken  sleep  reigned  throughout 
the  cave."  The  influence  of  the  warm  imaginar 
tlotis  of  an  ignorant  people,  of  such  fictions  con- 
cocted by  vagrant  metidicants,  is  very  pernicious. 
They  fill  their  minds  with  the  most  palpable 
absurdities,  and,  what  is  worse,  with  opinions, 
which  beside  being  injurious  to  those  who  receive 
them,  in  every  instance  insure  for  those  who 
propagate  them  a  cordial  and  kind  reception. 

These  mendicants  consequently  pander,  for 
their  own  selfish  ends,  to  the  prejudices  of  the 
ignorant,  which  they  nourish  and  draw  out  in  a 
manner  that  has  in  no  slight  degree  been  sub- 
versive of  the  peaec  of  the  country.  Scarcely 
any  political  circumstance  occars  which  they  do 
not  immediately  seize  upon  and  twist  to  their 
own  purposes,  or  in  other  words,  to  the  opinions 
of  those  from  whom  they  derive  their  support 
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When  our  present  police  first  appeared  in  their 
ntiiforras  and  black  belts,  acother  prophecy, 
Torsootli,  was  fulfilled  Immediately  before  the 
downfall  of  heresy,  a  body  of  "Black  Militia" 
was  to  appear;  the  police,  then,  are  the  hlnek 
militia,  and  the  people  consider  themselves 
another  step  nearer  the  eonsammation  of  their 
vague  specnlations. 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight,  the  Irish  mendi- 
cants were  active  agents,  clever  spies,  and 
expert  messengers  on  the  part  of  the  people; 
and  to  this  day  Ihey  carry  falsehood,  and  the 
materials  of  outrage  in  its  worst  shape,  into  the 
bosom  of  peaceable  families,  who  would,  other- 
wise, never  become  connected  with  a  system 
which  is  calculated  to  bring  ruin  and  destruction 
upon  those  who  permit  themselves  to  join  it. 

This  evil,  and  it  is  no  trifling  one,  would,  by 
the  introduction  of  poor-laws,  be  utterly  abol- 
ished; the  people  would  not  only  be  more  easily 
improved,  but  education,  when  received,  would 
not  be  corrupted  by  tiie  infusion  into  it  of  «uch 
ingredients  as  the  above.  In  many  other  points 
of  view,  the  eonfinned  and  hackeneyed  mendi- 
cants of  Ireland  are  a  great  evil  to  the  morals 
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of  tile  people.  We  could  easily  detail  them, 
but  sueli  not  being  our  object  at  present,  we  will 
now  dismiss  the  subject  of  poor-laws,  and  vesume 
our  narrative. 

Far-^fiir  different  from  this  description  of 
impostors,  were  Owen  M'Cartby  and  his  family. 
Their  misfortunes  were  not  the  consequences  of 
negligence  or  misconduct  on  their  own  part. 
They  struggled  long  but  unavailingly  against 
hi  nt  a  d  1  V  markets;  against  neglect  on 
th    I     t    f  th    1  ndlord  and  his  agent;  against 

k  f  n  n      and    death.      They  had    no 

alt  at  e  >at  to  beg  or  starve,  Owen  was 
w  11  n  to  k  but  he  could  not  procure  em- 
pl  jm  nt  and  p  ovided  he  could,  the  miserable 
sun  of  J  n  a  day,  when  food  was  scarce 
an  1  d  a  onld  not  support  him,  his  wife,  and 
six  little  ones.  He  became  a  pauper,  therefore, 
only  to  avoid  starvation. 

Heavy  and  black  was  his  heart,  to  use  the 
strong  expression  of  the  people,  on  the  bitter 
morning  when  be  set  out  to  encounter  the  dismal 
task  of  seeking  alms,  in  order  to  keep  life  in 
himself  aud  his  family.  The  plan  was  devised 
on  the  preceding  night,  bat  to  no  mortal,  except 
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bis  wife,  was  it  coramunicated.  The  honest  pride 
of  a  man  whose  mind  was  above  committing  a 
mean  action,  would  EOt  permit  him  to  reveal 
what  ho  considered  the  first  stain  that  ever  was 
known  to  rest  upon  the  name  of  M'Carthy;  he 
therefore  sallied  ont  under  the  beating  of  the 
storm,  and  proceeded,  with  ont  caring  much 
whither  he  went,  until  he  got  considerably  be- 
yond tlic  bounds  of  his  own  parish. 

In  the  mean  time  hunger  pressed  keenly  upon 
him  and  them.  The  day  had  no  appearance  of 
clearing  up;  the  heavy  rain  and  sleet  heat  into 
their  thin,  worn  garments,  and  the  clamor  of  his 
children  for  food  began  to  grow  more  and  more 
importunate,  Tliey  came  to  the  shelter  of  a 
hedge,  which  inclosed  on  one  side  a  remote  and 
brolien  road,  along  which,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
risk  of  being  recognised,  they  had  preferred 
traveling.  Owen  stood  here  for  a  few  minutes  to 
consalt  with  his  wife,  as  to  where  and  when  they 
should  "make  a  beginning;"  but  on  looking 
round,  he  found  her  in  tears. 

"  Kathleen,  asthore,  said  he,  "  I  can't  bid  yon 
not  to  cry;  bear  up,  acushla  macliree;  bear  up; 
sure,  as  I  said  when  we  came  out  this  mornin'. 
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there's  a  good  God  above  us,  tliat  can  still  tarn 
oyer  the  good  lafe  for  us,  if  we  put  our  hopes 

"  Owen,"  said  his  sinking  wife,  "  it's  not  alto- 
gether hekase  we're  brought  to  this  that  I'm 
cryiu';  no,  indeed." 

"  Thin  what  ails  you,  Kathleen,  darliii'  ?" 

The  wife  hesitated,  and  evaded  the  question 
for  some  time;  but  at  length,  upon  his  pressing 
her  for  an  answer,  with  a  fresh  gush  of  sorrow, 
she  replied,  "  Owen,  since  you  musf  know — oeh, 
may  God  pity  usi — since  you  must  know,  it's  wid 
hunger— wi(f  hunger !  I  kept,  unknowns!,  a  little 
hit  of  bread  to  give  the  childhre  this  mornin', 
and  that  was  part  of  it  that  I  gave  jou  yester- 
day early — I'm  near  two  days  fastui' " 

"  Kathleen  1  Kathleen  !  Och  1  sure  I  know 
your  worth,  aviUish,  You  were  too  good  a  wife, 
au'  too  good  a  mother,  a'mostl  God  forgive 
me,  Kathleen  1  I  fretted  about  beginnin',  dear; 
but  as  my  Heavenly  Father's  above  me,  I'm 
now  happier  to  beg  wid  you  by  my  side,  nor 
if  I  war  in  tlie  best  house  in  the  province  wid- 
out  you  1  Hould  up,  avourneen,  for  a  while. 
Come  on,  childhre,  darlins,  an'  the  first  house 
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we  meet  we'll  ax  their  ehar ■,  their  apsist- 

aiice.  Come  od,  dariius,  and  all  of  jees.  Why 
ray  heart's  asier,  so  it  is.  Sure  we  hare  jour 
mother,  childhre,  safe  wid  us,  an'  what  signifies 
anything  so  long  as  she's  left  to  us  ?" 

He  then  raised  his  wife  tenderly,  for  she  ha4 
been  compelled  to  sit  from  weakness,  and  they 
bent  their  steps  to  a  decent  farm-house  that 
stood  a  few  perches  off  the  road,  about  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile  before  them. 

As  they  approached  the  door,  the  husband 
hesitated  a  moment;  his  face  got  paler  tlian 
Bsual,  and  his  lip  quivered  as  he  said — "  Kath- 
leen— " 

"I  know  what  you're  goin'  to  say,  Owen. 
No,  aeushla,  yrm  won't ;  I'U  ax  it  myself" 

"  Do,"  said  Owen,  with  difficulty;  "Ican'tdo 
it ;  but  I'U  overcome  my  pride  afore  long,  I 
hope.  It's  thryin'  to  me,  Kathleen,  an'  you 
know  it  is — for  you  know  bow  little  I  ever 
expected  to  he  brought  to  this." 

"  Husht,  avillish  I  We'll  thry,  then,  in  the 
name  o'  God." 

As  she  sfioke,  the  children,  herself,  and  her 
husband  entered,  to  beg,  for  the  first  time  iu 
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their  lives,  a  morsel  of  food.  Yes!  timidly— 
with  a  blusli  of  slmme,  red  even  to  crimson, 
upou  the  pallid  features  of  Kathleen — with 
grief  acute  and  pierciDg — they  entered  the 
bouse  together. 

For  some  minutes  they  stood  and  spoke  not. 
The  unhappy  woman,  unaccustomed  to  the  lan- 
guage of  Bupplicatioa,  scarcely  knew  in  what 
terms  to  crare  assistance.  Owen  himself  stood 
back,  uncovered,,  his  fine,  but  much  changed 
features,  overcast  with  an  expression  of  deep 
affliction.  Kathleen  east  a  single  glance  at 
him,  as  if  for  encouragement.  Their  eyes  met; 
she  saw  the  upright  man — the  last  remnant  of 
the  M'Carthy — himself  once  the  friend  of  the 
poor,  of  the  unhappy,  of  the  afflicted— standing 
crushed  and  Viroken  down  by  misfortunes  which 
he  had  not  deserved,  waiting  with  patience  for  a 
morsel  of  charity.  Owen,  too,  had  his  remem- 
brances. He  recollected  the  days  when  he 
sought  and  gained  the  pure  and  fond  affec- 
tions of  his  Katldeen:  when  beauty,  and  youth, 
and  innocence  encircled  her  with  their  light  and 
their  grace,  as  she  spoke  or  moved;  he  saw  her 
a  happy  wife  and  mother  iei  her  own  home,  kind 
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aud  benevolent  to  all  who  required  her  good 
word  or  her  good  oiEce,  and  remembered  the 
sweetness  of  her  light-liearted  song  ;  but  now 
she  was  homeless.  He  remembered,  too,  how 
she  used  to  plead  with  himself  for  the  afflicted 
It  was  but  a  moment;  yet  when  their  eyes  met, 
that  moment  was  crowded  by  recollections  that 
flashed  across  their  minds  with  a  keen  sense  of  a 
lot  so  bitter  and  wretched  as  theirs,  Kathleen 
conid  not  speak,  although  she  tried;  her  sobs  de- 
nied her  utterance;  and  Owen  inTolmitarily  sat 
upon  a  chair,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hand. 

To  an  observing  eye  it  is  never  difficnlt  to 
detect  the  cant  of  imposture,  or  to  perceive  dis- 
tress when  it  is  real.  The  good  woman  of  the 
house,  as  is  usual  in  Ireland,  was  in  the  act  of 
approaching  them,  nnsolicited,  with  a  double 
handful  of  meal — that  is  what  the  Scotch  and 
northern  Irish  call  a  gowpm,  or  as  much  as  both 
hands  locked  together  can  contain — when,  no 
ticing  their  distress,  she  paused  a  moment,  eyed 
them  more  closely,  and  exclaimed — 

"What's  i.liis?  Why  there's  something  wrong 
wid  you,  good  people  I  But  first  an'  foremost 
take  this,  in  the  name  an'  honor  of  God." 
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"  May  the  blessin'  of  the  same  Man*  rest 
npoii  yeesl"  replied  Ka,th]een.  "  This  is  a  sor- 
rowful tiirial  to  us;  for  it's  our  first  day  to  be 
npon  the  world;  an'  this  is  the  fir?t  lielp  of  the 
kind  we  ever  axed  for,  or  ever  got;  an'  indeed 
now  I  find  we  haven't  ctcd  a  place  to  carry 
it  in.  I've  no — h — b — cloth,  or  anything  to 
hould  it." 

"Your  first,  is  it?"  said  the  good  woman. 
"  Your  firsti  May  the  marciful  queen  o'  heaven 
look  down  upon  yees,  but  it's  a  bitther  day  yeea 
war  driven  out  in!  Sit  down,  there,  jou  poor 
crathur.  God  pity  yoa,  I  pray  this  day,  for  you 
^ve  a  heart-broken  look!  Sit  down  awhile, 
near  the  fire,  you  an'  the  childhre!  Gome  over, 
darlins,  an'  warm  yourselves.  Och,  ohi  but  it's 
a  thousand  pities  to  see  sieh  fine  childhre — 
handsome  on'  good  lookin'  even  as  they  are, 
brought  to  this !  Come  over,  good  man  ;  get 
near  the  fire,  for  you're  wet  an'  could  all  of  ye. 
Brian,  ludher  them  two  laay  thieves  o*  dogs  out 

*  God  is  somctimea  thus  termed  in  Irclanfl.  By  "Mon" 
here  is  laeant  person  or  being.  He  is  also  oulleil  the  "  Man 
above";  nlLhough  this  must  have  been  intended  for,  and 
oflen  is  applied  to,  Clirist  only. 
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u'  that.  Eiree  sitas,  a  wad/we  brnrlngh,  agus  go 
mall  a  shin! — be  off  nid  ycz,  ye  lazy  divilf, 
tbiit's  not  wortli  your  focdin'!  Come  o*er,  hon- 
est man  " 

Owen  and  Iiis  family  wrre  placed  near  the 
fire  :  the  poor  man's  heart  was  full,  ami  he 
sighed  heavily. 

"  May  He  that  is  pleased  to  thry  ui,"  he  ex- 
claimed, "reward  you  for  thisl  We  are,'"  he 
ooutinued,  "a  poor  au'  a  sufferin'  family;  hut 
it's  the  will  of  God  that  we  shonld  be  so,  aa' 
sure  wo  can't  complain  widout  committin'  sin. 
All  ive  ax  now,  is,  that  it  may  be  plasin'  to  hiin 
that  brought  ns  low,  to  enable  us  to  bear  up 
nndhcr  our  thrials.  We  would  take  it  to  oui 
choice  to  beg  an'  be  honest,  sooner  nor  be 
wealthy,  an'  wicked  I  We  have  our  failings, 
an'  our  sins,  God  help  us ;  but  still  there's 
no  thin'  dark  or  heavy  on  our  conscience":. 
Glory  be  to  the  name  o'  God  for  it!" 

"  I'hroth,  I  believe  you,"  replied  the  farmer's 
wife;  "there's  thruth  an'  honesty  in  your  face; 
one  may  easily  see  the  remains  of  dacency  about 
you  all.  Musha,  throw  yonr  little  thing;s  aside, 
an'  stay  where  ye  are  to-il'i/,  jon  can't  bring 
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out  tbe  childhre  under  tbe  teem  of  ram  an'  sleet 
tints  iti  it  M  urrah  dhetbsh  bat  its  the  bit 
ther  (Jaj  ill  oitl  Faix  Piddy  ml!  gut  a 
dhrookin  ^ci  he  will  at  that  weary  fair  ^sid 
the  stiik'"  poor  bouchal — i  fon  of  ours  thats 
Eoue  to  Ball)!  oultcea  to  sell  some  cattle  an' 
hell  not  be  notth  three  hapatis  afore  he  comes 
batk  I  1  ope  he  11  have  Biiise  to  go  into  some 
hoQse  when  he  a  done  an  dbry  himself  wtll 
oiij  1  o«  bcs  dea  takni'  Bomethni  to  keep  ont 
tl  e  (oald  Put  by  jour  thin^i  an  don  t  think 
of  goin'  out  sich  a  day." 

We  thank  you,"  replied  Owen.  "  Indeed 
we're  glad  to  stay  undher  your  roof;  for,  poor 
things,  they're  badly  able  to  tbravel  sieh  a  day — 
these  child hre." 

"Musha,  ye  ate  uo  breakfast,  maybe  f" 
Owen  and  his  family  were  silent.  The  children 
looked  wistfully  at  their  parents,  anxious  that  they 
should  confirm  what  the  good  woman  surmised; 
the  father  looked  again  at  his  famished  brood 
and  Lis  sinking  wife,  and  nature  overcame  hira. 

"  Food  did  not  crass  our  lips  this  day,"  replied 
Owen;  "an'  I  may  say  hardly  anything  yesther- 
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"  Oh,  blessed  motherl  Here,  Katty,  Murray, 
drop  Rcrnbhiii'  that  dresser,  an'  put  doivii  the 
raiddliii'  pot  for  stirabout.  Be  livin'l  mamm  an 
dieuol,  woman  alive,  handle  yourself;  you  mijflit 
ahasiit  boiiin' by  this.  God  presarve  us!— to 
be  two  days  widout  atin':  Be  the  crass,  Katty, 
if  you're  rot  alive,  I'll  give  you  a  douse  o'  tlie 
churnstaff  that'll  bring  the  fire  to  jour  eyes  I 
Do  yon  hear  me  f " 

"I  do  hear  yon,  an' did  often  feel  you,  loo, 
for  fraid  hearin'  wouldn't  do.  Yo  think  there's 
no  places  in  the  world  bnt  your  own,  I  b'lieve. 
Paix,  indeed!  it's  well  come  up  wid  us,  to  be 
randied  about  with  no  less  a  switch  than  a 
churn  staff  I" 

"  Is  it  givin'  back  talk,  you  are  ?  Bad  end  to 
me,  if  you  look  crocked  but  111  lave  yon  a  mark 
to  remimber  me  by.  What  woman  'ud  put  up 
wid  you  but  myself,  you  shkamin  fiipe  ?  It  wasn't 
to  give  me  your  bad  tongue  I  hired  you,  but  to 
do  your  business;  an'  be  the  crass  above  as,  if 
you  turn  your  tongue  on  me  agin,  I'll  give  you 
the  weight  o'  the  churnstaff.  Is  it  bekase  they're 
poor  people  that  it  plased  God  to  bring  to  tliis, 
that  yon  turn  up  your  nose  at  doin'  anything  to 
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sarvp  tliem  ^  The  esnotwathpr  enoiig-Ii  there, 
I  "iij — tut  m  more  Vi\at  ngiiifits  all  the 
stiribnut  that  ud  make?  Put  plmtj  in  it's 
betther  alvajs  to  have  toi  much  than  too  little. 
Fai\  I  tell  you  jou  11  n  mt  a  mileN  mej,t  an' 
a  night's  lodgm'  afore  jou  die,  if  you  don't  mend 
your  manners." 

"  Och,  miisha,  the  poor  girl  is  doin'  her  best," 
observed  Kathleen;  "  an'  I'm  sure  she  wirald'nt 
be  guilty  of  usin'  pride  to  the  likes  of  us,  or  to 
any  one  that  the  Lord  has  laid  liis  hand  npon." 

"  She  had  betther  not,  while  I'm  to  the  fore," 
said  her  mistress.  "What  is  she  herself?  Sure 
if  it  was  a  sin  to  be  poor,  God  help  the  world. 
No;  it's  neither  a  sin  nor  a  shame." 

"Thanks  be  to  God,  no,"  said  Owen;  "it's 
neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  So  long  as  we 
keep  a  fair  name,  an'  a  clear  conscience,  we  can't 
ever  say  that  onr  case  is  hard." 

After  some  further  conversation  a  comfortable 
breakfast  was  prepared  for  them,  of  wliicli  they 
partook  with  an  appetite  sharpened  by  their 
long  abstinence  from  food.  Their  stay  here  was 
particularly  fortunate,  for  as  they  were  certain 
of  a  cordial  welcome,  and  an  abundance  of  that 
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which  they  much  wanted — wholesome  fooil — -the 
pressure  of  immediate  distress  was  removed. 
They  had  time  to  think  more  accurately  upon 
the  little  preparations  for  misery  which  were 
necessary,  and,  as  the  daj's  leisure  was  at 
their  disposal,  Kathleen's  needle  and  scissors 
were  industriously  plied  in  mending  the  tattered 
clothes  of  her  hnsband  and  her  children,  in  order 
t)  meet  the  mclemencj  of  the  weather 

On  the  following  moining  after  anothei  abun 
dant  breakfast  and  substantial  marks  of  k  nd 
ness  from  their  entertainers  thej  prej  ired  to 
resume  their  aen  and  melancholy  mode  of  I  fe 
As  they  were  about  to  depart  the  firmei  a  wife 
addiessed  them  in  the  following  terms  — the 
farmer  h  msclf  by  the  way  beini;  but  the 
shadow  of  his  worthy  partner  in  life — 

Wife — "  Now,  good  people,  yon're  takin'  the 
world  on  your  heads " 

Farmer — "Ay,  good  people,  you're  takin'  the 
world  on  your  heads " 

Wife — "  Hould  yoar  tongue,  Brian,  an'  snck 
your  dhudeen.  It's  me  that's  spakin'  to  them, 
so  none  of  yonr  palaver,  if  you  plase,  till  I'm 
done,    an'    then    jon    may    prache    till    Tib's 
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Eve,    an'   that's  neither   before    Cliristmas   nor 
afther  it." 

Farmer — -"  Sure   I'm  sayiu'  nothin',   Elveen, 
barrin'  liouldin'  my  tongue,  a  shuckar."* 
.    Wife — "  Tou're  takin'  the  world  on  jez,  an' 
God   knows  'tis  a  heavy  load  to  carry,  poor 
crathars." 

Farmer — "  A  heavy  load,  poor  crathursi  God 
he  knows  it's  that." 

m/e— "BrIanI  Glwnlho  ma?"— did  you 
hear  me  ?  You'll  be  pnttin'  in  your  gab,  an'  me 
spakin'  ?  How-an-iver,  as  I  was  sajin',  our 
house  was  the  first  je  came  to,  an'  thej  say 
there's  a  great  blessin'  to  thim  that  ^vea  the 
first  charity  to  a  poor  man  or  woman  settin'  out 
to  look  for  their  bit." 

Farmer — "Throgs,  ayl  Whin  they  set  out 
to  look  for  their  bit." 

Wife — "  Bj  the  crass,  Brian,  you'd  vex  a 
saint.  What  have  you  to  say  in  it,  you  pilti- 
cgTie?t  Mould  your  whisht  now,  au'  suck  your 
dhudeen,  I  say;  sure  I  allow  you  a  quarther  o' 

•  My  BUKfir. 
t  Untranalnkiiblo— but  mesHS  a  womanlj  man-a  poor 
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tobaccy  a  week,  au'  what  right  have  you  to  be 
puttiit'  ill  3"0ur  g-ostlier  when  other  people's 
spakiu'  ?" 

FaTnier — "  Go  an." 

Wife — "So,  you  see,  tlie  long  and  the  short 
of  it  is,  that  whenever  you  happea  to  be  in  this 
side  of  the  couuthry,  always  come  to  us.  You 
know  the  ould  sayin' — wheu  the  poor  man  comes 
ho  brings  a  blessia',  an'  when  he  goes  he  carries 
away  a  curse.  You  have  as  much  meal  as  will 
last  yez  a  day  or  two;  an'  God  ho  sees  you're 
heartily  welcome  to  all  ye  got  ?" 

Farmer — "God  he  sees  you're  heartily  wel- 
come  " 

Wife — "Chorp  an  diouol,  Brian,  hould  your 
tongue,  or  I'l!  turn  you  out  o'  the  kitchen.  One 
caLi't  hear  their  own  eai-s  for  you,  you  jwcr 
i^quakin'  dhrone.  By  the  crass,  I'll— eh  1  Will 
you  whisht,  now  ?" 

Farmer — "Go  an.      Amn 't  I  dhrawin'  nij 

H^j/e_"WeIl,  dhraw  Ji;   but  don't  draw  me 

down  upon  you,  barrio .    Do  you  ho^ii'  \m-  f 

an'  the  sthrange  people  to  the  fore,  tool  Wt'll, 
the  Lord  be  wld  yez,  an'  bless  yezi      But  afore 
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yez  go,  jist  lave  your  blossin'  wid  as:  for  it's  a 
gooil  tiling  to  iiare  the  blessin'  of  the  poor." 

"  The  Lord  bless  you,  an'  yours!"  said  Owen, 
fervently.  "  May  you  an'  them  never — oil,  may 
you  iKYiT^^nevir  suffer  what  we've  suffered;  nor 
know  what  it  is  to  want  a  male's  mate,  or  a 
night's  lodgiu' !" 

"AminI"  exclaimed  Kathleen;  "may  the 
world  flow  upon  you !  for  your  good  kind 
heart  desarves  it." 

FaTTMr — "  An'  whisper  ;  I  wish  you'd  offer 
up  a  prayer  for  the  rulin'  o'  the  tongue.  The 
Lord  might  hear  ymt,  but  there's  no  great  hopes 
that  ever  he'll  hear  me;  though  I've  prayed  for 
it  araost  ever  since  I  was  married,  night  an'  day, 
winther  an'  summer;  but  no  use,  she's  as  bad  as 

This  was  swd  in  a  kind  of  friendly  insinuating 
undertone  to  Owen;  who,  on  hearing  it,  simply 
no  Idei?  his  held  but  made  i  o  other  rfplv 

Thej  then  leconimenced  then  journej  ifter 
hj.vng  once  more  blessed  and  been  inv  ted  by, 
tl  t,ir  thai  table  entertainers  who  made  them 
promise  ne\er  to  pass  their  house  without  stop- 
p  ng  a  n  ght  with  them 


6d  by  Google 


94  ICBBEB   DEPG,    OB, 

It  is  not  onr  intention  to  trace  Owen  M'Car- 
thy  and  his  wife  througli  all  the  variety  wbit-h  a 
wandering  pauper's  life  afford'^  He  never  could 
reconcile  himself  to  the  habits  of  a  mendicant. 
His  honest  pride  and  integrity  of  heart  raised 
him  aboTc  it;  neither  did  he  sink  into  the  whine 
and  cant  of  imposture,  nor  the  slang  of  knavery. 
No;  there  was  a  touch  of  manly  sorrow  about 
him,  which  neither  time,  nor  familiarity  with  his 
degraded  mode  of  life,  could  take  away  from 
him.  His  usual  observation  to  his  wife,  and  he 
never  made  it  without  a  pang  of  intense  bitter- 
nesB,  was — "Kathleen,  darlin',  it's  thrue  we 
have  enough  to  ate  au'  to  dhrink ;  but  we 
have  no  k(rm — no  horns!"  To  a  man  like  him 
it  was  a  thought  of  surpassing  bitterness,  in- 
deed. 

"Ah!  Kathleen,"  ho  would  observe,  "  if  we 
had  but  the  poorest  shed  that  could  be  built, 
provided  it  was  bv,t  own,  wouldn't  we  be  happy  ? 
The  bread  we  ate,  avourneen,  doesn't  do  ua 
good.  We  don't  work  for  it;  it's  the  bread  of 
shame  and  idleness;  and  yet  it's  Owen  M'Carthy 
that  ates  it!  But,  avourneen,  that's  past;  an" 
we'll  never  see  our  own  home,  or  onr  own  hearth 
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agin.  That's  what's  cuttin'  into  my  heart,  Kath- 
leen.    Never  I — never!" 

Many  a  trial,  too,  of  another  kind,  was  his 
patience  called  upon  to  sustain ;  partieularly 
from  the  wcaltLj  and  the  more  elevated  in  life, 
when  his  inexperience  as  a  mendicant  led  him  to 
solicit  their  assistance. 

"  Begone,  sirrah,  off  my  grounds!"  one  would 
say,  "Why  don't  you  work,  you  sturdy  im- 
postor," another  Would  exclaim,  "  rather  than 
stroll  about  so  lazily,  training  your  brats  to 
the  gallows  ?"  "  You  should  be  taken  up,  fel- 
low, as  a  vagrant,"  a  third  would  observe;  "  and 
if  I  ever  catch  you  coming  np  my  avenue  again, 
depend  upon  it,  I  will  slip  my  dogs  at  you  and 
your  idle  spawn." 

Owen,  on  these  occasions,  turned  away  in 
silence;  he  did  not  curse  them;  but  the  pangs 
of  his  honest  heart  went  before  Him  who  wil!, 
sooner  or  later,  visit  upon  the  heads  of  such 
men   their  cruel   spurning   and  neglect  of  the 

"Kathleen,"  he  observed  to  his  wife,  one  day, 
about  a  year  or  more  after  they  had  begun  to 
beg;  "Kathleen,  I  have  been  turnin'  it  in  my 
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mind,  that  Bome  of  these  childhre  might  Bthrive 
to  earn  their  bit  an'  sup,  an'  their  little  coverin' 
of  clo'es,  poor  things.  We  might  put  them  to 
herd  cows  in  the  snmraer,  an'  the  girshas  to 
fiomethiu'  else  in  the  farmers'  houses.  What  do 
yon  think,  asthore  ?" 

"For  God's  salie  do,  Owen;  sure  my  heart's 
crushed  to  see  them — my  own  cliildlirc,  that  I 
could  lay  down  my  life  for — heggin'  from  door 
to  door.  Och,  do  something  for  them  that  way 
Owen,  an'  you'll  relieve  the  heart  tliat  loves 
them.  It's  a  sore  sight  to  a  mother's  eye,  Owen, 
to  see  her  childhre  beggin'  their  morsel." 

"  It  is,  darlin' — it  is;  we'll  hire  out  the  three 
eldest, — Brian,  an'  Owen,  an'  Pether,  to  herd 
cows;  an'  we  may  get  Peggy  into  some  farmer's 
house  to  do  loose  jobs  an'  rnn  of  messages. 
Then  we'd  have  only  little  Kathleen  an'  poor 
Ned  along  wid  us.  I'll  thry  any  way,  an'  if  I 
can  get  them  places,  who  knows  what  may  hap- 
pen ?     I  have  a  plan  in  my  head  that  I'll  tell 

"  Arrah,  what  is  it,  Owen,  jewel?  Sure  if  I 
know  it,  maybe  when  I'm  sorrowful,  that  tliink- 
in'  of  it,  an'  lookiu'  foiTid  to  it  will  make  me 
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happier.  An'  I'm  sure,  acQslila,  you  would  like 
that." 

"  But,  maybe,  Kathleen,  if  it  wouldn't  como 
to  pass,  that  the  disappointment  'ud  be  heayj 
on  jou  ?" 

"  How  could  it,  Owen  ?  Sure  we  can't  Le 
worse  nor  we  are,  whatever  happens  ?" 

"  Thrue  enough,  indeed,  I  forgot  that ;  an' 
yet  we  might,  Kathleen.  Sure  we'd  bo  worse, 
if  we  or  the  childhre  had  bad  health." 

"  God  forgive  me  thin  for  what  I  said  I  We 
might  be  worse.  Well,  but  what  is  the  plan, 
Owen  V 

"  Why,  when  we  get  the  childhre  places,  I'll 
sthrive  to  take  a  little  house,  'an'  work  as  a  cot- 
tar. Then,  Kathleen,  '  we'd  have  a  home  of  out 
own.'  I'd  work  from  light  to  light ;  I'd  work 
before  hours  an'  afther  hours;  ay,  nine  days  in 
the  week,  or  we'd  be  comfortable  in  our  own 
little  home.  We  might  be  poor,  Kathleen,  I 
know  that,  an'  hard  pressed,  too;  but  then,  as 
I  said,  we'd  have  our  own  home,  an'  our  own 
hearth ;  oar  morsel,  if  it  'ud  be  homely,  would 
he  sweet,  for  it  would  be  the  fruits  of  our  own 
labor." 
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"Now,  Owen,  do  you  tliiak  you  could  manage 
to  get  that  ?" 

"  Wait,  acushla,  till  we  get  the  childhre  set- 
tled. Then  I'll  thry  the  other  plan,  for  it's  good 
to  thry  anytiiing  that  could  take  us  out  of  this 
disgraceful  life.'' 

This  humble  speculation  was  a  source  of  great 
comfort  to  them.  Many  a  time  have  they  for- 
gotten their  sorrows  in  contemplatiug  the  simple 
picture  of  their  happy  little  cottage.  Kathleen, 
in  particular,  drew  with  all  the  vivid  coloring  of 
a  tender  mother,  and  an  affectionate  wife,  the 
various  sources  of  comfort  and  contentment  to 
be  found  even  in  a  cabin,  whose  inmates  are 
blessed  with  a  love  of  independence,  industry, 
and  mutual  affection. 

Owen,  in  pursuance  of  his  intention,  did  not 
neglect,  when  tlie  proper  f-eason  arrived,  to  place 
out  his  eldest  children  among  the  farmers.  The 
reader  need  not  be  told  that  there  was  that 
about  him  which  gained  respect.  He  had, 
therefore,  little  trouble  in  obtaining  his  wishes 
on  this  point,  and  to  his  great  satisfaction,  he 
saw  three  of  them  hired  out  to  earn  their  own 
support. 
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It  was  now  a  matter  of  snrae  difEculty  for 
him  to  take  a  cabin  ami  get  employment.  They 
!iad  not  a  single  article  of  furniture,  and  neither 
bed  nor  bedding,  with  the  exception  of  blankets 
almost  worn  past  ase.  He  was  rusolved,  how- 
ever, to  give  up,  at  all  risks,  the  life  of  a  mendi- 
cant. For  this  purjiose,  he  and  the  wife  agreed 
to  adopt  a  plan  quite  u«ual  in  Ireland,  ander 
circumfetauces  Boraewhat  different  from  his:  tbis 
was,  that  Kathleen  should  continue  to  beg  for 
their  support,  nntii  the  first  half  year  of  their 
children's  service  fchoald  expire ;  and  in  the 
meantime,  that  he,  if  possible,  should  secure 
employment  for  himself.  By  this  means,  his 
earnings,  and  that  of  his  children,  might  remain 
untouched,  ho  that  in  half  a  year,  he  calculated 
upon  being  able  to  furnish  a  cabin,  and  proceed, 
'OS  a  cottier,  to  work  for,  and  support  his  young 
chddren  and  his  wife,  who  determined,  on  her 
part,  not  to  be  idle  any  more  than  her  husband. 
As  the  plan  was  a  likely  one,  and  as  Owen  was 
bent  on  earning  hi«  bread,  rather  than  be  a 
burden  to  others,  it  is  unnecessai-y  to  say  that  it 
succeeded.  In  less  than  a  year  he  found  himself 
once  more  in  a  liome,  and  the  force  of  what  he  felt 
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on  sitting,  for  the  first  time  since  his  panperisai, 
at  his  hearth,  may  easily  be  concciYod  by  tiie 
reader.  For  some  years  after  this,  Owen  got  on 
slowly  enough ;  his  wages  as  a  daily  laborer 
being  so  miserable,  that  it  required  him  to  exert 
every  nerve  to  keep  the  honse  over  their  head. 
What,  however,  will  not  carefulness  and  a  virtn- 
oas  determination,  joined  to  indefatigable  in- 
dustry, do  ? 

After  some  time,  backed  as  he  was  by  his 
wife,  and  even  by  his  youngest  children,  he 
found  himself  beginning  to  improve.  In  the 
mornings  and  the  evenings  he  cultivated  his 
garden  and  his  rood  of  potato-ground.  He  also 
collected  with  a  wheelbarrow,  which  he  borrowed 
from  an  acquaintance,  compost  from  the  neighbor- 
ing road;  scoured  an  old  drain  before  his  door; 
dug  rich  earth,  and  tossed  it  into  the  pool 
of  rotten  water  beside  the  house,  and  in  fact, 
adopted  several  other  modes  of  collecting  manure. 
By  this  means,  he  had,  each  spring,  a  large  por- 
tion of  rich  stuff  on  which  to  plant  his  potatoes. 
His  landlord  permitted  him  to  spread  this  for 
planting  upon  his  land;  and  Owen,  ere  long, 
instead  of  a  rood,  was  able  to  plant  half  an  acre, 
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and  ultimately,  an  acre  ol'  potatoes.  The  pro- 
duce of  this,  being  more  than  sufEcieiit  for  the 
consumption  of  his  family,  he  sold  the  surplus,  and 
with  the  money  gained  by  the  sale  was  enabled 
to  sow  half  an  acre-  of  oats,  of  which,  when 
made  into  meal,  he  disposed  of  the  greater 
share. 

Industry  istCapital;  for  even  when  unaided  by 
capital  it  creates  it;  whereas,  idleness  with 
capital,  produces  only  poverty  and  ruin.  Owen, 
after  selling  his  meal  and  as  much  potatoes  as 
he  could  spare,  found  himself  able  to  purchase  a 
cow.  Here  was  the  means  of  making  more 
manure;  he  had  his  cow,  and  he  had  also  straw 
enough  for  her  provender  during  the  winter. 
The  cow  by  affording  millt  to  his  family,  enabled 
them  to  live  more  cheaply;  her  batter  they  sold, 
and  this,  in  addition  to  his  surplus  meal  and 
potatoes  every  year,  soon  made  him  feel  that  he 
had  a  few  guineas  to  spare.  He  now  bethought 
hira  of  another  mode  of  helping  himself  forward 
in  the  world;  after  buying  the  best  "slip"  of  a 
pig  he  could  find,  a  sty  was  built  for  her,  and 
ere  long  he  saw  a  fine  litter  of  young  pigs  within 
a  snug  shed.    These  he  reared  until  they  were 
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about  two  monfliB  old,  when  he  sold  them,  and 
found  that  he  had  considerably  gaiued  by  the 
transaction.  This  department,  however,  was 
under  the  management  of  Kathleen,  whose  life 
was  one  of  incessant  activity  and  employment. 
Owen's  children,  during  the  period  of  his  strng- 
gles  and  improvements,  were,  by  his  advice, 
multiplying  tAdr  little  capital  as  fast  as  himself. 
The  two  boys  who  had  now  shot  up  into  the 
stature  of  young  men,  were  at  work  as  laboring 
servants  in  the  neighborhood.  The  daughters 
were  also  engaged  as  servants  with  the  adjoin- 
ing fanners.  The  boys  bought  each  a  pair  of 
two-year  old  heifers,  and  the  danghter  one. 
These  they  sent  to  graze  up  in  the  mountains  at 
a  trifling  charge,  for  the  first  year  or  two:  when 
they  became  springers,  they  put  them  to  rich 
infield  grass  for  a  few  months,  until  they  got  a 
marketable  appearance,  after  which  their  father 
brought  them  to  the  neighboring  fairs,  where 
they  usnally  sold  to  great  advantage,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  small  outlay  required  in  rearing 
them. 

In  fact,  the  principle  of  industry  ran  thrnuf^h 
the  family.     There  was  none  of  them  idle;  none 
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of  tliem  a  burden  or  a  fiieek  upon  the  profits 
made  by  the  ia!)Oi'er.  Oa  the  contrary,  "  they 
laid  flieir  sliouWers  together,"  as  the  phrase  is, 
and  proved  to  the  worhl,  that  when  the  proper 
disposition  is  followed  by  suitable  energy  and 
perseverance,  it  must  generally  reward  him  who 

It  is  certainly  true  that  Owen's  situation  in 
,  life  iiow  was  essentially  different  from  that  which 
it  had  been  during  the  latter  years  of  his  strug- 
gles as  a  farmer.  It  was  much  more  favorable, 
and  far  better  calcnlatiMi  to  develop  successful 
exertion.  If  there  be  a  class  of  men  deserving 
public  sympathy,  it  is  that  of  the  small  farmers 
of  Ireland.  Their  circumstances  are  franght 
with  all  that  is  calculated  to  depress  and  rum 
thein;  rents  far  above  their  ability,  increasuig 
noverty,  and  bad  markets.  The  land,  which 
curing  the  last  war  might  have  enabled  the 
renter  to  pay  three  pounds  per  acre,  and  yet 
still  maintain  himself  with  tolerable  comfort, 
could  not  now  pay  more  than  one  pound,  or,  at 
the  most,  one  pound  ten;  and  yet,  such  is  the 
infatuation  of  landlords,  that,  in  most  instances, 
the  terms  of  leases  taken  out  then  are  rigoronsly 
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exacted.  Neither  can  the  remission  of  jearly 
arrears  be  said  to  strike  at  the  root  of  the  evils 
uadev  which  they  suffer.  Tiie  fact  of  the  dispro- 
portionate rent  hanging  over  them  is  a  disheart> 
euing  circumstance,  that  paralyzes  their  exertion, 
and  siiilis  their  spirits.  If  a  landlord  remit  the 
rent  for  one  terra  he  deals  more  harshly  with 
the  tenant  at  the  next;  whatever  surplus,  if  any, 
his  former  indulgence  leaves  in  the  tenant's 
hands,  instead  of  being  expended  upon  his 
property  as  capital,  and  being  permitted  to  lay 
the  foundation  of  hope  and  prosperity,  is  drawn 
from  him,  at  next  terra,  and  the  poor  struggling 
tenant  is  thrown  back  into  as  much  distress, 
ernbarrassment,  and  despondency  as  ever.  There 
are,  I  believe,  few  tenants  in  Ireland  of  the  class 
I  allude  to,  who  are  not  from  one  gale  to  three 
in  arrear.  Now,  jjow  can  it  be  expected,  that 
such  men  will  labor  with  spirit  and  earnestness 
to  raise  crops  which  they  may  never  reap  ?  crops 
which  the  landlords  may  seize  upon  to  secure  as 
much  of  his  rent  as  he  can. 

I  have  known  a  case  in  which  the  arrears 
wei-e  not  only  remitted,  but  the  rent  lowered  to 
a  reasonable  standard,  such  as,  considering  the 
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markets,  conid  be  paid.  And  what  was  the 
consequence?  The  tenant  who  was  looked  upon 
as  a  negligent  man,  from  wliom  scarcely  any 
rent  could  be  got,  took  courage,  worked  his 
farm  with  a  spirit  and  success  which  he  had  not 
evinced  before;  and  ere  long  was  in  a  capacity 
to  pay  his  gales  to  the  very  day;  so  that  the 
judicious  and  humane  landlord  was  finally  a 
gainer  by  his  own  excellent  economy  This  was 
an  experiment,  and  it  succeeded  beyond  expec-  i 
tation. 

Owen  M'Carthy  did  not  work  with  more  zeal 
and  ability  as  an  humble  cottier,  than  he  did, 
when  a  farmer;  but  the  tide  was  against  him  as 
a  landholder,  and  instead  of  having  advanced, 
he  actually  lost  ground  until  he  became  a  pau- 
per. No  doubt,  the  peculiarly  unfavorable  run 
of  two  hard  seasons,  darkened  by  sickness  and 
famine,  were  formidable  obstacles  to  him ;  but 
he  must  eventually  have  failed,  even  had  they 
not  occurred.  They  accelerated  his  downfall, 
but  did  not  cause  it. 

The  Irish  people,  though  poor,  are  exceed- 
ingly anxioas  to  be  independent.  Their  highest 
ambition  is  to  hold  a  farm.     So  strong  is  this 
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priDciple  in  them,  that  they  will,  withoat  a,  sin- 
gle penny  of  enjiital,  or  any  visiljle  nipans  to 
reiy  on,  without  consideration  or  forethought, 
come  forward  and  offer  a  rent  which,  if  they 
reflected  only  for  a  moment,  they  must  feel  to 
be  unreasonably  high.  This,  indeed,  is  a  great 
evil  in  Ireland.  Bat  what,  in  the  mean  timf, 
must  wo  Ihink  of  those  imprudent  landlords, 
and  their  more  imprudent  agents,  who  let  tiieir 
land  to  such  persons,  without  proper  inqnlry  into 
their  means,  knowledge  of  agrieuitnre,  and  gen- 
eral charaeter  as  moral  and  industrious  men  ? 
A  farm  of  land  is  to  be  let ;  it  is  advertised 
through  the  parish;  application  is  to  be  made 
before  such  a  day,  to  so  and  so.  The  day 
arrives,  the  agent  or  the  land-steward  looks 
over  the  proposals,  and  after  singling  out  the 
highest  bidder,  declares  him  tenant,  as  a  matter 
of  course.  Kow,  perhaps  this  said  tenant  does 
not  possess  a  shilling  in  the  world,  nor  a  shil- 
ling's worth.  Most  likely  he  is  a  new-married 
man,  with  nothing  but  his  wife's  bed  and 
bedding,  his  wedding-suit,  and  his  blackthorn 
cudgel,  which  we  may  suppose  him  to  keep  in 
reserve  for  the  bailiif.    However,  he  c< 
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his  farm  ;  and  then  foHow  the  shifting?,  the 
B<'rambhng:B,  and  the  frnitless  strngglps  to  suc- 
ceed, where  success  is  impossible.  His  farm  is 
not  half-tilled;  his  crops  are  miserable;  the  gnle- 
day  has  already  passed;  yet,  he  can  pay  nothing 
until  he  taies  it  oat  of  the  land.  Perliaps,  he 
runs  away — makes  a  moonlight  flitting — and,  bj 
the  aid  of  his  friends,  succeeds  in  bringing  the 
crop  with  him.  The  landlord,  or  agent,  declares 
he  is  a  knave;  forgetting  that  the  man  had  no 
other  alternative,  and  that  they  were  the  greater 
knavei  and  fools  too,  for  encouraging  him  to 
undertake  a  task  that  was  beyond  his  strength. 

In  calamity,  we  are  anxious  to  derive  support 
from  the  sympathy  of  our  friends;  in  our  suc- 
cess, we  are  eager  to  communicate  to  them  the 
power  of  participating  in  our  happiness.  When 
Owen  once  more  found  himself  independent  and 
safe,  he  longed  to  realise  two  plans  on  which  ho 
had  for  some  time  hefore  been  seriously  think- 
ing. The  first  was  to  visit  his  former  neighbors, 
that  they  might  at  length  know  that  Owen 
M'Carthy's  station  in  the  world  was  such  as 
became  his  character.  The  second  was,  if  pos- 
Mble,  to  take  a  farm  in  his  native  parish,  that 
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he  might  close  his  days  among  the  companions 
ef  his  youth,  and  the  friends  of  his  matm^er 
years.  He  had,  also,  another  motive  ;  there 
lay  the  buryiiig-place  of  the  M'Carthys,  in 
which  slept  the  mouldering  dust  of  his  oivn 
"golden-haired"  Alley.  With  them  —  in  his 
daughter's  grave  —  he  intended  to  sleep  his 
long  sleep.  Affection  for  the  dead  is  the  mem- 
ory of  the  heart.  In  no  other  grave-yard  could 
he  reconcile  it  to  himself  to  be  buried ;  to  it 
had  all  his  forefathers  been  gathered ;  and 
though  calamity  had  separated  him  from  the 
scenes  where  they  had  passed  through  exists 
ence,  yet  he  was  resolved  that  death  should 
not  deprive  him  of  its  last  melancholy  consola- 
tion;—that  of  reposmg  nith  all  that  remained 
of  the  "  departed,"  who  had  loved  him,  and 
whom  he  had  loved.  He  believed,  that  to 
neglect  this,  would  be  to  abandon  a  saered 
duty,  and  felt  sorrow  at  the  thought  of  being 
liJie  an  ah.sent  gnei^t  from  the  assenibly  of  his 
ewn  dead;  for  there  is  a  principle  of  undying 
hope  in  the  heart,  that  carries,  with  bold  and 
beautiful  imagery,  the  realities  of  life  into  the 
silent  recesses  of  death  itself. 
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Having  formed  the  resolation  of  visiting  liis 
olil  friends  at  Tnbber  Derg,  he  comtntinicnted  it 
to  Kathleen  and  his  famiij;  iiis  wife  reccivcij 
Ihe  intelligence  with  tindisgnised  delight. 

"  Owen,"  she  replied,  "  indeed  I'm  glad  yr>u 
miiitioned  it.  Many  a  time  the  thoughts  of  our 
place,  an'  the  people  about  it,  comes  over  me. 
I  know,  Owen,  it'll  go  to  yom'  heart  to  see  it; 
but  still,  avoorneen,  you'd  like,  too,  to  see  the 
onld  faces  on'  the  warm  hearts  of  them  that 
pitied  ns,  an'  helped  us,  as  well  as  they  could, 
whin  we  war  broken  down." 

"I  would,  Kathleen;  but. I'm  not  goin' merely 
to  see  thim  an'  the  place.  I  intind,  if  I  can,  to 
take  a  bit  of  land  somewhere  near  Tubbcr  Derg. 
I'm  unasy  in  my  mind,  for  'fraid  I'd  not  sleep  in 
the  grave-yard  where  all  belongin'  to  me  lie." 

A  chord  of  the  mother's  heart  was  touched; 
and  in  a  moment  the  memory  of  their  beloved 
child  brought  the  tears  to  her  eyes. 

"  Owen,  aTourneen,  I  have  one  requist  to  ax 
of  you,  an'  I'm  sure  you  won't  refuse  it  to  me: 
if  I  die  afore  you,  let  me  be  buried  wid  Alley. 
Who  has  a  right  to  sleep  so  near  her  as  her  owi 
mother  ?" 
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"  The  child's  in  my  heart  still,"  said  Owen, 
Buppressiug  his  emotion;  "thiekin'  of  the  unfor- 
tunate mornin'  I  wint  to  Dublin,  brings  her 
back  to  me.  I  see  her  standin',  wid  her  fair 
pale  face — pale — oh,  mj  God! — wid  hunger  au' 
sickness — her  little  thin  clo'es,  an'  her  gooldeu 
liair,  tossed  about  by  the  dark  blajjt— the  tears 
in  her  eyes,  an'  the  smile,  that  she  once  had, 
on  her  face — houMin'  up  her  mouth,  an'  sayla' 
'  Kiss  tne  agin,  father;'  as  if  she  knew,  somehow, 
that  I'd  never  see  her,  nor  her  me,  any  more. 
An'  whin  I  looked  back;  as  I  was  turnin'  the 
corner,  there  she  stood,  strainia'  her  eyes  after 
her  father,  that  she  was  then  takin'  the  last 
?ight  of  until  the  judgment-day  " 

His  voice  here  became  broken,  and  he  sat  in 
silence  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  It's  sthrange,"  he  added,  with  more  firmness, 
"how  she's  so  often  in  my  mind  1" 

"But,  Owen  dear,"  replied  Kathleen,  "sure 
(t  was  the  will  of  God  that  she  should  lave  na. 
She's  now  a  bright  angel  in  heaven,  an'  I  dunna 
if  it's  right — indeed,  I  doubt  it's  sinful  for  us  to 
think  EO  much  about  her.  Who  knows  but  her 
innocent  spirit  is  makin'  inthercession  for  us  all. 


6d  by  Google 


THE   RED  WELT..  Ill 

befure  the  blessed  Mother  o'  God!  Who  knows 
but  it  was  her  that  got  us  the  good  fortune  that 
flowed  iu  upon  u",  an'  that  made  our  strugglin' 
au'  oar  laborin'  turn  out  io  lucky." 

The  idea  of  being  hic&y  or  unlucky  is,  in  Ire- 
land, an  enemy  to  industry.  It  is  certainly 
better  that  the  people  should  believe  sncccss  in 
life  to  be,  as  it  is,  the  re&ult  of  virtuous  exertion, 
than  of  contingent  circumstances,  ov&r  nhich 
they  themselves  have  no  control  Stdl  tliere 
was  something  beautiful  m  the  superbtition  of 
Kathleen's  affections ,  something  that  touched 
the  heart  and  its  dearest  associations 

"It's  very  true,  Kathleen,"  replied  her  hu^ 
band;  "  but  God  is  ever  ready  to  help  them  that 
keeps  an  honest  lieart,  an'  do  every  thing  in  their 
power  to  live  creditably  They  may  fail  for  a 
time,  orhe  may  thry  them  for  awhile,  but  "ooner 
or  later  good  intintioni  and  honest  labor  viiU  be 
rewarded.     Look  at  oai>slui — WListd  be  hia 

"  Bat  whin  do  you  raane  to  go  to  Tubber 
Derg,  Owen?" 

"In  the  beginnin'  of  the  next  week.  An' 
Kathleen,  abagur,  if  you  rcmimber  the  bitther 
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mornin'  we  came  upon  the  worid— but  we'll  cot 
be  spakiii'  of  tLat  now.  I  don't  like  to  tliiiik 
of  it.  Some  other  time,  majbe,  wlien  we're 
settled  among  ould  friends,  I'll  mintion  it." 

"  Well,  the  Lord  ble.ss  jour  endajTors,  anj 
how!  Oeh,  Owen,  do  thry  an'  get  us  a  snug 
farm  somewhere  near  them.  But  yoa  didn't 
answer  me  about  Alley,  Owen  ?" 

"  Why  yoii  must  have  your  wish,  Kathleen, 
although  1  intended  to  keep  that  place  for  my- 
self. Still  we  can  sleep  one  on  each  side  of  her; 
an'  that  may  be  asily  done,  for  our  buryin'  ground 
is  large;  so  set  your  mind  at  rest  on  that  head. 
I  hope  God  won't  call  us  till  we  see  oar  childhre 
settled  dacently  in  the  world.  But  sure,  at  all 
evints,  let  hia  blessed  will  be  doael" 

"  Aminl  amiu!  It's  not  right  of  any  one  to 
keep  their  hearts  fixed  too  much  upon  the 
world ;  nor  even,  they  say  upon  one's  own 
childhre." 

"  People  may  love  their  childhre  as  much  as 
they  plase,  Kathleen,  if  they  don't  let  their  grah 
for  them  spoil  the  crathurs,  by  givin'  them  their 
own  will,  till  they  become  headstrong  an'  OTe^ 
bearin'.    Kow  let  my  linen  be  as  white  as  a  bone 
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before  Monday,  ptase  goodness;  I  hope,  by  that 
time  Jack  Dogherty  will  have  ray  new  clo'es 
made;  for  I  iiitind  to  go  as  dacent  as  ever  they 
seen  me  in  my  best  days," 

"  An'  so  you  will,  too,  avillish.  Throth,  Owen, 
it's  you  that'll  be  the  proud  man,  steppin'  in  to 
them  in  all  your  grandeurl  Ha,  ha,  hal  "The 
spirit  o'  the  M'Carthys  is  in  you  still,  Owen." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha!  It  is,  darlin';  it  is,  indeed;  au' 
I'd  be  sarry  it  wasn't.  I  long  to  see  poor 
Widow  Murray.  I  dunna  is  her  son,  Jeramy, 
married.  Who  knows,  afther  all  we  suffered, 
but  I  might  be  able  to  help  her  yet  ?— that  is, 
if  she  stands  in  need  of  it.  But  I  suppose,  her 
childhre'a  grown  up  now,  an'  able  to  assist  her. 
Now,  Kathleen,  mind  Monday  next;  an'  have 
everything  ready.  I'll  stay  away  a  week  or  so, 
at  the  most,  an  afther  that  I'll  have  news  for 
you  about  all  o'  them." 

WhcD  Monday  morning  arrived,  Owen  found 
himself  ready  to  set  out  for  Tubber  Derg.  The 
tailor  had  not  disappointed  him;  and  Kathleen, 
to  do  her  justice,  took  care  that  the  proofs  of 
her  good  housewifery  should  be  apparent  in  the 
whiteness  of    his    linen.      After   breakfast    he 
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dressed  himself  ia  all  his  finery ;  and  it  would  be 
difficult  to  say  whether  the  harmless  vanity  that 
peeped  out  occasionally  from  his  Biraplicity  of 
character,  or  the  open  and  undisguised  triumph 
of  his  faithful  wife,  whose  ejfe  rested  on  him  with 
pride  and  affection,  was  most  calculated  to  pro- 
duce a  smile. 

"Now,  Kathleen,"  said  he,  when  preparing 
for  his  immediate  departure,  "  I'm  thinkia'  of 
what  they'll  say,  when  tliey  see  me  so  sraooLli 
an'  warm-lookin.'  I'll  engage  they'll  be  axin' 
one  another,  '  Musha,  how  did  Oweu  M'Carthy 
get  an,  at  all,  to  be  so  well  to  do  in  the  world, 
as  he  appears  to  be,  afther  falia'  on  his  ould 
farm  ?' " 

"  Well,  but  Owen  you  !;now  how  to  manage 
them." 

"  Throth,  I  do  that.  But  there  is  om  thing 
they'll  never  get  out  o'  me,  any  way." 

"  You  won't  tell  that  to  any  o'  them, 
Owen  ?" 

"  Kathleen,  if  I  thought  they  only  suspected 
it,  I'd  never  show  my  face  in  Tubber  Derg  agin. 
I  tiiink  I  could  bear  to  be — an'  yet  it  'ud  be  a 
hard  straggle  wid  me  too— hut  I  thhiJc  I  could 
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bear  to  be  buried  among  black  strangers,  rather 
than  it  should  be  said,  over  my  grave,  among 
my  own,  '  there's  where  Owen  M'Cartliy  lies — 
who  was  the  only  man,  of  his  name,  that  ever 
begged  his  morsal  on  tlie  king's  highway.  There 
he  lies,  the  deseendant  of  the  great  M'Cartliy 
Mores,  an'  yet  he  was  a  beggar.'  I  know, 
Kathleen  achora,  it's  neither  a  sin  nor  a  shame 
to  as  one's  hit  from  our  fellow-creatnres,  whin 
fairly  brought  to  it,  widoat  any  fault  of  our 
own;  but  stili  Ifeel  something  inme,thatl  can't 
bear  to  think  of  it  widout  shame  an'  heaviness 
of  heart." 

"Well,  it's  one  comfort,  tliat  nobody  knows  it 
but  ourselves.  The  poor  ehildhre,  for  their  own 
sakes,  won't  ever  breathe  it;  so  that  it's  likely 
the  sceret  i'U  be  berrid  wid  us." 

"I  hope  so,  acQshla.  Does  this  coat  sit  asy 
atwcen  the  shouldhers  ?  I  feel  it  catch  me  a 
little," 

"The  sorra  nicer.  There;  it  was  only  your 
waistcoat  that  was  turned  down  in  the  collar. 
Here — here  honld  your  arm.  There  now^ — it 
wanted  to  be  pulled  down  a  little  at  the  euffs. 
Owen,  it's  a  beauty;  an  I  think  I  have  good 
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right  to  be  proud  of  it,  for  it's  every  thread  my 
own  spill qInV 

"  How  do  I  bolt  in  it,  Kathleen  ?  Tell  me 
tlie  tiiruth,  now." 

"Throth,  you're  twenty  years  younger;  the 
never  a  day  less." 

"  I  think  I  needn't  be  ashamed  to  afore  my 
old  friends  in  it,  any  way.  Now  bring  me  my 
staff,  from  undher  the  hcd  ahove;  an'  in  the 
name  o'  God  I'll  set  out." 

"  Which  o'  them,  Owen  ?  Is  it  the  oak  oi 
the  blackthorn  ?" 

"The  oak,  acushia.  Oh,  no;  not  the  black- 
thorn. It's  it  that  I  brought  to  Dublin  wid  me, 
the  unlacky  thief,  an'  that  I  had  while  we  wor  a 
skaiig/iran.  DIvil  a  one  o'  me  but  'ud  blush  in 
the  face,  if  I  brought  it  even  in  my  hand  afore 
them.  The  oak,  ahagur;  the  oak.  You'll  get 
it  atweeu  the  foot  o'  the  bed  an'  the  wall." 

When  Kathleen  placed  the  staff  in  his  hand, 
he  took  off  his  hat  and  blessed  himself,  then  put 
it  on,  looked  at  his  wife,  and  said — "  Now  dar- 
llu',  in  the  name  o'  God,  I'll  go.  Husht,  avil- 
lish  machree,  don't  be  crjln';  sure  III  be  back 
to  you  in  a  week." 
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"  Oeb  I  I  can't  help  it,  Owen.  Sure  this  is 
tlie  secoad  time  you  war  e^er  away  from  me 
more  nor  a  day;  an'  I'm  thinkiu'  of  what  hap- 
pened both  to  you  an'  me,  the  first  time  yon 
wint.  Owen,  acushla,  1  feel  that  if  anything 
hajipeiied  you,  I'd  break  ray  heart." 

"  Arrah,  what  'ud  happen  me,  darlin',  wid 
God  to  protect  me?  Now,  God  be  wid  you 
Kathleen  dheelish,  till  I  come  back  to  voa  wid 
good  news,  I  hope.  I'm  not  goiu'  in  siekncss 
ail'  misery,  as  I  wint  afore,  to  see  a  man  that 
wouldn't  hear  my  appale  to  him;  an'  I'm  lavin' 
you  comfortable,  agrsh,  an'  wuntin'  for  notliin'. 
Sure  it's  only  about  flve-aa'-twenty  miles  from 
this^a  mere  step.  The  good  God  bless  an' 
take  care  of  you,  my  darlin'  wife,  till  I  come 
home  to  you  I" 

He  kissed  the  tears  that  streamed  from  her 
eyes;  and,  hemming  several  times,  pressed  her 
hand,  his  face  rather  averted,  then  grasped  his 
staff,  and  commenced  his  journey. 

Scenes  like  this  were  iniportant  events  to  our 
humble  couple.  Life,  when  untainted  by  the 
crimes  and  artificial  manners  which  destroy  its 
purity,    is    a   beautiful    thing    to    contemplate 
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among  the  virtuous  poor;  and,  nhere  the  cur- 
rent of  affection  runs  deep  and  smooth,  the 
slightest  incident  will  agitate  it.  So  was  it 
with  Owtn  M'Carthy  and  his  wife.  Simplicity, 
truth,  and  afFection,  constituted  tlieir  charac- 
ter In  them  there  was  no  complication  of 
incongruous  elements.  The  order  of  their  vir- 
tues was  not  broken,  nor  the  purity  of  their 
affections  violated,  by  the  anomalous  blending 
together  of  opposing  principles,  snch  as  are  to 
be  found  in  those  who  are  involuntarily  contami- 
nated by  the  cormption  of  human  society. 

Owen  had  not  gone  far,  when.  Kathleen  called 
to  him:  "Owen,  abagur — stand,  darlin' ;  but 
doti't  come  hack  a  step,  for  fraid  o'  bad 
luck."* 

"Did  I  forget  anything,  Kathleen?"  lie  in- 
quired. "  Let  me  see;  no;  sure  I  have  my 
beads  an'  my  tobaccy  bo.t,  an'  my  two  clane 
shirts  an'  hankerchers  in  the  bundle.  What  is 
it,  acushla  ?" 


Hill  not,  if  possitle.  tl 
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"  I  needn't  be  axin'  you,  for  I  know  you 
wouldn't  forget  it ;  but  for  fraid  you  might — 
Owen,  whin  you're  at  Tubber  Derg,  go  to  little 
Alley's  grave,  an'  look  at  it;  an'  bring  me  back 
word  how  it  appears.  You  might  get  it  cleaned 
up,  if  tliere's  weeds  or  anything  growin'  upon  it; 
an'  Owen,  would  yon  bring  me  a  bit  o'  the  clay, 
tied  up  in  your  pocket.  Whin  you're  there, 
spake  to  her;  tell  her  it  was  the  lovin'  mother 
that  bid  you,  an'  say  anything  that  you'd  think 
might  keep  her  asy,  an'  give  her  pleasure.  Tell 
her  we're  not  now  as  we  wor  whin  she  was  ivid 
us;  that  we  don't  feel  hunger,  nor  eowld,  nor 
want;  an'  tbat  nothin'  is  a  throable  to  us  bur- 
rin'  that  we  miss  htr — ay  even  yet — a  sniUish 
macAree*  thit  she  was — that  we  roi's  her  fair 
face  an  goolden  ha  r  from  among  ui  Tell  her 
this,  an  tell  her  it  was  the  lovin'  mothtr  that 
said  it  an'  that  sint  the  mcssige  to  htr  ' 

"I'll  do  it  all,  Kathleen;  I'll  do  it  all— all. 
An'  now  go  in,  darlin',  an'  don't  be  frettin'. 
Maybe  we'll  soon  be  near  her,  plase  God,  where 
we  can  see  the  place  she  sleeps  in,  often." 

They  then  separated  again ;  and  Owen,  con- 

*  Light  of  inj  heart. 
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siderably  affected  hj  the  maternal  tenderiiesH  of 
!iis  wife,  proceeded  oa  his  journey.  He  had  not, 
actually,  even  at  the  period  of  his  leaving  home, 
been  ahle  to  determine  on  what  particular  friend 
he  should  first  call.  That  his  welcome  would 
be  hospitable,  nay,  enthusiastically  so,  hs  was 
certain.  In  the  mpantime  lie  vigoronsly  pursu- 
ed his  journey;  and  partook  neither  of  refi'esh- 
ment  nor  rest,  until  he  arrived,  a  little  after 
dusk,  at  a  tara  of  the  well-known  road,  which, 
had  it  been  day-light,  would  have  opened  to  him 
a  view  of  Tubber  Derg.  He  looked  towards  the 
beeches,  however,  under  which  it  stood;  but  to 
gain  a  sight  of  it  was  impossible.  His  road 
now  lying  a  little  to  the  right,  he  turned  to  the 
Louse  of  his  sterling  friend.  Prank  Farrell,  who 
had  given  him  and  his  family  shelt«r  and  sup- 
port, when  he  was  driven,  without  remorse,  from 
his  own  holding.  In  a  short  time  he  reached 
Frank's  residence,  and  felt  a  glow  of  sincere 
satisfaction  at  finding  the  same  air  of  conifort 
and  warmth  about  it  as  formerly.  Through  the 
kitchen  window  he  saw  the  strong  light  of  the 
blazing  fire,  and  heard,  ere  he  presented  himself, 
the  load  hearty  langh  of  his  friend's  wife,  pre- 
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ciselj  as  light  and  animated  as  it  had  been 
fifteen  years  before. 

Owcii  lifted  the  latch  and  entered,  with  that 
fluttering  of  the  pulse  which  every  man  feels  on 
meeting  with  a  friend,  after  an  interval  of  many 
years. 

"  Musha,  good  people,  can  ye  tell  me  is  Frank 
Farrell  at  home  1" 

"  Wiiy,  thin,  he's  not  jist  widin  now,  but  he'll 
be  liere  in  iio  time  entirely,"  replied  one  of  his 
daugiiters.  "  Won't  yon  sit  down,  honest  man, 
an'  ive'il  aind  for  hira." 

"  I'm  tliankfnl  to  yon,"  said  Owen.  "  I'll  sit, 
Bure  enougli,  till  he  comes  in." 

"Wiiy  thin! — ehl  it  mnst — it  can  be  no 
otherl"  exclaimed  Farrell's  wife,  bringing  over  a 
caudle  and  looking  Owen  earnestly  in  tlie  face; 
"snre  I'd  know  (hat  voice  all  the  world  over! 
Why,  tliin,  mareiful  Father —  Owen  M'Car- 
thy,— Owen  M'Carthy,  is  it  your  four  qiiar- 
tliers  that's  livin'  an'  well  ?  Queen  o'  heaven, 
Owen  M'Carthy  darlin',  you're  welcome!"  the 
word  was  liere  interrupted  by  a  hearty  kiss 
from  tlic  kind  housewife; — "welcome  a  thou- 
sand an'  a  thousand  times  1     Vidi  na  hoiak! 
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Owen  dear,  an'  are  you  livin'  at  all?  An' 
Kathleen,  Owen,  an'  the  childhre,  an'  all  of 
yez— an'  how  are  they  ?" 

"Throth,  we're  livin'  an'  we'll,  Briilget;  never 
wag  betther,  thanks  be  to  Qod  an'  yon,  in  our 
lires." 

Owen  was  now  surrounded  by  such  of  Farrell's 
children,  as  were  old  enough  to  rememher  hira; 
every  one  of  vrhom  he  shook  hands  with,  and 
kissed. 

"  Why,  thin,  the  Lord  save  my  soul,  Bridget," 
said  he,  "are  these  the  little  banchaleens  an' 
colleens  that  were  runnln'  about  my  feet  whin  I 
was  here  afore?  "Well,  to  be  sure!  How  they 
do  shoot  up  !    An'  is  this  Atty  ?" 

"No:  but  t/ds  is  Atty,  Owen;  fais,  Brian 
outgrew  him;  an'  here's  Marjj  an'  this  is  Bridget 
Oge." 

"Well! — well!  But,  where  did  these  two 
young  shoots  come  from  ?  this  boy,  an'  the  colleen 
here?  They  worn't  to  the  fore,  in  my  time, 
Bridget." 

"This  is  Owen,  called  afther  yonrself,— an' 
this  is  Kathleen.  I  needn't  tell  you  who  she 
was  called  afther." 
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"  Gutsho,  alanna'i  thurm.  pngue?^^:ortlB  here, 
child,  and  kiss  me,"  said  Owen  to  his  little  name- 
sake; "an'  sure  I  can't  forget  the  little  woman 
here;  gulsho,  a,  colleen,  and  kiss  me  too," 

Owen  took  her  on  his  knee,  and  kissed  her  twice 

"  Och,  but,  poor  Kathleen,"  said  he,  "  will  be 
the  proud  woman  of  this,  whea  she  hears  it;  in 
throth  she  will  be  that." 

"Arrahl  what's  comin'  over  mel"  said  Mrs, 
Fan-ell.  "Brian,  run  np  to  Micky  Lowrie's,  for 
your  father.  An'  set,  Brian,  don't  say  who's 
wantin'  him,  till  we  give  him  a  start.  Mary, 
come  here,  acnshla,"  she  added  to  her  eldest 
daughter  in  a  whisper — take  these  two  bottles, 
an'  fly  up  to  Peggy  Finigin's  for  the  full  o'  them 
o'  whiskey.  Now  be  back  before  you're  there, 
or  if  you  don't,  that  I  mightn't,  but  you'll  see 
what  you'll  get.  Fly,  aroon,  an'  don't  let  the 
grass  grow  undher  your  feet.  An'  Owen,  darlin' 
— but  first  sit  over  to  the  fire:— here  get  over  to 
this  side,  it's  the  snuggest  :~arrah,  Owen — an' 


sure  I  dunna  what  to  ax  you  first.     You'n 
well  f  all  to  the  fore  F" 

"  All  well,  Bridget,  an'  thanks  be  to  hea 
all  to  the  fore.' 
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"  Glory  l>e  to  God  !  Throtli  it  warms  my 
heart  to  it.  An'  the  childre's  all  np  finely,  boya 
an'  girls  ?" 

"Throth,  they  are,  Bridget,  as  good  lookin'  a 
family  o'  childre  os  you'd  wish  to  see.  -An' 
what  is  betther,  they're  as  good  as  they're  good- 
look  in'." 

"Throth,  they  couldn't  but  be  that,  if  they 
tack  at  all  afther  their  father  an'  mother. 
Bridget,  aroon,  rub  the  pan  betther — n.n'  lay  the 
knife  down,  I'll  cut  the  bacon  myself,  but  go  an' 
get  a  dozen  o'  the  freshest  eggs  ; — an'  Kathleen, 
Owen,  how  does  poor  Kathleen  look?  Does  she 
stand  it  as  well  as  yourself?" 

"  As  young  as  eyer  you  seen  her.  God  help 
her!— a  thousand  degrees  betther  nor  wbiu  yon 
seen  her  last." 

"  An'  well  to  do,  Owen  ? — now  tell  the  thruth  ? 
Och,  niusha,  I  forget  who  I'm  spakin'  to,  or  I 
wouldn't  disremimber  the  ould  sayin'  that's 
abroad  this  many  a  year : — who  ever  knew  a 
M'Carthy  of  Tubber  Derg  to  tell  a  lie,  break 
his  word,  or  refuse  to  help  a  friend  in  distress. 
But,  Owen,  you're  well  to  do  in  the  world  ?" 

"We're  as  well,  Bridget,  or  may  be  betther. 
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Qor  you  ever  kDew  us,  except,  indeed,  afore  the 
ould  lase  was  ruu  out  wid  us." 

"God  be  praised  agin!  Musha,  tarii  round  a 
iittle,  Owen,  for  'fraid  Frank  'ad  got  too  clear  a 
siglit  of  your  face  at  first.  Arrah,  do  jou  tliink 
he'll  know  you?  Och,  to  be  sure  he  will;  I 
needn't  ax.  Your  Toice  would  tell  upon  you, 
any  day." 

"Know  met  Indeed  Frank 'ud  know  my 
shadow.     He'll  know  me  wid  half  a  look." 

And  Owen  was  right,  for  quickly  did  the  eye 
of  his  old  friend  recognise  him,  despite  of  the 
little  plot  that  was  laid  to  try  his  penetration. 
To  describe  their  interview  would  be  to  repeat 
the  scene  we  have  already  attempted  to  depict 
between  Owen  and  Mrs.  Farrell.  Ko  sooner 
were  the  rites  of  hospitality  performed,  than  the 
tide  of  conversation  began  to  flow  with  greater 
freedom.  Owen  ascertained  one  important  fact, 
which  wo  will  here  mention,  because  it  produces, 
in  a  great  degree,  the  want  of  anything  like  aa 
independent  class  of  yeomanry  in  the  country. 
On  inquiring  after  his  old  acquaintances,  he  dis- 
.joTerod  that  a  great  many  of  them,  owing  to 
nigh  rents,  had  emigrated  to  America.    They 
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belonged  to  that  dasa  of  iodependent  farmers, 
who  after  the  expiration  of  their  old  leases,  fiud- 
ing  the  httle  capital  they  had  saved  beginning 
to  diminish,  in  consequence  of  rents  which  they 
could  not  pay,  deemed  it  more  prudent,  while 
anything  remained  in  their  hands,  to  seek  a 
country  wliere  capital  and  industry  might  he 
made  availaljle.  Thus  did  the  landlords,  by 
their  mismanagement  and  neglect,  absolutely 
drive  off  their  estates,  the  only  men,  who,  if 
properly  encouraged,  were  capable  of  becoming 
the  strength  and  pride  of  the  country.  It  is 
this  system,  joined  to  the  ear'-e  of  middlemen 
and  sub-letting,  which  has  left  the  country  with- 
out any  third  grade  of  decent  substantial  yeo- 
men, who  might  stand  as  a  bond  of  peace 
between  the  highest  and  the  lowest  classes.  It 
is  this  which  has  split  the  kingdom  into  two 
divisions,  constituting  the  extreme  ends  of  society 
— the  wealthy,  and  the  wretched.  If  this  third 
class  existed,  Ireland  would  neither  be  so  poli- 
tical nor  discontented  as  she  is;  but  on  the  con- 
trary, more  remarkalile  for  peace  and  industry. 
At  present,  the  lower  classes,  being  too  poor, 
are  easily  excited  by  those  who  promise  them 
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a  better  order  of  things  than  that  which 
exists.  These  theorists  step  into  the  exer- 
cise of  that  legitimate  influence  which  the 
landed  proprietors  have  lost  hy  their  neglect. 
There  is  no  middle  classes  in  the  country,  who 
can  turn  round  to  them  and  say,  "  Our  circum- 
stances are  easy,  we  want  nothing;  carry  your 
promises  to  the  poor,  for  that  which  you  hold 
forth  to  their  hopes,  we  enjoy  in  reality."  The 
poor  soldier,  who,  because  he  was  wretched, 
volunteered  to  go  on  the  forlorn  hope,  made  a 
fortune;  but  when  asked  if  he  would  on  a  second 
enterprise  of  a  similar  kind,  shrewdly  replied; 
"  General,  I  am  itojo  an  independent  man;  send 
some  poor  devil  on  your  forlorn  hope  who  wants 
to  make  a  fortune." 

Owen  now  heard  anecdotes  and  narratives  of 
ail  occurrences,  whether  interesting  or  strange, 
that  had  taken  place  during  his  absence.  Among 
others,  was  the  death  of  his  former  landlord,  and 
the  removal  of  the  agent  who  had  driven  him  to 
bcggery.  Tuhbcr  Derg,  he  found,  was  then 
the  property  of  a  humane  and  considerate  man, 
who  employed  a  judicious  and  benevolent  gentlc- 
mj.n  to  manage  it. 
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"  One  thing,  I  can  tell  you,"  said  Franli ;  "  it 
was  bnt  a  short  time  in  the  new  agent's  hands, 
when  the  dacent  farmers  stopped  goin'  to  Ame- 
rica." 

"  But  Frank,"  said  Owen,  and  he  sighed  on  pu^ 
ting  the  question,  "wiio  is  iu  Tubber  Derg,  now  ?" 
"Why,  tliin,  a,  son  of  ould  Rousin'  Red- 
head's, of  Tullyvernoii — young  Con  Roe,  or  the 
Ace  o'  Hearts^for  he  was  called  both  by  the 
youngsters— if  you  remimber  him.  His  head's 
a3  red,  an'  double  as  big,  even,  as  his  father's 
k  w  Ih  t  hat  would  fit  old 
C  1 1  h         t  h  to  Jemmy  Lamb, 

th    1    tt  D   k  >         t  p  t  it  out  on  him, 

t!i  t  J  mmy     Iway  d     Rousin'  Red-head's 

It  t!  p  th  h  II 1  hel  pot,  or  a  five- 
g  11  k  f  wh  k  y  T  Ikin'  of  the  keg,' 
y  D  k  f  til  m  til  o'  that,'  says  he, 
dianhdfl  tl  ht  vill  persave ;  for 
tl  — m  lie         head,  who  was  a 

h    d  ilh     k    —  tl  Con,  'is  as  much 

a  k  th     th   — I    !  1       ha ! '    Dick  met 

R  Rdh    d         th      d  y;    'Arrah  Con,' 

jh        hjdy      gtj        hats  made  upon 
p  f   n         1      ?     b        tl    t  s  the  rason  that 
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ou're  so  fond  o'  pnteen.'    A  tjuare  mad  crathur 

Dick,  an'  would  go  forty  miles  for  a  fight. 

Poor  fellow,  be  got  his  sfcnll  broke  in  a  sorim- 

mage  betwixt  the  Redmonds  and  the  O'Han- 

aii'  liis  last  words  were,  'Bad  luck  to 

Kcdmond — O'Hanlon,   I    tierer    thought 

above  all  niea,  dead  an'  gone,  would   be 

■.he  death  o'  me.'     Poor  feilow !   he  wus  for 

pacifyin'  them,  for  a  wondhcr;  bat  instead  o' 

hat,  he  got  pacified  himself." 

"  An'  how  is  young  Con  doin',  Frank  ?" 

"  Hut,  divil  a  much  time  be  has  to  do  aitber 

well  or  ill,  yit.     There  was  four  tenants  on  Tuh- 

ber  Derg  since  you  left  it,  an'  he's  the  fifth.    It's 

hard  to  say  how  he'll  do;  but  I  believe  he's  the 

best  o'  thim,  for  so  far.     That  may  be  owin'  to 

the  landlord.     The  rent's  let  down  to  him;  an' 

I  think  he'll  be  able  to  take  bread,  an'  good 

bread  too,  out  of  it." 

"  God  send,  poor  mani" 

"Koiv^  Owen,  would  you  like  to  go  back  to  it?" 

"  I  can't  say  that.     I  love  the  place,  but  1 

svffered  ton  mKck  in  it.     No;  bnt  I'll  tell  you, 

Prank,  if  there  was  e'er  a  snug  farm  near  it  that 

i  L-ould  get  rasonable,  I'd  take  it," 

20 
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Frank  slapped  his  knee  exultiDglj,  "  Ma 
chuirp! — do  you  saj  so,  Owen?" 

"  Indeed,  I  do." 

"  Thin,  upon  my  song,  that's  the  luckiest 
thing  I  erer  knew.  There's,  this  blessed  min- 
ute, a  farm  o'  sixteen  acres,  that  the  Lacys  is 
laviu' — goiri'  to  America — an'  it's  to  be  set. 
They'll  go  the  week  afther  next,  an'  the  house 
needn't  be  cowld,  for  you  can  come  to  it  the 
very  day  afther  thej  lave  it." 

"  Well,"  said  Owen,  "  I'm  glad  of  that.  Will 
you  come  wid  me  to-morrow,  an'  we'll  see  about 

it?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  will ;  an'  what's  betther,  too; 
the  Agint  is  a  son  of  onld  Misther  Rogersou's, 
a  man  that  knows  you  an'  the  history  o'  them 
you  came  from,  well.  An',  another  thing,  Ow- 
en !  I  teil  you,  whin  it's  abroad  that  you  want 
to  take  the  farm,  there's  not  a  man  in  the  parish 
would  bid  agin  you.  You  may  know  that  your- 
self." 

"  I  think,  indeed,  they  would  rather  sarre  me 
than  otherwise,"  replied  Owen  j  "  an',  in  the 
name  o'  God,  we'll  see  what  can  be  done.  Mis- 
ther Kogerson,  himself,  'ud  spake  to  his  sen  for 
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me;  eo  that  I'll  be  sure  of  his  ititherest.  Arrali, 
Prank,  how  is  an  Quid  friend  o'  mine,  that  I  liave 
a  great  regard  for — poor  Widow  Murray  ?" 

"  Widow  Murray.    Poor  woman,  the^s  tappy." 

"  You  don't  mane  she's  dead  ?" 

"  She's  dead,  Owen,  and  happy,  I  trust,'  in 
the  Saviour.     She  died  last  spring  was  a  two 

"God  be  good  to  her  sowll  An'  are  the 
childhre  in  her  place  still?  It's  she  that  was 
the  dacent  woman." 

"  Throth,  they  are;  an'  sorrow  a  hetther  doin' 
family  in  the  parish  than  they  are.  It's  they 
that'll  be  glad  to  see  you,  Owen.  Many  a  time 
I  seen  their  poor  mother,  Leavens  be  her  bed, 
lettin'  down  the  tears,  whin  she  used  to  be  spak- 
in'  of  you,  or  mintionin'  how  often  you  sarved 
her;  espeshialjy,  abont  some  day  or  other  that 
you  previnted  her  cows  from  bein'  canted  for 
the  rint.  She's  dead  now,  an'  God  he  knows, 
an  honest  hard-workia'  woman  she  ever  was." 

"  Dear  me,  Frank,  isn't  it  a  wondher  to  think 
how  the  people  dhrop  off!  There's  Widow 
Mnrray,  one  o'  ray  onldest  frinds,  an'  Pether 
M'Mahon,  an'  Barny  Lorinan— not  to  forget 
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pleasant  Rwisin'  Red-liead-— all  taken  away! 
Well !— well  I  Sure  il's  the  will  o'  God  !  We 
can't  be  here  always." 

After  much  conversation,  enlivened  by  the 
bottle,  though  but  sparingly  nsed  on  the  part 
of  Owen,  the  honr  of  rest  arrived,  when  the 
family  separated  for  the  night. 

The  grey  dawn  of  a  calm  beautiful  summer's 
morning  found  Owen  up  and  abroad,  long  before 
the  family  of  honest  Frank  had  risen.  When 
dressing  himself,  with  an  intention  of  taking  an 
early  walk,  he  was  asked  by  his  friend  why  he 
Btirred  so  soon,  or  if  he — ^hls  host — should  ac- 
company him. 

"  No,"  replied  Owen ;  "  lie  still ;  jist  let  me 
look  over  the  counthry  while  it's  asleep.  Whin 
I'm  musiu'  this  »-way  I  don't  like  any  body  to 
be  along  wid  me.  I  have  a  place  to  go  an'  see, 
too — an'  a  message — a  tendher  message,  from 
poor  Kathleen,  to  deliver,  that  I  wouldn't  wish 
a  second  person  to  hear.  Sleep,  Frank.  I'll 
jist  crush  the  head  o'  my  pipe  agin  one  o'  the 
half-b-jrned  turf  that  the  fire  was  raked  wid,  an' 
walk  out  for  an  honr  or  two,  Afther  our  break- 
fast we'll  go  an'  look  about  this  new  farm." 
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He  sallied  oat  as  he  spoke,  and  closed  the 
door  after  him  in  that  quiet  thoughtful  way  for 
which  he  was  e^er  remarkable.  The  season  was 
midsummer  and  tlie  moinui^  wanted  at  least  an 
htur  of  sunrise  0«en  a'-cendcd  alittle  liuoll, 
ab(\e  Franks  house  on  which  he  stood  and 
Buncjed  the  surrounding  <ountn  with  a  pleas- 
ing lut  melancholj  interest  As  his  eyts  rented 
on  Tubijer  Deig  he  felt  the  difference  'Jtrongly 
betn  een  the  imperishable  glories  of  nature  s 
noita  and  those  whith  aie  exe(,uted  by  man 
His  house  he  would  not  have  known  except  by 
ita  site  It  was  not  m  fact  the  same  house, 
but  another  i*hn,h  h^d  been  built  in  its  stead 
This  disappointed  and  vexed  him  Ati  object 
on  which  his  affect ons  hid  been  placed  was 
remoied  A  rude  stone  house  stood  before 
him  lOugh  and  unplastered ,  against  each  end 
of  which  was  1  uilt  a  stable  and  cow  houi>e  ilop- 
ing  down  from  the  gables  to  low  dooi^  at  both 
Eiles,  adjoming  these  rose  two  mounds  of  filtli, 
higL  enough  to  bt  easilj  distinguished  from  the 
knoll  on  which  he  stocd  He  sigbed  as  he  con 
tiisted  it  with  the  neat  and  beautiful  fiim 
house  which  shone  there  in  his  hap[:>  dnjs, 
20* 
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white  ae  &  lily,  lieneath  the  covering  of  the  loftj 
beeches. 

There  was  no  air  of  comfort,  neatness,  or  inde- 
pendctiee,  aljout  it;  on  the  contrary,  everything 
beirayed  the  evidence  of  Btrnggle  and  difficulty, 
joined,  probably,  to  want  both  of  fikill  and  of 
capital.  He  was  disappointed,  and  turned  his 
gaze  upon  the  general  aspect  of  the  country, 
and  the  Louses  in  which  either  his  old  acqnaint- 
ances  or  their  children  lived.  The  features  of 
the  landscape  were,  certainly,  the  same ;  but 
even  here  was  a  change  for  the  worse.  The 
warmth  of  coloring,  which  wealth  and  Indepen- 
dence give  to  the  appearance  of  a  cultivated 
country,  was  gone.  Decay  and  coldness  seemed 
to  brood  upon  everything  he  saw.  The  houses, 
the  farm-yards,  the  ditches,  and  enclosures,  were 
all  marked  by  the  blasting  proofs  of  national 
decline.  Some  exceptions  there  were  to  this 
disheartening  prospect;  but  they  were  only  suf- 
ficient to  render  the  torn  and  ra^ed  evidences 
of  poverty,  and  its  attendant-^earelessness^ — 
more  conspicuous.  He  left  the  knoll,  knocked 
the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  and  putting  it  into 
his  waistcoat   pocket,  ascended   a  larger   hit), 
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which  led  to  the  grave-yard  where  hia  child 
lay  buried.  Ou  his  way  to  this  hill,  which 
stood  about  half  a  mile  distant,  he  passed  a 
few  houses  of  an  bumble  description,  with  whose 
inhabitaLits  he  had  beeu  well  acquainted.  Some 
of  these  stood  nearly  as  he  remembered  them; 
hat  others  were  roofless,  with  their  dark  mud 
sables  either  fallen  in  or  partially  broken  down. 
He  surveyed  their  smoke-colored  walls  with  sor- 
row; and  looked,  with  a  sense  of  the  transient 
character  of  all  man's  works,  upon  the  chick- 
weed,  docks,  and  nettles,  which  had  shot  up  so 
raukly  on  the  spot  where  many  a  chequered 
scene  of  joy  and  sorrow  had  flitted  over  the  cir- 
cumscribed circle  of  humble  life,  ere  the  annihi- 
lating wing  of  ruin  swept  away  them  and  their 
habitations. 

When  he  had  ascended  the  hill,  his  eye  took  a 
wider  range.  The  more  distant  and  picturesque 
part  of  the  country  lay  before  him.  "  Ay  1" 
said  he,  in  a  soliloquy,  "  Lord  bless  us,  how 
sthrange  is  this  world  I — an'  what  poor  crathurs 
are  men  I  There's  the  dark  mountains,  the  hills, 
the  rivers,  an'  the  green  glens,  all  the  same;  an' 
Liothiu'  else  amost  but's  changed  I      The  very 
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song  of  that  blackbird,  in  thira  thorn-hushes  ac' 
hazels  below  me,  is  like  the  Toice  of  an  ou!d 
friend  to  my  ears.  Och,  indeed,  hardly  that, 
for  even  the  voice  of  man  changes;  bat  that 
Bong  is  the  same  as  I  heard  it  for  the  best  part 
o'  my  life.  That  mornin'  star,  too,  is  the 
same  bright  crathur  up  there  that  it  ever  was! 
God  help  us!  Hardly  any  thing  changes  but 
man,  an'  he  seems  to  think  that  he  can  never 
change;  if  one  is  to  jndge  by  his  thoughtlessness, 
folly,  an'  wickedness!" 

A  smaller  hill,  around  the  base  of  which  went 
the  same  imperfect  road  that  crossed  the  gien 
of  Ttibber  Derg,  prevented  him  from  seeing  the 
grave-yard  to  which  he  was  about  to  extend  hia 
wa5k.  To  this  road  he  directed  his  steps.  On 
reaching  it  he  looked,  still  with  a  strong  memory 
of  former  times,  to  the  glen  in  which  his  chil- 
dren, himself,  and  his  ancestors  had  all,  during 
their  day,  played  in  the  happy  thoughtlessness 
of  childhood  and  youth.  But  the  dark  and 
ragged  honse  jarred  npon  his  feelings.  He 
tamed  from  it  with  pain,  and  his  eyes  rested  upon 
the  still  green  Talley  with  evident  relief  He 
thoaght  of  his  "buried  flower" — "his  gooldeu- 


6d  by  Google 


THE    BED    WELL.  131 

haired  darlm  aa  he  used  to  t-ill  her  — i  d 
ahiiost  faiiLied  that  he  saw  her  o  ce  more 
wandering  way  WD  rdly  tlrou^li  its  taii„lLl  iimzes 
gathering  beinea  or  stioil  n^  alo  g  the  gr(.(,n 
uieadow,  with  a  garland  of  go  vans  about  her 
net'k.  I raajf  nation  indeed  cainot  hei^htei  the 
image  of  the  dead  «hora  we  lo've  but  even  il  it 
could,  tliere  w^a  no  standard  of  ideal  beauty  in 
her  father's  mind  beyond  that  of  her  own.  She 
had  been  beautiful;  but  her  beauty  was  pensive; 
a  fair  yet  melancholy  child;  for  the  charm  that 
ever  encompassed  her  was  one  of  sorrow  and 
tcudernesa.  Had  she  been  volatile  and  mirthful, 
as  children  usually  are,  he  would  not  have  car- 
ried so  far  into  his  future  life  the  love  of  her 
which  he  cherished.  Another  reason  why  he 
still  loved  her  strongly,  was  a  consciousness  that, 
her  death  had  been  occasioned  by  distress  and 
misery;  for,  as  he  said,  when  looking  upon  the 
scenes  of  her  brief  but  melancholy  existence — 
"  Avourneen  machrec,  I  remivober  to  see  you 
pickin'  the  berries;  but  asth ore  —  ost bore — it 
wasn't  for  play  you  did  it.  It  was  to  keep  away 
the  cattin'  of  hunger  from  your  heart!  Of  all 
our  childhre  every  one  said  that  you  wor  the 
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M'Carthy — never  sayin'  much,  but  the  heart  in 
yoo  ever  full  of  goodiieea  an'  affection.  Gocl 
help  me,  I'm  glad— an',  now,  that  I'm  comin' 
near  it — loth  to  see  her  grave." 

He  had  now  reached  the  verge  of  the  grave- 
yard. Its  fine  old  rain  stood  tbere  as  usual,  but 
not  altogether  without  the  symptoms  of  change. 
Some  persona  had,  for  the  purposes  of  building, 
thrown  down  one  of  its  most  picturesque  walls. 
Still  its  ruins  clothed  with  ivy,  its  mullions  moss- 
covered,  its  gothic  arches  and  tracery,  grey  with 
age,  were  the  same  iu  appearance  as  he  had  ever 
seen  them. 

On  entering  this  silent  palace  of  Death,  he 
reverently  ancovered  his  head,  blessed  himself, 
and,  with  feelings  deeply  agitated,  sought  the 
grave  of  his  beloved  child.  He  approaohed  it; 
bat  a  sudden  transition  from  sorrow  to  indignur 
tion  took  place  in  his  mind,  even  before  he 
reached  the  spot  on  which  she  lay.  "  Sacred 
Mother!"  he  exclaimed,  who  has  dared  to  bnrj 
in  our  ground  ?  Who  has — what  villain  has 
attimpted  to  come  in  upon  the  M'Carthys — upon 
the  M'Carthy  Mores,  of  'I'ubber  Derg?  Who 
could — had  I  do  friend  to  prev eh  ?    Sacred 
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Mother,  what's  this  ?  Father  of  heaven  foi^ive 
mel  Forgive  me,  sweet  Saviour,  for  this  bad 
feeiin'  I  got  into!  Who — who — could  raise  a 
head-stone  over  the  darlin'  o'  my  heart,  widout 
one  of  as  knowin'  iti  Who— -who  could  do  it? 
But  let  me  see  if  I  can  make  it  out.  Oh,  who 
conld  do  this  blessed  thing,  for  tlie  poor  an'  the 
Korrowfnl  ?"  He  beRati,  and  with  dif&calty  read 
aa  follows : — 

M"t  liia  {fit  5abs 

.ALICE    M'CARTHY, 

The  lieloved  daughter  of  Owon  and  KaHileen  M'Cartliy, 

aged  nine  years.    Sbc  waa  descended  from 

the  M'Carthy  Mores. 

This  bead-stone  was  raised  over  her  by  widow  Murrjy, 

and  ber  son,  James  Murray,  out  of  grateful  respect 

for  Owen  and  Kathleen  M'Carthy,  who  never 

Buffered  the  widow  and  orphan,  or  a  die- 

treaaed  neighbor,  to  crave  assistance 

from  thcmmvain,until  it  pleased 

God  to  visit    them  with 

afSiction. 

"Thanks  to  you,  my  Savionrl"  said  Owen, 
dropping  on  liis  knees  over  the  grave.  "Thanks 
an'  praise  be  to  your  holy  name,  that  in  the 
middle  of  all  my  poverty — I  was  not  forgotten  1 
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nor  my  darlin'  child  let  to  lie  widout  bonor  in  the 
grave  of  her  familyl  Make  me  worthy,  blessed 
Heaven,  of  what  is  written  down  upon  me  here! 
An'  if  the  departed  spirit  of  her  that  honored 
the  dust  of  my  buried  daughter  is  unhappy,  oh, 
let  her  be  relieved,  an'  let  this  act  be  remimbered 
to  her!  Bless  her  son,  too,  gracious  Father,  nn' 
all  belongitt'  to  her  on  this  earth!  an',  if  it  he 
your  holy  will,  let  them  never  know  distress,  or 
poverty,  or  wickedness!" 

He  then  offered  up  a  Pater  Koster  for  the 
repose  of  liis  child's  soul,  and  another  for  the 
kind-hearted  and  grateful  widow  Murray,  after 
which  he  stood  to  examine  the  grave  with 
greater  accuracy. 

There  was,  in  fact,  no  grave  visible.  The 
little  mound,  under  which  lay  what  was  once 
snch  a  touching  image  of  innocence,  beauty, 
and  feeling,  had  sunk  down  to  the  level  of  the 
earth  abont  it.  He  regretted  this,  inasmuch  as 
it  took  away,  he  thought,  part  of  her  individu- 
ality. Still  he  knew  it  was  the  spot  wherein 
she  had  been  buried,  and  with  much  of  that 
vivid  feeling,  and  strong  figurative  language, 
inseparable  from    the  habits  of    thought   and 
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language  of  the  old  Irish  families,  he  delivered 
the  mother's  message  to  the  inanimate  dust  of 
lier  once  beautiful  and  heart-loved  child.  He 
sjwkc  in  a  broken  voice,  for  even  the  mention 
of  her  name  aloud,  over  the  clay  that  contained 
her,  struck  with  a  fresh  burst  of  sorrow  npon 
bis  heart. 

"Alley,"  be  exclaimed  in  Irish,  "Alley,  nhim 
nacAret,  your  father  that  loved  joW'  more  nor  he 
loved  any  other  human  crathnr,  brings  a  mes- 
sage to  yoQ  from  the  mother  of  your  heart, 
avourneen  I  She  bid  me  call  to  see  the  spot 
where  yoa're  lyin',  my  buried  flower,  an'  to  tell 
you  that  we're  not  now,  thanks  be  to  God,  as 
we  wor  whin  you  lived  wid  us.  We  are  well  to 
do  now,  aaiskla  age  macAra,  an'  not  in  hunger, 
an'  sickness,  an'  misery,  as  we  wor  whin  you 
suffered  them  all !  Ton  will  love  to  hear  this, 
pulse  of  our  hearts,  an'  to  know  that,  through 
all  we  suffered— an'  bittherly  we  did  suffer  since 
you  departed — we  never  let  you  out  of  our  mem- 
ory. No,  asl/iore  vtllisk,  we  thought  of  you,  an' 
cried  afther  our  poor  dead  flower,  many  an' 
many'e  the  time.  An'  she  bid  me  tell  you, 
darlin'  of  my  heart,  that  we  feel  nothin'  now  so 
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much  as  that  you  are  not  wid  us  to  share  our 
comfort  an'  our  happiness.  Oh,  what  wouldn't 
the  mother  give  to  have  you  back  wid  her;  but 
it  can't  be-^an'  what  wouldn't  I  giTe  to  have 
you  before  my  eyes  agin,  in  health  au'  in  life — 
but  it  can't  be.  The  loviu'  mother  sent  this 
message  to  you,  Alley.  Take  it  from  her;  she 
bid  me  tell  you  that  we  are  well  an'  happy; 
our  name  is  pure,  and,  like  yourself,  widoat 
spot  or  stain.  Won't  you  pray  for  us  before 
God,  an'  get  him  an'  his  blepsed  Mother  to  look 
on  US  wid  favor  an'  compassion  ?  Farewell, 
Alley  asthorel  May  you  sleep  in  peace,  an'  rest 
on  the  breast  of  your  great  Father  in  Heaven, 
until  we  ail  meet  in  happiTiess  together.  It's 
your  father  that's  spakin'  to  you,  our  lost 
flower;  an'  the  hand  that  often  smoothed  your 
goolden  head  is  now  upon  your  grave." 

He  wiped  his  eyes  as  he  concluded,  and  after 
lifting  a  Jittle  of  the  clay  from  her  grave,  he  tied 
it  carefully  up,  and  put  it  into  his  pocket. 

Having  left  the  grave-yard,  he  retraced  his 
steps  towards  Frank  Farrell's  house.  The  snn 
had  now  risen,  and  as  Owen  ascended  the  larger 
of  the  two  hills  which  we  have  mentioned,  he 
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stood  again  to  Tien  the  scene  that  stietciied 
beneath  hiin  About  an  hour  before  all  was 
still  the  whole  eonntry  lay  motionle's  as  if 
the  land  had  been  the  land  of  the  dead  The 
Biounttms  in  the  distance  were  coreied  with 
the  thin  mist's  of  morning,  the  mddei  and  richer 
parts  of  the  landscipe  had  appealed  in  that 
d\m  grey  distini-tnesa  which  sjivea  to  distant 
ohjects  such  a  clear  outline  With  the  excep- 
t  on  of  the  blackbird's  song  everything  seemed 
as  if  strifken  ftito  Elience  ,  there  Tias  not  a 
breeze  stmmg,  both  animate  and  inanimate 
nature  reposea  as  if  in  a  trance ,  the  very 
trees  apj  eared  asleep  and  their  leaves  motion 
less  as  if  fhev  had  been  of  marble  But  now 
the  scene  i\'is  changed  The  son  had  finng  its 
sjilcndor  upon  the  mountain  tops  frorn  which 
the  mists  were  tumbling  in  broken  fragments  to 
the  vallcTs  between  them  A  thousand  bit  da 
poured  their  songs  upon  the  ear  the  breeze  was 
up  and  the  colnmns  of  smoke  from  t!ie  farm 
houses  and  cottnges  played  as  if  in  frolic  in 
the  air  4.  white  haze  was  beginning  to  rse 
from  the  meadows  early  teams  were  afoot, 
and  laborers  going  abroad  to  their  employment 
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The  lakes  in  the  distance  shone  like  mirrors; 
and  the  clear  springs  on  the  mountain  sides 
glittered  in  the  son,  like  gems  on  which  the  eye 
could  scarcely  rest.  Life,  and  light,  and  motion, 
appear  to  be  inseparable.  The  dew  of  morning 
lay  upon  nature  like  a  brilliant  veil,  realising 
the  beantifal  image  of  Horace,  as  applied  to 
woman : 

Tu)tQs  nimlum  iGbricns  aspici. 

By-and-by  the  songs  of  the  early  workmen 
were  heard ;  Nature  had  awoke ;  and  Owen, 
whose  heart  was  strongly,  though  unconsciously, 
alire  to  the  influence  of  natural  religion,  partici- 
pated in  the  genera!  elevation  of  the  hour,  and 
songiit  with  freshened  spirits  the  house  of  his 
eatertainer. 

As  he  entered  this  hospitable  roof,  the  early 
industry  of  his  friend's  wife  presented  Jiim  with 
a  well-swept  hearth  and  a  pleasant  fire,  before 
which  had  been  placed  the  identical  chair  tliat 
they  had  appropriated  to  his  own  use.  Frank 
was  enjoying  "  a  blast  o'  the  pipe,"  after  having 
risen;  to  which  luxury  the  return  of  Owen  gave 
additional  zest  and  placidity.     In  fact,  Owen's 
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presence  communicated  a  holiday  spirit  to  the 
family;  a,  spirit,  too,  which  declined  not  for  a 
moment  during  the  feriod  of  his  visit. 

"  Frank,"  said  Owen,  "to  tell  tlie  thruth,  I'm 
not  half  plased  wid  you  this  mornin'.  I  think 
you  didn't  thrate  me  as  I  ought  to  expect  to  be 
th  rated." 

"  Miislia,  Owen  M'Cnrthy,  how  is  that  ?" 

"  Why,  yon  said  nothin'  about  widow  Murray 
raisin'  a  head-stone  over  our  child.  You  kep 
me  in  the  dark  there,  Frank,  an'  sich  a  start  1 
never  got  as  I  did  this  mornin',  in  the  grave- 
yard beyant." 

"Upon  my  sowl  Owen  it  wasn't  my  fan't 
nm  iny  of  our  fiu  t^i  for  to  tell  you  the  thrutb 
we  had  so  much  fo  thmk  and  di'coorse  of  last 
n^ht  tbit  it  ne^er  sthruck  mp  good  or  baJ 
ImUed  it  was  Bridget  that  pnt  it  first  in  mv 
head  afther  you  wmt  out  an  thin  it  vias  too 
late  At  poor  woman  the  dacent  "itra  n  was 
ever  m  her  the  heavens  be  her  bedl 

Frai  k,  it  any  one  of  her  family  v,  as  to  abnsp 
me  till  the  dogs  wouldn't  lick  my  blood,  I'd  only 
give  them  back  good  for  evil  afther  that.  Oh 
Frank,  that  goes  to  my  heart!     To  put  a  head 
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stone  over  my  weeay  gooldea-h aired  darlin',  for 
the  sake  of  the  liitle  thrifles  I  earved  thim  inl 
Well! — may  none  belonging  to  her  ever  know 
poverty  or  hardshipl  but  if  they  do,  an'  that  I 

have  it .    How-an'-iver,  no  niatther.     God 

bless  tliiml     Wait  till  Kathleen  hears  iti" 

"An'  the  beat  of  it  was,  Owen,  that  slie  never 
expected  to  see  one  of  your  faces.  But,  Owen, 
yoa  think  too  mnch  about  that  child.  Let  us 
talk  of  something  else.  You've  seen  Tubber 
Derg  wanst  more  ?" 

"I  did;  an'  I  love  it  still,  in  spite  of  tlie  state 

"Ah!  its  different  from  what  it  was  in  yonr 
happy  days.  I  was  spakin'  to  Bridget  about  the 
(arm,  an'  she  advises  us  to  go,  widout  losin'  a 
minute,  an'  take  it  if  we  can," 

"  It's  near  tliis  place  I'll  die,  Frank.  Td  not 
rest  in  my  grave  if  I  wasn't  berrid  among  my 
own;  so  we'll  take  tlie  farm  if  possible." 

"Well,  then,  Bridget,  harry  the  brealtfaat, 
avourneen;  an'  in  the  name  o'  goodness,  we'll  set 
out,  an'  clinch  the  business  this  very  day." 

Owen,  as  we  said,  was  prompt  in  following  up 
his  determinations.     After  breakfast  they  saw 
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the  agent  and  his  father,  for  both  lived  together. 
Old  Rogerson  had  been  intimately  anquaiiited 
with  the  M'Carthy's,  and,  as  Frank  had  antici- 
pated, used  his  influence  with  the  agent  in  pro- 
curing for  the  son  of  his  old  friend  and  acquaint- 
ance the  farm  which  he  sought, 

"Jack,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "you  don't 
probably  know  the  history  and  character  of  the 
Tuhiier  Derg  M'Carthys,  so  well  as  I  do.  Ko 
man  ever  required  the  written  bond  of  a 
M'Carthy;  and  it  was  said  of  them,  and  is  said 
still,  that  the  widow  and  orphan,  the  poor  mau 
or  the  stranger,  never  songiit  their  assistance  in 
vain.  I,  myself,  will  go  security,  if  necessary, 
for  Owen  M'Carthy." 

"Sir,"  replid  Owen,  "I'm  thankful  to  joa; 
I'm  grateful  to  you.  But  I  wouldn't  take  the 
farm,  or  bid  for  it  at  all,  unless  I  could  bring 
forrid  enough  to  stock  it  as  I  wish,  an'  to  lay  in 
all  that's  wantiu'  to  work  it  well.  It  'ud  be 
useless  for  me  to  take  it — to  struggle  a  year  or 
two — impoverish  the  land— an'  thin  run  away 
out  of  it.  No,  no;  I  have  what'll  put  me  upon 
it  wid  daceucy  an'  comfort." 

"Then,  since  my  father  has  taken  such  an 
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interest  in  you,  M'Carthy,  you  must  liave  the 
farm.  We  shall  get  leases  prepared,  and  tlie 
business  completed  in  a  few  dajs;  for  I  go  to 
Dublin  on  this  day  week.  Father,  I  now  re- 
member the  character,  of  this  family;  and  I 
remember,  too,  the  sympathy  which  was  felt  for 
one  of  them,  who  was  harshly  ejected,  about 
seventeen  or  eighteen  years  ago,  out  of  the  lands 
on  which  his  forefathers  had  lived,  I  understand, 
for  centuries." 

"  I  am  that  man.  Sir,"  returned  Owen.  "  It's 
too  long  a  story  to  tell  now;  but  it  was  only 
out  o'  'part  of  the  lands.  Sir,  that  I  was  put. 
What  I  held  was  but  a  poor  patch  compared  to 
what  the  family  held  in  my  grandfather's  time. 
A  great  part  of  it  went  out  of  our  hands  at  his 
death." 

"  It  was  very  kind  of  you,  Misther  E-ogerson, 
to  offer  to  go  security  for  him,"  said  Frank; 
"but  if  security  was  wantin'.  Sir,  I'd  not  be 
willin'  to  let  anybody  but  myself  back  him.  I'd 
go  all  I'm  worth  in  the  world — an'  by  my  sowl, 
double  as  much — for  the  same  man." 

"I  know  that,  Frank,  an'  I  thank  you;  bat  I 
could  put  security  in  Mr,  Rogerson's  hands,  here. 
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if  it  was  wanted.  Good  raornin'  an'  thank  jou 
both,  gintleman.  To  tell  jez  the  thrutli,"  he 
added,  with  a  smile,  "  I  long  to  be  among  my 
ould  friends — manin'  the  people,  an'  the  hills,  an' 
the  green  fields  of  Tuhber  Derg — an'  thants  bo 
to  Goodness,  sure  I  will  soon." 

In  fact,  wherever  Owen  went,  within  the 
bounds  of  his  native  parish,  his  iiarne  to  use  a 
significant  phrase  of  the  people,  was  before  him. 
His  arrival  at  Frank  Farrell's  was  now  generally 
known  by  all  his  acquaintances,  and  the  numbers 
who  came  to  see  him  were  almost  beyond  belief. 
During  the  two  or  three  successive  days,  he  went 
amongst  his  old  "cronies;"  and  no  sooner  was 
his  arrival  at  any  particular  house  intimated, 
than  the  neighbors  all  flocked  to  him.  Scythes 
was  left  idle,  spades  were  stuck  in  the  earth,  and 
work  neglected  for  the  time  being;  all  crowded 
abont  him  with  a  wanu  and  friendly  interest, 
not  proceeding  from  idle  cnriosity,  but  from  affec- 
tion and  respect  for  the  man. 

The  interview  between  him  and  widow  Mur- 
ray's children  was  affecting.  Owen  felt  deeply 
the  delicate  and  touching  manner  in  which  they 
had  evinced  their  gratitude  for  the  services  he  had 
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rendered  them;  and  yoang  Murray  remembered, 
with  a  strong  gush  of  feeling,  the  distresses 
under  which  they  !aj  when  Owen  had  assisted 
th  m     Tl  um  ta  w    g  t    tl      t 
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P  Ow  1  d  1  th  y  d  t  j 
"  the  death  of  his  weeny  one,  while  he  was  away 
iu  Dublin,  gave  him  the  flnishin'  blow.  It  broke 
his  heart." 

Before  the  week  was  expired,  Owen  bad  the 
satisfaction  of  depositing  the  lease  of  his  new 
farm,  held  at  a  moderate  rent,  in  the  hands  of 
Frank  Farrcll;  who,  tying  it  up  along  with  his 
own,  secured  it  in  the  "  black  chest."  Kothing 
remained  now  bnt  to  return  home  forthwith,  and 
communicate  the  intelligence  to  Kathleen.  Frank 
bad  promised,  as  soon  as  the  Lacys  should  vacate 
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the  house,  to  come  with  a  long  train  of  cars,  and 
a  nnmbo:  of  his  neighbors,  in  order  to  transfer 
Owen's  family  and  faro i tore  to  his  new  dwelling. 
Everything,  therefore,  had  been  arranged;  and 
Owen  had  nothing  to  do  bnt  to  hold  himself  in 
readiness  for  the  welcome  arrival  of  Frank  and 
his  friends, 

Owen,  however,  had  no  sense  of  cnjoymDnt 
when  not  participated  in  by  his  beloved  Kathleen. 
If  he  felt  sorrow,  it  was  less  as  a  personal  feeling 
than  as  a  calamity  to  her.  If  he  experienced 
happiness,  it  was  doubly  sweet  to  him  as  reflected 
from  his  Kathleen.  All  this  was  mutual  between 
them.  Kathleen  loved  Owen  precisely  as  he 
loved  Kathleen  N^or  let  our  readers  suppose 
that  such  characters  are  not  in  humble  life  It 
is  in  humble  life,  where  the  springs  of  foehng  are 
not  corrupted  by  dissimuWtion  and  evil  know- 
ledge,—that  the  purest,  and  tenderest,  and 
strongest  virtues  are  to  be  found 

As  Owen  approached  his  home,  he  tould 
not  avoid  contrasting  the  circum'^tanccs  of  Ins 
return  iww  with  those  under  which,  almost 
broken-hearted  after  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he 
presented  himself  to  his  sorroning  and  btitaved 
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wife  aljont  eigLtecn  years  before.  He  raised  hia 
hat,  and  thanked  God  for  the  success  which  liad, 
Binee  that  period,  attended  him,  and,  immediately 
after  his  silent  thanksgiving,  entered  the  house. 

His  welcome,  our  readers  may  be  assui'cd, 
was  tender  and  affectionate.  The  whole  family 
gathered  aljout  hira,  and,  on  Ills  informing  them 
that  they  were  once  more  about  to  reside  on  a 
farm  adjoining  to  their  beloved  Tubber  Derg, 
Kathleen's  countenance  brightened,  and  the  tear 
of  delight  gushed  to  her  eyes. 

"  God  be  praised,  Owen,"  she  exclaimed  ; 
"  we  will  have  the  ouid  place  afore  our  eyes,  an' 
what  is  betther,  we  will  be  near  where  Alley  is 
lyin'.  ]kt  that's  true,  Owen,"  she  added,  "did 
you  giTi  the  light  of  our  hearts  the  mother's 


Owen  paused,  and  his  features  were  slightly 
oversha/lowed,  but  only  by  the  solemnity  of  the 
feeling. 

"  Kathleen,"  said  he,  "  I  gave  her  your  mes- 
sage; but,  avourneen,  I  have  sthrange  news  for 
you  about  Alley." 

"  What,  Owen  ?  What  is  it,  acnshla  ?  Te] 
me  quick  1" 
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"  The  blessed  child  was  Eot  ncglec*  ,d ;  no, 
but  she  was  honored  in  oar  absence.  A.  head- 
stone was  put  o?er  her,  an'  stands  ther :  partily 
this  minute." 

"  Mother  of  Glory,  Owen:" 

"  It's  thruth,  "Widow  Mnrray  an'  her  son 
Jemraj  put  it  np,  wid  words  npon  it  that 
brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes.  Widow  Mur- 
ray is  dead,  but  her  childher's  doiii'  well.  May 
God  bless  and  prosper  them,  an'  make  her 
happy  1" 

The  delighted  mother's  heart  was  not  proof 
against  the  widow's  gratitude,  expressed,  as  it 
had  been,  in  a  manner  so  affecting.  She  rocked 
herself  to  and  fro'  in  silence,  whilst  the  tears  fell 
in  showers  down  her  cheeks.  Tho  grief,  how- 
eyer,  which  this  affectionate  couple  felt  for  their 
child,  was  not  always  such  as  tha  reader  has 
perceived  it  to  be.  It  was  rather  a  revival  of 
emotions  that  had  long  slumbere'3,  but  never 
died;  and  the  associations  arising  from  the  jour- 
ney to  Tubber  Derg,  had  thrown  them  back,  by 
the  force  of  memory,  almost  to  the  period  of 
her  death.  At  times,  indeed,  their  imagina- 
tion   bad   conjured  her  up  strongly,  but  the 
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There  is  little  more  to  be  said.  Sorrow  was 
soon  Kuccecded  by  theerfulnoss  and  the  glow 
of  expected  jileasure,  which  is  ever  the  more 
delightful  as  the  pleasure  is  pure.  In  aboat  a 
week  their  nlil  neighbors,  with  their  carts  and 
cars,  arrived ;  iind  before  the  day  was  closed  on 
which  Ovveu  removed  to  his  new  residence,  he 
found  himself  once  more  sitting  at  hts  own 
hearth,  among  the  fHends  of  hia  youth,  and 
tlie  companions  of  his  matnrer  years.  Ere  the 
twelvemonth  elapsed,  he  had  his  house  perfectly 
white,  and  as  nearly  resembling  that  of  Tubber 
Derg  in  its  better  days  as  possible.  About  two 
years*  ago  we  saw  him  one  evening  in  the 
month  of  Jnne,  as  he  sat  on  a  beni'h  beside 
the  door,  singing  with  a  happy  heart  his  favor- 
ite song  of  "  Collftn  dhas  crootha  na  mo."  It 
was  about  an  hour  before  sunset.  The  house 
stood  on  a  gentle  eminence,  beneath  whieh  a 
sweep  of  green  meadow  stretched  away  to  the 
skirts  of  Tubber  Dei^.     Around  him  was  a 
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country  naturally  fertile,  and  ia  spite  of  the 
national  depression  still  beautifu!  to  contem- 
plate. 

Kathleen  and  two  servant-maids  were  milk- 
ing, and  the  whole  family  were  assembled  about 
the  door, 

"  Well,  childher,"  said  the  father,  "  didn't  I 
tell  yea  the  bitther  momin'  we  left  Tubber  Derg, 
not  to  cry  or  be  disheartened — that  '  there  was 
a  good  God  above,  who  might  do  somethin'  for 
us  yet  ^'  1  never  did  give  up  my  trust  in  Him, 
au  1  iii^ei  uill  You  see,  afther  all  our  little 
tt-oublps,  he  liaf  wanst  more  brought  us  to- 
gbthtr  an'  made  UB  hajtpy.  Praise  an'  glory 
to  his  name'" 

I  looked  at  him  as  he  spoke.  He  had  raised 
bis  eyes  to  heaven,  and  a  gleam  of  elevated 
devotion,  perhaps  worthy  of  being  called  sub- 
lime, irradiated  his  features.  The  sun,  too,  in 
setting,  feU  upon  his  broad  temples  and  iron- 
grey  locks,  with  a  light  solemn  and  religious. 
The  effect  to  me,  who  knew  his  noble  character, 
and  ail  that  he  had  suffered,  was  as  if  the  eye 
of  God  then  rested  upon  the  decline  of  a  virtu- 
ous man's  life  with  approbation; — as  if  he  had 
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lifted  up  the  glory  of  his  coLintenanc6  upon 
him,  Woald  that  many  of  his  thonghtlpss 
coantrymeii  had  been  present  !  They  might 
have  blu.shed  for  their  crimes,  and  been  con- 
tent to  sit  and  learn  wisdom  at  the  feet  of 
Owen  M' Car  thy. 
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DARK   DOINGS  AT   SLATHBEG. 


Batve^  Bradi  was  a  good-natured,  placid 
man  and  iie\er  loft  his  temper,  unless,  as  he 
said  himself  ivhen  he  got  privicatiou ;"  he  was 
also  sti  ct  m  attending  his  doty;  a  fact  which 
Mrs ,  or  rather  as  she  was  called,  Alley  Brady, 
candidly  and  justly  admitted,  and  to  which  the 
priest  himself  bore  ample  testimony  Barney, 
honever  had  the  misfortune  to  be  married  ^t  a 
time  when  a  mystery  was  abroad  among  women. 
Mjstenes  re^emhling  the  Elusinnn  in  nothing 
but  the  exclusion  of  men  were  then  picvalcnt 
among  the  mitrons  in  all  parts  of  the  country. 
Of  the  natua  of  these  secret  ntea  it  would  be 
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premature  now  to  speak         t        th  t  w  11 

be  revealed;  suffice  it  t       y  tl    t  tl        y  t 
were  fall  of  alarm  to  t!     1     I      d        d  b  Id  1  y 
tliera  to  be  a  grierons    ff  t  tl  1 

fare  aiifl  anthority.     Th    d  m    t     m  f 

mj  beloved  coantrjw  t     ly 

state  of  awful  and  depl      bl    t         t  t  tl 

time,  and  many  a  wortl  y  1  1  d  1  d  11 
at  a  state  of  things  wh   1  1  n  h 

part  could  alter  or  rep  My  t     n 

suitation  was  iield  am        tl  d  m       f  th 

respective  villages  th        h     t   tl  t  y     t 

large,  as  to  the  best  moil      f    h    k        th    d 
astrons  epidemic,  which     m   h        t   tl  y 

beds  and  bosoms,  and  many  a  groan  was  vainly 
uttered  from  hearts  that  grew  heavy  in  propor- 
tion aa  the  evil,  which  they  felt  but  could  not 
see,  spread  aboat  through  ail  directions  of  the 
kingdom 

Kay,  to  such  a  height  did  this  terrible  busi- 
ness rise,  that  tlie  aggrieved  parties  had  notions 
of  petitioning  the  king  to  keep  thcu-  wives  y'ic- 
tuous;  but  this,  npon  second  consideration,  was 
given  up,  inasmuch  as  the  king  himself,  with 
reverence  be  il  spoken,  was  at  the  bottom  of 
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tlie  evil  and  what  was  st  11  woi-se  even  the 
qaeen  nas  not  ashamed  to  (ornipt  their  wives 
by  her  e\ample  How  then  could  things  be  in 
1  he\lth>  '■tate  when  tlie  ybtj  vlkny  of  ivl  ch 
the  good  broicuheaited  men  complained  do- 
scendcl  t  om  the  coart  to  the  peopl'' ?  A 
warning  this  to  all  futme  so^eregns  n<.t  ivith 
out  good  foietloight  and  much  Tiituous  con 
t.  deration  to  set  a  bad  precedent  to  tl  e  r  sub- 
jects What  then  could  the  wortl  y  1  isbands 
do  unless  to  pnt  tl  eir  1  ands  doloroufly  to  tl  eir 
1  eada  ind  bear  their  grierances  lu  silence 
which  hoi^ever  tie  reader  perLCives  they  did 
not  After  mutually  but  with  great  caution 
di'idosiig  their  injuries  they  certainly  ceiidoled 
w  th  each  othei  they  pknned  means  of  redress 
sou  ht  oit  the  lest  modes  of  detection  and 
haying  entered  into  a  general  conledeiacy 
igaii  =t  their  respective  wives  ea  h  m  n  sol 
emnly  piomised  to  becon  e  a  spj  aid  inf  imer 
m  his  own  fimilv  To  come  to  tb  rcsolu 
ton  Has  as  much  a^  tl  cj  could  do  under 
bucli  unha^  py  circumstances  and  of  cour  e  they 
did  it 

Then  wives  on  the  other  hand  were  anythrag 


6d  by  Google 


160  BARNEY  Brady's  goose;  or, 

bnt  idle  They  also  sat  in  secret  counc  i  upon 
their  own  affairs  and  discussed  their  condition 
with  an  aii'^iety  and  circumspection  whith  set 
the  vy  hiiLe  of  their  hnsbinds  ■it  completf  du 
fiance  And  it  may  be  observed  here  ju'it  to 
show  the  utitraetable  obstinacy  of  viomen  when 
bent  on  gratifjing  their  own  wills  that  ot  one 
of  them  eTer  returned  home  to  her  hnsband 
from  these  clowddoor  meetings  without  hav 
ing  committed  the  very  act  of  which  she  was 
suspected  Not  that  these  cautious  good  wo- 
men were,  after  all  so  successful  in  every 
instance  os  to  escipe  detection  Some  occa- 
sional discoveries  were  actually  made  in  conse- 
quence of  the  sysfematic  fspionage  of  their  hns 
bands  and  one  or  two  of  them  were  actually 
caught  as  the  law  term  has  it  toith  the  maier 
that  IS  in  the  very  oct  of  offence  Noiv  con 
tumicj  is  ever  impudent  and  ontrageou'  nnd 
dispospd  to  carry  everything  with  i  h  gh  hand 
or  at  all  events  with  a  loud  ton»ue  Tli  3  the 
Imsbinds  of  those  who  had  been  detected  soon 
felt  fir  no  sooner  had  they  proclaimed  their 
wrongs  to  their  fellow  sufferers  than  they  were 
branded  by  their  wives  with  the  vile  and  trying 
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epithet  of  '  slag  '  *  and  intrepidly  charged  home 
with  letting  themselves  smk  to  the  mciii  "ipirited 
office  of  informers  against  tlie  wives  of  their 
bosc  ms 

Some  of  the  good  men  now  took  fire  ind 
demanded  an  explination ,  others  looked  at 
their  wives  with  "imazemeiit  and  stopped  short, 
OS  if  irresolute  hon  to  act  and  otl  er  some 
shrugged  their  shoulders  took  a  i  lent  and 
med  tat  to  bhst  of  the  pipe  upon  the  hoh  and 
said  DO  more  ahont  it  ^o  far  then  ther  h  is 
no  great  Tictory  either  on  the  one  side  or  the 
Other  Now  the  state  of  human  society  la 
neier  so  bad  eren  m  the  mo=t  depraved  tmes 
but  tla.t  there  are  nlwajs  to  be  found  in  it 
man\  persons  iincompted  )j  the  yrcialng 
contam  mt  on  anl  it  was  suppos  d  to  be  so 
hcri,      Birncy  Brady  as  \et  hoped  in  heiven 


Jrango  Lolge  belrttved  the  "norets  of  thf  lolj    1 
le  teiiBEd  ti"staE;"  and  a  husband  betrnying  ar 

ddltted  W  liquor.  Mould  be  termed  a  "  stag  "  by  hi 

U* 
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that  Alley  had  escaped  the  contagion,  vfaicb 
operated  upon  her  sex  bo  secretly,  yet  so  sorely. 
For  some  time  past  he  had  held  her  under  strict 
svndl/anee;  but  with  such  judgment  that  she 
did  not  even  dream  of  being  suspected.  Id 
this  mannrr  did  matters  proceed  bttweeii  them 
—  Barney  slyly  on  the  alert,  and  Alley  on  a 
6hren"d  look-out  for  means  and  opportunity ; 
when  orie  Friday  he  proposed  to  yisit  his  aunt 
Madge,  up  in  Carrickmorc,  on  the  next  Satur- 
day CTeiiing,  and  accordingly  informed  Alley 
that  he  would  not  return  until  the  Monday  fol- 
lowing. To  this  Alley  could  offer  no  possible 
objection;  but,  on  the  contrary,  highly  applaud- 
ed him  for  showing  such  a  mark  of  respect  and 
affection  for  his  aunt,  who,  by  the  way,  had 
beea  very  kind  to  them  both  since  their  mar- 
riage. "  It's  only  right,"  said  she,  "  and  yonr 
doty  besides,  to  go  an'  see  her,  for  betwixt  yon 
an'  me,  Barney,  she  has  been  the  best  feather  in 
our  wing.  There's  thim  Finnigans,  the  dirty 
low  pack,  snre,  bekasc  indeed  they're  the  same 
relations  to  lier  that  we  are,  they'd  kiss  the  dirf 
of  her  feet,  if  they  thought  they  cad  bone  a 
penny  by  it,  an'  they're  laviu'  no  stone  unturned 
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to  get  the  soft  side  of  her,  hopin',  th'e,  dirty 
squad  o'  cabogues*  to  com  in  for  what  she  has, 
an'  to  cut  us  out  frooi  her.  So  go  to  her,  Bar- 
ney; an'  if  you  don't  palaver  her,  the  sorra  one 
o'  j'Oii's  worth  a  pound  o'  goats'  wool." 

Barney,  having  then  got  on  a  clean  shirt  and 
his,  hoU  lay  fiieze  coat  toik  his  shilell  ih  in  hand 
and  set  out  to  vii>  t  his  aunt  Madge  Bradv  up 
among  the  hiUs  of  Cirrickmore  as  a  most 
attached  and  dismterested  nephew  who  "is  the 
fiong  sayt.  loved  her  for  her  elf  alone  He 
had  not  gone  manj  jards  fiom  the  iJoor  how 
ever  when  ho  leturned 

Madge  said  he  I  m  j  ^t  goin  io  unntion 
ti  you  afore  I  set  out  that  Id  as  soon  joud 
keep  iway  from  the  Maguigins  I  maie  the 
women  if  them  Both  their  husbands  tould  me 
not  a  month  o  Sundays  agone  that  they  suspect 
them  ts  be  not  safe  feo  you  see  you  can  learn 
nothing  that's  good  from  them.  God's  thruth 
is,  I'm  afcared  that  they're  tarred  wid  the  same 
stick  that  has  marked  the  women  o'  the  whole 
neighborhood.  So  now,  that  you  know  this,  I 
hope  you'll  keep  your  distance  from  them." 
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"  Arra,  what  business,  Barney,  could  I  have 
will  them  ?  The  sorra  eye  I  lajed  on  one  o* 
them  this  fortnight  back.  I  have  my  own  busi- 
ness on  tliose  two  childre,  the  crathurs,  to  take 
care  of." 

"That's  a  dariin',  Madge,  give  us  a  smack; 
an'  now  banaghl  lath  till  Monday,  please  good- 
ness. KisM  nie,  childhre.  Hadn't  you  betthcr 
tie  a  bit  of  flaniiin  about  poor  Barney's  neck, 
till  that  cough  laves  him  ?" 

"  Don't  yOQ  sec  it  diiryin'  there,  on  the  stool, 
before  the  fire  ?" 

"  That's  right.  Now,  yoa'll  mind  my  words, 
Alley." 

"  Arra,  had  scran  be  from  me,  but  you'd — so 
yon  would,  arra " 

She  spoke  this  with  an  indignant  abruptness; 
bnt  the  reader  will  please  to  observe,  that  she 
made  no  promise  whatsoever. 

"  I'm  off,  I'm  off.  I  know  yon  won't.  God 
bless  yez  all!" 

And  so  Barnej-  weiit  to  see  his  aunt  Madge, 
Dp  in  Carrickmore. 

Weill  it  is  a  saii  thing  to  be  a  mere  chronicler 
of  truth,  which,  indeed,  every  man,  who  dcllne- 
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atcs  human  nature  must  be;  because  unhappily 
for  liim  who  Uves  in  the  world  of  human  nature, 
there  is  no  fiction  at  hand.  It  is  only  tJiose  who 
live  out  of  it  that  can  make  fiction  available  to 
their  purposes.  This  has  been  forced  from  as, 
not  by  Barney,  however,  but  by  his  wife. 

He  had  scarcely  been  half  an  hour  gone,  when 
Ailey  threw  a  bonnet  on  her  head,  a  blue  cloak 
about  her  shoulders,  and  after  having  "  made  a 
play"  for  tlie  children,  to  keep  them  quiet,  and 
given  them  a  slice  of  griddle  bread  each,  she 
locked  the  door,  rolled  the  big  stone  upon  the 
bole  tiiat  was  under  it,  which  the  pig  had  grub- 
bed away,  in  order  to  work  himself  a  passage 
into  the  house,  and  immediately  proceeded  to 
visit  the  two  tainted  wives  of  the  Maguigans! 
The  act  was — but  it  is  not  for  us  to  characterize 
it;  the  consequences  of  it  will  speak  for  them- 
selves. The  two  brothers  to  whom  they  were 
united  in  wedlock,  lived  next  door  to  ear'h  other, 
or,  what  is  called,  under  the  same  roof;  and  she, 
eonse<iueutIy,  found  both  their  good  women  at 
home.  Two  or  three  "slips"  of  both  sexes,  ttho 
bad  been  amusing  themselves  in  the  elder 
brtiihcr's  house,  wiiere  the  conference  resulting 
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from  her  visit  was  about  to  be  Iield,  were  imme- 
diately desired  to  play  abroad,  "an'  not  be  game- 
stherin'  an'  rainpadgliin'  through  the  house  that 
way,  makiu'  a  ruction,  that  people  can't  hear 
their  own  ears  wid  yez;  go  along  an'  take  the 
sthreets  on  your  head,  and  stretch  your  limbs, 
ye  pack  o'  young  thieves,  yez!" 

The  moment  they  bounded  away,  Alley's  face 
assumed  au  air  of  considerable  importance — a 
circumstance  which  the  others  iustantly  noticed; 
for  nothing  is  so  observant  of  symptoms  that  indi- 
cate its  own  discovery  as  a  consciousness  of  error. 

"Alley,"  said  one  of  them,  alarmed,  "you've 
heard  something  ?  What  is  it  ?  Are  we  found 
out,  clane  V 

"  If  you're  not  found  out,"  replied  Alley,  in 
the  same  low  guarded  tone,  "you're  strongly 
suspected;  but  the  devil  may  care  for  that. 
Barney  is  away  up  to  his  ould  aunt  Madge 
Brady's,  at  Carrickmore  above,  an'  woLi't  be 
back  till  Monday,  so  that  the  coast's  clear  till 
then,  any  way.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  slip  up 
about  dusk,  for  there'll  be  nobody  but  ourselves, 
an'  I'll  put  the  childhre  to  bed,  not  that  they 
dare  tell  him  any  thing  they'd  see." 
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"  So,  thin,  we  are  Biispicted  ?"  said  tlie  other, 
with  much  chagrin, 

"  It's  truth.  Dick  an,'  Harry  confessed  it  to 
Barney;  an'  he  tould  me." 

"Troth,  an'  we'll  outdo  them,  if  tliej  ivor  ten 
times  as  sharp,"  replied  Mrs  Dick  Maguigan,  or 
Betty,  aa  she  was  called  "Indeed,  I  knew 
myself  that  he  was  for  a  good  while  past 
peepm'  and  pokin'  about,  as  if  he  expected  to 
find  a  kprechaun  or  a  mare'si  ne\t,  an'faith  sure 
enough,  he  was  wanst  widm'  an  ace  of  catchin' 
us,  but,  as  lurk  would  have  it,  he  didn't  search 
undher  the  bed  " 

"  And  I  suppose  that  Barney's  backin'  them 
in  all  this,"  observed  Mrs.  Harry  Maguigan,  or, 
as  we  shall  call  her.  Bid. 

"Throth,  you  may  swear  that,"  replied  his 
faithful  wife;  "an'  warned  me  strongly  afore  he 
went  to  the  aunt's  to  hould  away  from  yez  both, 
for  he  said  ye  wor  tainted,  tarred  with  the  same 
stick  that  has  marked  ail  the  rotten  sheep  in  the 
country." 

Tiie  three  audacious  conspirators,  instead  of 
expressing  either  regret  or  repentance  at  the 
condnct   which   had    justified   the  well-founded 
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suspicions  of  their  husbands,  burst  out,  on  the 
contrary,  into  one  united  and  harmonious  chorus 
of  laughter,  which  lasted  at  least  live  minutes! 

"  Well,"  said  Ailey,  hastily  getting  up  and 
throwing  the  cloak  about  her,  "  I  can't  stop  it 
jiffey,  for  there's  no  one  at  home  but  the  childhro 
that  I  locked  in;  and  I'm  always  unaisy  when  I 
lave  the  cmthurs  that  way,  for  fraid  they  might 
go  too  near  the  fire,  or  that  that  sarra  of  a  pig 
'ud  work  the  stone  from  undher  the  door  an'  get 
in.  So  as  the  coast's  clear,  you'll  both  slip  up 
about  dusk." 

This  they  promised;  and  accordingly,  whea 
darkness  had  completely  set  in,  the  door  of 
Barney  Brady's  house  was  closed,  and  bolted 
inside  with  all  possible  secarity;  and  this  was 
necessary,  for  truly  a  surprise  would  have  been 
an  awful  but  a  just,  winding  up  of  their  iniquities. 
What  peculiar  mysteries  or  rites  took  place  there, 
on  that  night,  it  is  not  onr  province,  good  reader, 
to  disclose;  but  of  this  you  may  rest  assured, 
that  each  fulfilled  the  old  and  excellent  adage, 
"that  stolen  enjoyments  are  the  sweetest." 
With  what  feelings  Betty  and  Bid  Moguigan 
faced  their  husbands,  they  themselves  best  know  ■ 
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but  that  each  was  received  with  suspicion,  and 
severely  cross-examined  upon  the  cause  of  their 
absence,  we  can  inform  the  reader. 

But  what  did  that  avail  ?  The  delinquents,  on 
their  way  home,  had  fabricated  a  story — and 
they  are  never  good  that  possess  a  faculty  at 
fabricating  stories, — to  which  both  were  deter- 
mined to  adhere  with  rnost  inflexible  pertinacity. 
"  They  had  jist  ran  op  to  see  little  Madge  Brady, 
for  Ailey  had  been  down  to  tell  them  that  she 
was  afeared  it  was  takin'  the  mazles;  but  it  was 
nothin'  but  a  small  rash  that  came  out  upon  its 
breast,  the  cratliur,  though  Bid  (her  sister-in- 
law),  thought  it  was  the  htves;  an'  indeed,-  after 
all,  she  didn't  know  herself  but  it  was.  But 
God  send  it  safe  over  whatsomever  it  was,  poor 
thing!     Amin,  this  nightl" 

Now,  who  would  think? — but  no  matter; 
there  is  still  worse  to  come!  The  reader  will 
not  believe  our  word  when  we  assure  him  that 
these  two  women  E^tfy  and  Bid  Migui.,'an  did 
not  scruple,  though  loaded  with  the  jUit  suipi 
cions  of  their  hasban  Is  to  kneel  down  and  say 
their  prayers  on  that  very  night  before  they 
went  to  bed. 

15 
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The  nest  day  being  Sunday,  and  their  hus- 
bands having  more  leisure,  it  is  scarcely  neces- 
sary to  say  that  the  two  good  men  liept  a  sharp 
eye  upon  their  spouses,  who  fonnd  themselves 
dodged  in.  every  motion.  Several  timea  they 
attempted  a  stolen,  visit  to  Ailey  Brady's,  but 
were  detected  just  in  the  act  of  putting  on  tlioir 
cloaks  and  bonnets.  In  fact,  they  were  so 
completely  hampered,  that  they  resolved,  at 
length,  to  brazen  it  out,  having  lost  temper  con- 
siderably by  seeing  tliat  all  their  designs  were 
fuirly  contravened,  and  that  whatever  must  be  done 
as  to  reaching  the  scene  of  their  transgression, 
must  be  done  with  lionest,  open  defiance.  Tliey 
once  more,  tlierefore,  iiad  recourse  to  the  cloaks 
and  bonnets,  and  were  in  the  very  act  of  setting 
out,  when  their  husbands,  who  sat  smoking  each 
a  pipe,  after  having  coolly  eyed  them  for  some 

time,  calmly  inquired 

"  Where  are  yez  bound  for,  good  women  ?" 
"  Up  to  Alley  Brady's,  to  see  the  child,  poor 
thingi  'Deed,  it's  a  burnin'  shame  that  we 
didn't  call  sooner,  espishilly  as  Barney's  not  at 
home  wid  her.  She  may  want  something,  an' 
has  no  one  to  send  out  for  it." 
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"  Well,"  said  Dick,  addressiug  his  owa  wife 
Betty,  "grantin'  aU  tliat,  isn't  one  o'  you  enough 
to  go  V 

" Plenty,"  replied  bia  sister-in-law  Bid;  "bat 
IVe  some  notion'  of  goiu'  np  as  far  as 
my  mother's,  while  Betty's  sittiti'  wid  Alley 
Brady." 

"By  the  tarlia'  sweep!"  exclaimed  Harry, 
taking  the  pipe  hastily  ont  of  his  mouth,  and 
casting  a  keen,  indignant  glance  at  the  last 
speaker — "  yez  are  enough  to  bate  down  the 
patience  of  a  saint.  How  can  you  look  us  iu 
the  face,  ye  schamera  o'  the  devil  ?  Qoin'  to  see 
Alley  Brady's  child,  iiideedl  "Why,  I  was  up  wid 
Alley  Brady  this  very  mornin',  an'  there's  not 
a  blast  o'  wind  wrong  wid  either  of  her  childre, 
not  as  much  as  a  hair  turned  on  them  I  What 
have  yez  to  say,  now  f  Ad'  yit  ye  came  both 
home  last  night  wid  a  lie  in  your  mouths;  that 
■  Alley  Brady's  child  was  gettin'  the  mazles,' 
suys  one;  'it  has  a  rash,' sajs  the  other;  'but 
-uve  God  send  it  safe  over  wliatsomever  it  has, 
|)uor  thingl'  Be  the  roortal  man,  I  won't  bear 
I  his.     There  now,  to  show  yez  I  won't." 

As  ho  spoke  the  last  word  he  took  the  pipe 
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out  of  his  mouth  and  sliiyered  it  to  atoms 
against  the  opposite  wall.  His  brother  seeing 
his  energetic  display,  resolved  not  to  be  outdone 
in  the  vigor  of  his  indignation. 

"Yes,  be  mesowl,  nor  I  aither,"  he  exclaimed, 
hurling  his  dudeen  in  an  opposite  direcljon,  and 
immediately  kicking  the  stool  on  which  he  sat  to 
the  lower  end  of  the  kitchen. 

"  That's  to  show  yez  that  ye  won't  have  your 
tongues  in  your  cheeks  at  uz,"  he  added;  "  an' 
be  this  an'  be  that  for  three  straws  I'd  not  lave 
a  thraneen's  worth  on  the  dhresser  but  I'd  smash 
to  smithereens.  An'  I'll  tell  yez  what  it  is,"  he 
proceeded,  rising  his  voice  to  its  highest  pitch, 
and  stamping  furiously  on  the  hearth,  "I  tell 
yea  what  it  is,  yez  mnst  put  an  end  to  this  work, 
wanst  for  all.  Our  substance  isn't  to  go  this 
way.  We'il  have  no  collogin'  among  yez;  no 
liuggerrauggerin'  between  you  an'  tlie  other 
black  sheep  o'  the  neighhorhood.  Don't  think 
but  we  know  what's  goiri'  on,  an'  what  brought 
you  both  up  to  Alley  Brady's  last  night.  Too 
well  we  know  it;  an'  now  I  te!l  yez  again  that 
yez  must  avoid  that  woman;  she's  not  a  safe 
neighbor,  an'  her  own  husband  suspects  her  to 
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be  as  bad  as  the  worst  among  them     Ay,  aii' 
'le'U  catch  her  yet,  kiiowu  as  she  thiuka  her- 

"Be  the  book,  I'll  turn  another  pin  in  ■gmtr 
lose,  my  lady,"  said  Harry,  addressing  Bid; 
■  never  fear  hut  I  will.  I'll  make  yon  that  you 
uin't  have  yourself  the  talk  o'  the  Deighbors, 
III'  me,  too,  that  doesn't  desarve  it.  The  curse 
ij'  Cromwell  on  me  if  I  don't.    Nowl" 

"  Why  thin  now,"  said  Bid  calmly  tut-Tiing  to 
Betty,  "in  the  name  of  all  that's  beautiful,  what 
Lire  these  two  dunghill  cocks  at?  are  they  mad  ?  , 
or  is  it  only  dhrnak  they  are  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Betty,  "but  goin'  to  bate  us  I 
Bapposel" 

"Ay,  very  likely,  returned  the  otber;  "any 
how  they  may  be  proud  o'  themselyes,  to  joiu* 
two  women  as  if  we  wor  fit  to  fight  them. 
Throth  I'm  glad  their  own  childhre'a  not  to 
the  fore  to  see  their  fine  manly  behavior. 
Come,  Betty,  are  you  goin'  up  to  Alley's  ? 
Whether  the  child's  sick  or  not,  the  crathur'a 
lonely,  as  Barney's  from  home,  an'  it's  a  charity 
to  sit  awhile  wid  her.     Are  you  comin'  ?" 

•  To  full  upon-to  att»ek. 
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"Noj  nor  you  aither;  the  divU  a  one  toe," 
iaid  her  husbaud, 

"The  divil  take  them  that  says  to  the  con- 
thrai'y;  come,  Betty." 

"  Ay,  if  I  like,"  said  he. 

"  Ay,  whether  you  like  or  not,  dear;  the  sarra 
wan  o'  me  'ill  be  stopped  by  yon  this  day." 

"You  won't?" 

"  I  won't,  now." 

"Never  heed  her,  Harry,"  eaid  Dick:  "let 
her  go  to  ould  Nick  her  own  way;  ay,  both  tf 
tliem;  off  wid  you  now;  but  you'll  see  what  'il! 
come  of  it  at  the  long  run." 

"Where's  the  Cateehiz?"  said  Harry:  "I'll 
take  my  book  oath  this  minute,  that  for  a 
month  to  come,  I'll  not  let  you  on  the  one  side 
of  the  house  wid  me  any  liow.  Will  no  one  tell 
me  where  the  Catechii:  is  ?" 

"  An'  is  that  to  vex  me,  Harry  ?  arra,  why 
don't  you  make  it  twelve  months  while  yer 
hand's  in  ?  I  wouldn't  be  worth  your  while  to 
switch  the  primer  for  a  bare  four  weeks,  man 
alive  ?" 

"  Be  me  sowl,  it's  you  ought  to  be  switched 
instead  o'  the  primer." 
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"Very  well,"  replied  his  iaiperturahle  and 
provoUiug  spouse;  "I  suppose  the  next  thing 
you'll  do  will  be  to  bate  ns  sure  enough — but 
sure  We  can't  help  it,  only  it  will  be  a  fine  story 
to  have  to  tell  the  neighbors.  You'll  look  well 
afthcr  it;  you  may  then  hoald  up  your  head  like 

a  man!    Oh,  ye but  I  won't  let  myself  down 

to  scould  wid  ye,     Coaie,  Betty." 

"No,"  said  Betty,  "I  wouldn't  be  sqnabblin' 
wid.  them  about  goin'.  It's  nothin' to  n  one 
wi^  or  the  other,  so  we'll  sit  here.  Oh,  tlun, 
God  he  knows  but  we're  the  well-matched  women 
at  all  CTints.  Sure  if  we  were  the  worst  that 
ever  riz  this  day — ay,  if  we  wor  so  bad  that  the 
very  dogs  wouldn't  lap  our  blood,  we  couldn't 
be  thrated  worse  than  we  are  by  thim  two 

"  I  say  again,"  observed  Harry,  seeing  his 
wife  somewhat  irresolute,  "  that  if  yon  go,  your 
breath  won't  come  near  me  in  haste." 

"  Oh,  hould  your  tongue  man,"  replied  Bid,  I 
seen  the  day  you  thought  enough  about  my 
breath." 

"  Faith,  an'  that  was  bekase  I  didn't  know 
you  then  as  well  as  I  do  now/' 
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"  That's  not  what  jon  thought,  or  what  jon 
said  aither,  when  I  was  ill  last  harvest,  and 
goin'  to  die.  Sure  yon  wor  roariu'  about  the 
house  like  a  snckiu'  calf  that  has  lost  its  mother, 
wid  jonr  two  eyes  as  red  as  a  pair  of  sunburnt 
onions." 

"  Never  heed  her,"  said  his  brother ;  "  yon 
know  she'd  bate  both  of  ns  at  the  tongoe;  she'a 
now  in  her  glory." 

"  Betty,"  said  Bid,  addressing  her  sister-in- 
law,  in  a  voice  eAceedingly  calm  and  quiet;  that 
is  to  say,  in  the  voice  of  a  woman  whose  eon- 
tempt  alone  prevented  her  from  continuing  the 
controversy;  "  go  out,  alanna,  an'  cut  me  a  bit 
o'  greens  to  pat  down  wid  that  bacon  for  the 
dinner;  after  tliat,  we'll  clane  onraelvea  up,  an' 
be  in  time  for  the  twelve  o'clock  mass." 

"  But  what  if  somebody  would  run  away  wid 
ns  ?"  said  Betty,  laughing. 

"  Oh,  sure,"  said  the  other,  "  that's  all  they'd 
want.  They'd  thin  get  shut  of  the  two  sich 
villains  as  we  are.  Go,  alanna,  and  never  mind 
them — they're  not  worth  our  breatli,  little  as 
they  think  about  it." 

"  A  purty  Sunday's  moruin'  they've  made  ns 
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spind — but  no  matther — God  forgive  them  for 
wrODgin'  us  as  they're  doin'!" 

Their  two  husbaDds  did  not  go  to  mass  that 
day,  having  in  fact  devoted  it  to  the  purpose  of 
ferreting  out  evidence  against  their  wives.  Their 
exertions,  however,  were  fruitless,  although  we 
are  bound  honestly  to  state  that  they  left  no 
stone  unturned  to  procure  it.  The  ehildreu 
were  taken  to  task  and  severely  interrogated, 
but  they  conld  prove  nothing,  except  that  their 
mothers  were  sometimjes  out  for  a  considerable 
time,  and  that  they  themselves  were  often  sent 
to  play,  and  that  on  returning  of  an  odd  time 
sooner  than  was  expected,  they  found  the  doors 
bolt«d,  and  heard  strange  voices  within.  Of 
these  facts,  however,  the  good  man  had  been 
apprized  before ;  so  that  the  sum  of  all  they 
obtained  was  nothing  more  than  an  accession 
to  their  uneasiness,  without  any  addition  to  their 
knowledge.  Both  men,  indeed,  were  unusnally 
snappish  the  whole  day,  especially  after  the  hour 
of  dinner;  for  each  of  their  wives  could  observe 
that  her  husband  often  put  his  hand  quietly  over 
to  the  bole  of  the  hob,  and  finding  that  the  pipe 
was  not  there,  vented  his  spleen  npon  the  cat  or 
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dog,  if  either  came  in  his  way,  and  not  nnfre- 
quently  even  upon  bis  own  children. 

At  length  Dick  got  np  and  was  aboat  to  go 
OQt,  when  Betty  asked  in  her  tnni,  "Where  he 
was  goln'  ?" 

"Not  far,"  he  replied.  "Ill  be  back  in  a 
qnarther  of  an  hour — too  soon  for  you  to  have 
an  opportuirity  of  bein'  at  jonr  ould  work," 

"  If  yon're  afeard  o"  that,"  she  replied,  "  hadn't 
yon  betther  not  go  at  al!  ?" 

To  this  he  made  no  reply,  but  putting  his 
hands  orer  his  brows,  he  stalked  gloomily  ont 
of  tiie  house. 

Almost  precisely  similar  was  the  condnct  of 
his  brother,  who,  after  exchanging  a  random 
shot  or  two  with  Bid,  slunk  out  soon  after  Dick, 
but  each  evidently  attempted  to  conceal  from  the 
wife  of  the  other  that  he  had  gone  out — a  cir- 
i"'umstance  that  was  clearly  proved  by  Dick  de- 
clining to  pass  Harry's  door,  and  Harry  Dick's. 

Alas!  and  must  I  say  it? — I  must — I  must— 
unhappily  the  interests  of  truth  compel  me  to 
make  the  disclosure.  The  two  men  were  no 
sooner  gone,  than  their  irreclaimable  wives  had 
an  immediate  consultation. 
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"  Where's  Dick  V  asked  Bid. 

"Why,  sure,  I  thought  I'd  split,"  replied 
Betty,  "  to  see  him  frettin'  the  heart  out  of 
himself  after  his  pipe.  Tlie  norra  be  in  me, 
but  it  was  a'most  too  much  for  me  to  loot  at 
him  searchiii'  the  hob  every  five  minutes  for  the 
dudeen  he  broke  upon  the  wall  in  his  tantrems 
this  morain'.  I  know  he's  away  over  to  Billy 
Fulton's  to  buy  one." 

"'Twas  the  same  wid  Harry,"  said  Bid;  "he 
didn't  know  which  end  of  him  he  was  sittin'  on. 
He's  off  too,  to  the  same  place;  for  I  watched 
him  through  the  windy;  an'  now  that  the 
coast's  clear,  let's  be  off  to  Ailey,  an'  have  ail 
over  afore  our  two  gintlemen  comes  back;  or, 
in  troth  they'll  skiver  us  clane." 

"  The  never  a  lie  in  that;  the  house  wouldn't 
hould  them  if  they  foaud  us  out.  Bat  wasn't 
it  lucky  that  they  lost  their  temper  and  broke 
their  pipes?  If  they  had  kept  cool,  we  would 
have  now  no  oppoitnriity-Hjome." 

And  so  they  proceeded  once  more  to  Ailey 
Brady's;  and  again  the  door  was  locked  and 
bolted;  and,  as  before,  the  mysteries,  whatever 
they  may  have  been,  were  re-enacted,  and  the 
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vigilance  and  terrors  of  their  husbands  became 
the  subject  of  open  ridicnle,  and  much  mirth 
went  forward,  as  might  easily  be  conjectured 
from  the  hearty,  bnt  somewhat  suppressed 
laughter  which  an  experienced  ear  might  have 
heard  through  the  door — we  say  suppressed,  for 
their  mirth  was  espressed,  notwlthstaading  the 
high  spirit  of  enjoyment  which  ran  through 
it,  in  that  timid  and  cautions  andertonc  that 
dreads  discovery. 

Aa  their  object  was  now  to  reach  home  before 
the  return  of  their  husbands,  so  was  the  period 
of  their  enjoyments  on  tliis  evening  mnch  more 
hrief  than  on  the  preceding.  Tliey  had  very 
little  time  to  spare,  however,  for  scarcely  were 
the  cloaks  and  bonnets  thrown  aside,  and  an 
air  of  most  decorous  and  matronly  composure 
assumed,  when  the  good  men  entered. 

"  Musha,  bnt  that's  a  long  quarther  of  an 
hoar  yon  stayed,"  said  Betty;  "  where  on  airth 
wor  you  all  Siis  time  V 

"  I  was  tip8n  business,"  returned  Dick,  "  get- 
tin'  somethin'  to  keep  me  cool  against  your  be- 
havor.  Hand  me  a  double  sthraw  out  of  the  bed 
there,  till  I  light  my  pipe.    "Wor  you  out  since  f " 


6d  by  Google 


DARK    DOINGS    AT    SLATilBEG.  181 

"Was  I  out  since!"  returned  bis  wife,  witli 
tlie  look  of  a  deeply  offended  woman  ;  "  hut, 
ay,  to  be  sure— Bid  an'  myself  wor  up  at  Ailey 
Brady's,  ati'  you  iiiver  saw  such  a  piece  o'  fun 
as  we  liad.  Sure,  we're  oidy  come  in  this  min- 
iiit.  Why,  npon  my  tliroth,  Dick,  you'd  vcs 
an  angel  from  heaven.  Was  I  outl— arra, 
don't  I  look  very  like  a  woman  that  was 
out?" 

"Well,  well,"  rejoined  her  husband,  whiffing 
away  rather  placidly  from  his  new  pipe,  "  don't 
be  flyin'  out  at  us  like  Bid;  I'm  not  sayin'  you 
wor  out  this  eveniu' ;  so  liould  your  whisht 
about  it." 

"  No,  but  to  think — the  sorra  one——" 
"  Very  well — that's  enough— he  done." 
And  so  the  adroit  wife  grumbled  gradually 
into  silence. 

The  skirmish  between  Harry  and  Bid  was  of 
a.  brisker  and  more  animated  description,  but 
we  need  not  say  on  which  side  the  victory  set- 
tled. The  pipe,  however,  soon  produced  some- 
thing like  tranquility,  and  after  a  hard  bout  at  a 
united  prayer  in  the  shape  of  a  Rosary  betweet 
the  deceiver  and  the  deceived,  both  went  to  bei 
16 
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oa  very  good  terras  with  each  other,  as  indpcd 
after  all,  did  Dick  and  Betty,  not,  any  more 
thaii  the  others,  forgetting  their  devotions. 

The  next  morning  was  that  on  which  our 
ahsent  friend,  Barney  Brady,  was  expected 
home,  and  about  ten  or  eleven  o'clock,  Alley 
was  descanting  in  conversation  with  a  neighbor 
upon  the  kindness  and  generosity  of  Aunt 
Madge,  and  the  greater  warmth  of  aifection 
which,  on  all  occasions,  she  had  manifested  to- 
wards her  and  Barney,  than  ever  she  had  shown 
to  that  sleeveen  pack  of  cabogues,  the  Finni- 
gans,  when  who  should  appear  but  the  redoubt 
able  Barney  himself,  bearing,  under  his  right 
orni,  a  fat  grey  goose,  alive  and  kicking. 

"  Mnsha,  Barney,  what  Is  this  ? "  exclaimed 
Ailey,  as  her  husband  laid  the  goose  down  on 
the  floor, 

"  "Why,"  he  replied  good  humoredly,  "  don't 
you  see  it's  a  leg  o'  mutton  that  Aunt  Madge 
sent  for  our  dinner  on  Sunday  next  ?■  What'e 
that,  indeed!" 

The  goose  was  immediately  taken  up — han- 
dled like  a  wonder — balanced,  that  they  might 
guess  its  weight — felt,  that  they  miglit  know 
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how  fat  it  was  and  examined  from  beak  to 
tlaw  with  the  mo'it  minute  insjeclioii  Tie 
thildren  approached  it  with  that  eagei  bat 
feapts!  curiosity  for  which  childhood  js  reniiirk 
uble  They  toached  it  retreated  with  appre 
hension  took  fresh  courage  patted  it  timidly  on 
the  back  and  ifter  mai  y  alternat  on"  rf  terror 
and  dehght  the  eldest  at  length  ventared  to 
take  It  up  in  Lis  arms  This  was  a  disastrous 
attempt  for  the  goo'iC  fanding  Lira  unable  to 
hold  it  firral)  naturilly  fluttered  its  pin  on  and 
the  joung  hero  threw  it  hastily  down  and  ran 
screim  n^  behind  his  mithcr  where  his  little 
E  stcr  joined  the  chorus 

Barney  and  his  wife  ttietl  entertained  the 
neighbor  we  "jpoke  of  with  a  history  of  Aunt 
Madge'3  wealth,  assuring  him  confidentially,  that 
they  themselves  were  down  for  every  penny  and 
penny's  wortli  belonging  to  her,  pointing  to  the 
goose  at  the  same  time  as  a  triumphant  illustra- 
tion of  their  expectations. 

No  sooner  had  their  friend  left  tlieni,  than 
Barney,  having  given  Alley  a  faithful  account 
of  every  thing  respecting  Aunt  Madge,  said  ho 
hoped  she  had  not  forgotten  his  parting  advice 
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on  Saturday,  that  she  liad  kept  aloof  from  Ihe 
ta,iLited  wives  of  the  Magiiigans,  and  "neitlier 
coshered  or  liarbored  with  them,"  in  his  ab- 
sence. 

"  Musha,  throtli,  Barney,  afore  I'd  lead  this 
life,  an'  be  catechized  at  every  hand's  turn,  I'd 
rather  go  out  upon  the  world,  and  airn  my  bread 
honestly,  wid  my  own  two  hands,  as  I  did  afore 
I  met  you.  The  wives  o'  the  Maguigans  I 
Why,  what  'ud  I  be  doin'  wid  the  wives  o'  the 
Maguigans  ?  or  what  'ud  the  wives  o'  the  Magui- 
gans be  doin'  wid  rae  ?  It's  little  thim  or  their 
consarns  throuhles  me — I  have  my  house  an' 
childhre  to  look  afther,  an'  that's  enough  for 
any  one  woman,  I'm  thinkin'." 

"  Well,  but  sure  joa  needn't  be  angry  wid  me 
forputtiu'  you  on  your  guard." 

"  It's  not  to  say  that  I'm  angry  wid  you — ^but 
sure  wanst  to  say  a  thing  ought  to  be  enough — 
but  here  you  keep  gnawin'  an'  aiten  at  me  about 
the  wives  o'  the  Maguigans.  Musha,  I  wish  to 
marcy,  the  same  wives  o'  the  Maguigans  wor  far 
enough  out  o'  the  countbry,  for  they're  the 
heartscald  to  me  anyhow." 

"Well,  well,   Alley;  to  the  sarra  wid  them; 
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but  about  another  thing,~wliat'll  we  do  wid 
this  goose  ?  Whetlier  is  it  betther  to  roast  it 
or  boil  it?" 

"  Arra,  Baraey,  what  if  we'd  not  kill  it  at  all, 
but  keep  it  an'  rear  a  flock  ourselves.  There> 
pllnty  of  wather  an'  grazin'  for  them  about  the 

"  Throth,  you're  right ;  come  or  go  what  will, 
we  had  betther  not  kill  it,  the  crathur." 

"Throth,  we  won't;  I  don't  stand  blood  well 
myself;  an'  I'd  as  soon,  to  tell  yon  the  thruth, 
yon'd  mt  ax  me  to  kill  this  one  now,  Barney. 
I  don't  think  it  'ud  sarve  me." 

"  Very  well,"  said  her  husband,  yielding  to  her 
suggestion  with  singular  good  humor;  "as  it  is 
your  wish,  the  divil  resave  the  drop  will  lave  ica 
carcass  this  bout — so  let  it  be  settled  that  well 
rear  a  flock  ourselves;  an'  as  you  say,  Alley, 
who  knows  but  the  same  goose  may  be  sent  to 
us  for  good  luck." 

It  was  so  arranged;  but  as  a  solitaiy  fowl  of 
that  species  is  rather  an  unusual  sight  about  a 
countryman's  house,  they  soon  procured  it  a 
companion,  as  they  had  said,  after  which  they 
want  to  bed  every  night  anxious  to  dream  that 
16* 


6d  by  Google 


all  its  eggs  might  turn  ont  golden  ones  to  them 
and  their  children. 

Now,  perliaps,  the  sugacioiis  reader  may  have 
already  guessed  that  tlie  arrival  of  the  goose, 
whatever  it  might  have  been  to  honet.t  Barney, 
was  an  excellent  apology  for  a  capital  piece  of 
by-play  to  his  wife.  The  worthy  fowl  had  not 
in  fact  been  twenty-four  hours  at  their  place, 
when  in  came  "the  two  tainted  wives  of  the 
Maguigans!"  This  visit  was  an  open  one  and 
paid  iu  tho  eveuing,  a  little  before  the  men 
returned  from  their  daily  labor.  Great  was 
Barnty's  astonishment  then,  when  on  reaching 
home,  he  found  Bid  and  Betty  ilaguigan  iu  con- 
ference with  Alley;  and  what  appeared  to  him 
remarkably  strange,  if  not  rather  hardy  on  their 
part,  was  tho  fact  that  they  carried  on  the  con- 
versation without  evincing  tlie  slightest  consci- 
ousness of  offense.  It  is  true  this  had  not 
hitherto  been  actually  proved,  but  it  is  needless 
to  say  that  the  suspicion  entertained  against  tliera 
was  nearly  tantamount  to  proof,  Tiieir  absences 
were  so  difEcult  to  be  accounted  for,  and  the 
situations  in  which  they  were  found  so  critical, 
that  it  was  impossible   even   for  the  warmest 


6d  by  Google 


DARK    DOISGS    AT    SLATHBEG.  18t 

friends  to  assert  that  they  were  blameless.  As 
Baniej  entered  tlie  house,  they  addressed  him 
with  singular  good  humor  and  kindness,  bat  it 
was  easy  to  infer  from  his  short  and  monosyllabic 
replies  that  they  had  in  his  case  a  strong  preju- 
dice to  overcome. 

"  Musha,  how  are  you,  Barney  ?" 

"At  tlie  present  time  not  comfortable." 

This  was  accompanied  by  a  quick  suspicious 
glance  from  them  to  his  wife. 

"  Why,  there's  nothin'  wrong  wid  you,  we  hope?" 

"  Maybe  that's  more  than  I  can  say." 

"You're  not  unwell,  sure?" 

"No." 

"Barney,"  said  the  wife;  "Bid  an'  Betty 
came  runnin' up  to  look  at  the  goose;  an' the 
sorra  one  o'  them  but  says  it's  the  greatest  buHy 
they  seen  this  many  a  day," 

This  was  meant  as  a  soother;- — -"for  Barney 
himself,"  to  use  the  words  of  Alley,  "  was  as 
proud  as  e'er  a  one  o'  the  childhre  out  of  the 
same  goose." 

His  brow  cleared  a  little  at  this  adroit  appeal 
to  his  vanity,  and  be  sat  down  with  a  look  of 
more  suavity. 
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"  Wliy,  thin,  Barney,  it's  a  nice  present  all 

"It's  more  than  the  Finnigans  would  get 
from  Aunt  Madge,  any  way,"  said  Aiiey,  "for 
Barney's  her  favorite." 

"Is  that  by  way  of  news?"  asked  Barney, 
whose  vanity  was  highly  tickled  notwithstanding 
his  assumed  indifference.  "  Every  fool  knows  1 
waB  always  that." 

"  It's  no  secret,"  observed  Betty,  who,  as  well 
as  Bid,  knew  his  weakness  here;  "  an'  its  only  a 
proof  of  her  own  sinse  into  the  bargain.  They're 
a  mane  pack,  thim  Finnigans." 

"0!i,  the  scrnfE  of  the  airth,"  exclaimed  Bid; 
"  why  would  yon  mintion  thim  an'  a  daceiit  man 
in  the  one  day  ?" 

"Como,  Betty,"  said  the  other;  "my  good- 
ness, wc  haven't  a  minute  now,  the.  good  men  'ill 
swear  we're  aboat  no  good  if  they  find  us  out 
when  they  come  home." 

"  Hut,"  said  Barney,  "  sit  a  while,  can't  yez  ? 
you  can  do  no  harm  here  any  how." 

"Nor  anywhere  else,  I  hope,"  said  Bid;  "but, 
indeed,  Barney,  yon  don'.t  know  the  men  they 
are,  or  you'd  hunt  us  home  like  bag-foxos." 
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"  Don't  be  axin'  them  to  stay,  tliin,"  said 
Alley ;  "  what  tliey  say  I  believe  is  thrue 
enough ;  an'  for  my  own  part,  I  wouldn't  wish 
to  liave  our  little  place  mintioned  one  way  or 
other,  in  any  dispute  that  yez  may  have,  Betty." 

"Troth,"  said  Bid,  "I  don't  b'lieve  they'd 
think  us  safe  in  a  chapel;  an'  God  forgive  theni 
for  it.  Come,  Betty,  if  we  wish  to  avoid  a 
battle,  we  have  not  a.  minute  to  spare.  Oh 
thin,  Alley  Brady,  it's  you  that  has  the  good- 
natlmr'd  and  sinsible  hasband,  that  doesn't  keep 
you  night  and  day  in  a  state  of  heart-seaid. 
Tlirotli  you're  a  happy  woman.  May  God  spa,re 
him  toyoul" 

"  Throth,  not  that  he's  to  the  fore  himself," 
rejoined  his  wife,  "I'll  say  this,  that  a  betther 
husband  never  drew  breath  this  day.  Divil 
a  word  he  turns  on  me  wanst  in  the  twelve 
months." 

"We  bclieTe  it,"  they  replied;  "the  dacent 
man's  above  it;  he  wouldn't  demane  himself  by 
skulkin'  about,  an'  watchin'  and  pokin'  his  nose 
into  every  hole  an'  comer,  the  way  our  mane 
fellows  does  be  doin,  till  we  can't bless  our- 
selves for  them," 
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"No,  tlie  fioiTa  tiling  o'  the  kind  he  docs; 
sure  I  must  tcl!  the  truth  any  way." 

"  Well,  God  be  wid  yez ;  we  ranst  be  off. 
Good  bye,  Barney,  sure  yoa  can  bear  wltuees 
for  us  this  bout." 

"Tliat  I  can,  Bid,  an' will  too;  God  bless  yczl" 

As  they  apprehended,  their  hnsbands,  on 
returning  from  their  work,  were  once  more  in 
a  fume,  on  finding  the  good  women  absent. 

"  Soh!"  said  Dick,  "is  it  a  fair  question  to  ax 
where  yez  war  ?" 

"  Fair  enough,"  said  Bid, 

"  You  wor  at  the  ould,work,"  observed  Harry; 
"  but  I  tell  yon  wbat,  by  the  holy  St.  Country- 
man I  we  won't  suffer  this  much  longer — that's 
one  piece  o'  thruth  for  yez!" 

"Where  war  yez  I  say?"  asked  his  brother 
sternly;  "  no  desate,  now;  teil  ta  plump  an'  at 
wanst  where  yez  war?" 

"  Why,  then,  if  you  want  to  know,"  replied 
Betty,  "  we  wor  up  seein'  Barney  Brady's 
goose." 

"Barney  Brady's  goosel"  exclaimed  Harry, 
with  a  look  as  puzzled  as  ever  was  visible  on  a 
human  face. 
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"  Barney  Brady's  goose  1 "  repeated  Dick, 
with  a  face  quite  as  mystified.  The  two  bro- 
thers looked  at  each  other  for  nearly  a  minute, 
bnt  neither  could  read  in  the  other's  counte- 
nance any  thing  like  intelligence. 

"  What  are  they  at  ?"  asked  Dick. 

"  Why,  that  they  have  their  (ongnes  in  their 
cheeks  at  us,  to  be  sure '{"  replied  the  other. 

"  Why,  where  else  would  we  have  them,"  said 
Bid;  "it  isn't  in  our  pockets  you'd  have  us  to 
carry  them  ?" 

"  I  wish  to  Jamini  they  wor  any  where  but 
where  they  are,"  returned  her  husband.  "What 
do  you  mane  ?" 

"  Jist  what  we  say,  that  we  wor  np  takiu'  a 
Icok  at  Barney  Brady's  goose," 

"Why,  the  curse  o'  the  crows  upon  you,  don't 
you  know  that  Barney  Brady  never  !iad  a  goose 
in  his  life?" 

"  He  has  one  now  theu,"  replied  Bid. 

"  Ay,"  added  her  sister,  "an'  as  fine  a  bully 
of  a  goose  as  ever  I  seen  wid  my  two  livia' 
eyes." 

"Sure,"  said  Bid,  "  if  you  won't  believe  us, 
can't  yez  go  up  an'  see  ?" 
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This,  after  all,  was  putting  the  matter  to  a 
very  fair  issue,  and  tlie  two  men  resolved  to 
take  her  at  her  word,  each  feeling  quite  satis- 
fied of  the  egregious  falsehood  their  wives  had 
attempted  to  make  them  swallow. 

"  Come,  Dick,"  said  Harry,  "  put  on  jour 
hat:  the  sorra  step  further  we'li  let  lliis  go 
till  we  see  it  out;  an'  all  I  caa  say  is,"  he 
added,  addressing  the  women,  "that  you  had 
betther  not  be  here  before  us  when  we  come 
back,  if  we  find  you  oat  in  a  falsity," 

They  had  not  gone  fifty  yards  from  the  door 
when  the  laughter  of  the  two  women  was  loud 
and  vehement  at  the  scene  which  had  just  occur- 
red, especially  at  the  ingenuity  with  which  Bid 
had  sent  t.liem  abroad,  and  thus  got  the  coast 
clear  for  their  purposes. 

"  Oat  wid  yoz  childre,  and  play  awhile — 
honom-aii-dioual !  Is  it  ever  an'  always  buruin' 
yonr  shins  over  the  fire  yez  are  ?  Away  out  o' 
this,  an'  don't  come  back  till  we  call  yez." 

When  the  children  were  gone,  they  brought 
in  two  neighbor's  wives,  who  lived  immediately 
beside  them,  shut  and  bolted  the  door,  and 
again  did  the  mysterious  rites  of  which  we  have 
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SO  oft  a  V  r  tten    procec  1  as  b  for        On  tl  s 

0  1  n  hone  cr  tliere  as  n  u  1  c  utun 
used  evcT)  now  a  d  then  tie  d  or  was  steal 
thily  oj  e  d  and  a  face  m  ght  Ije  een  pe  p  g 
out  to  j-reve  t  a  su  prse      Tie  eo  tc  s  to 

as  carr  ed  on.  n  a  tone  unusninj  low  nd  tl  e 
lauglitcr  nlich  vas  frcq  ent  a  d  pr  pilly  at 
the  exi  c       ot  tl  e  r  1  usban  1    co  1 1     arccly  1  e 

1  ard  throUah  *•!  e  door 

In  dne  t  ne  bo  ever  the  part  3  1  j  er  ed 
and  vhe  D  k  and  Harry  retur  ed  tl  y  fou  d 
t!  e  r  ves  each  dustr  ou&ly  eiigag  1  n  tl  e 
affa  rs  of  tl  e  housel  old  wh  eh  ndecd  tl  ey 
nent  tl  rough  ^  tl  an  a  r  of  off  ndcd  Ij,  ty 
and  a  tartn  ss  of  temper  that  ontr  st  d 
stioni,lyTi  th  the  sheej  si  a  d  sora  1  it  r  t 
fallen  demeanor  of  the  r    potises 

Musi  1  1  id  luck  to  you  for  a  ]o  an  1  ve 
nvniyjoad  ty  crooked  c  )0  e  1  1 
Bid,  to  the  dog  that  innocently  crossed  her  path; 
''  it's  purtj  lives  we  lead  one  way  or  other.  We 
havi!  enough,  dear  knows,  to  thry  our  teropoi 
widout.  you  comin'  acrass  as- — hal  you  divil's 
limb!  out  wid  j^out  Well,"  she  added,  after  a 
short  panse,  "  you  see  we're  here  hcforc  you  for 
17 
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ill  vour  big  threats ,  but  1 11  tell  you  b  Int  it  is 
Hiiriy  upon  my  soul  jou  must  turn  a  ntn  lafe 
or  111  lose  ft  fall  If  ^on  or  Dick  have  urn 
thuig  against  ns  why  dou't  you  proie  ii  mati 
fully  at  wanst  ind  uot  be  sDikin'  alout  the 
busli  the  way  jez  do  The  sorra  aither  of  us 
mil  he  nndlier  yotir  low  mane  thought*  any 
louder  I  hope  yju  seen  Barney  Biady  s  goose 
on  your  thravels  ?  Faugh  upon  ye  !  Throth 
yoQ  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  rise  your  head  this 
month  to  cornel" 

"  Ay,  now  you're  at  it,"  exclaimed  Harry,  ris- 
ing and  putting  on  his  hat ;  "  bnt  for  my  part 
I'll  laye  you  to  fight  the  walls  till  your  tongue 
tires.  Ail  yon  want  is  some  one  to  jaw  back  to 
yon,  jnst  to  keep  the  ball  goin'.  Bannaght  lathi 
for  a  whilel" 

Outside  the  door  he  met  his  brother. 

"  I  was  goin'  to  sit  awhile  wid  you,"  said 
Dick ;  "  I  can't  stand  that  woman's  tonguo 
good  or  bad." 

"  Faith,  an'  I  was  jist  goin'  in  to  you,"  replied 
the  other;  "  Bid's  in  her  giory;  there's  no  facin' 
Iier.     Let  us  go  an'  Kit  awhile  wid  Charley  Mar 
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"  Batl  luck  to  Biirney  Brady's  goose,  any 
how;  it'll  be  a  long  day  till  we  hear  the  end 
of  it." 

"The  curse  o'  Cromwell  od  it,  but  it's  the 
unlucky  bird  to  ua  this  night,  sure  enough," 
re-echoed  his  brother.  "Come  an'  let  us  have 
a  while's  shanahas  wid  Charley  til!  these  women 

They  accordingly  went,  and  ere  a  lapse  of 
many  minutes  their  wives  were  together  again 
for  the  purpose  of  comparing  notes,  and  of  in- 
dulging in  another  hearty  laugh  at  their  lina- 
bands. 

Barney  Brady's  goose  now  began  to  be  n 
goose  of  some  eminence.  In  short,  it  was 
much  talked  of,  and  had  its  character  and 
qualities  debated  j>ro  and  con.  One  thing, 
however,  was  very  remarkable  in  this  business; 
and  that  thing  was,  that  the  male  portion  of 
the  neighbors  hated  it  with  a  cordiality  which 
they  could  not  disguise,  whilst  their  wives,  on 
the  other  hand,  defended  it  most  strenuously 
again&t  all  the  calumnious  attacks  of  its  ene- 
mies. The  dreaded  change,  to  which  we  have 
before  alluded,  was  now  going  on  rapidly,  and 
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it  somehow  happened  that  frcarcely  a  family 
feud  connected  with  it  took  took  place  within  a, 
certain  circle  of  Barney  Brady's  house,  in  which 
his  goose  was  not  either  directly  or  indirectly 
concerned. 

Barney  himself,  whose  inspiclons  had  been  for 
a  long  time  lulled  by  the  interest  he  took  in  a 
bird  of  Lis  own  procuring,  at  length  began  to 
look  queer  at  certain  glimpses  which  he  caught 
of  what  was  going  forward. 

"  Alley,"  said  Le,  with  a  good  deal  of  uneasi- 
ness, "  what  brings  np  tliem  wives  o'  the  Magui- 
gans  here,  that  I  spoke  so  much  about  V 

"  Why,  throth,  Barney,  I  thought  there  wag 
something  wrong  wid  the  poor  goose,  an'  I  sent 
down  for  them." 

"  By  t!ie  mortual  man,  I  wish,"  replied  Bar- 
ney, "  that  I  had  never  brought  the  dirty  drab 
of  a  crathur  about  the  place.  Why,  if  all 
you  gay  about  it  is  true,  it  never  had  a  day's 
health  bImcc  it  came  to  us,  an'  yet  I'll  take  my 
oath  it's  as  fat  a  goose  this  minute  as  ever 

"  An'  right  well  you  know,  Barney,  it  got 
delicate  afthur  it  came  to  us:  an'  it  stands  to 
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raison,^ — the  crathur"  fretted  aftlmr  theni  it  left 
beliind  it." 

"No,  confosion  to  tlie  fret;  it  bad  no  raison 
in  life  when  it  got  a  comrade  to  keep  it  com- 
pany. Be  me  sowl  it's  I  that  fretted,  an'  I 
duLiaa  but  I'm  the  grea.test  goose  o'  tlie  two  for 
not  wringin'  it's  head  off,  an'  pnttin'  a  stop  to  a 
crew  o'  women  coniin'  to  the  place  on  the  head 
of  it.     What's  wrong  wid  it  now  ?" 

"  Why,  throth,  I  didn't  know  myself  till  Bid 
Maguigan  tould  me.  I  thought  it  was  sick,  but 
it's  not.  Sure  the  poor  thing's  goin'  to  clock, 
an'  I  must  set  the  eggs  for  it  to-morrow." 

"I  hope  you'll  keep  your  word  then,"  said 
Barney,  "  for  although  it  would  go  against  me 
to  harm  the  crathur,  still,  I  tell  you,  that  if  the 
crew  I'm  spaken  of  does  be  comin'  about  the 
place  undher  pretence  of  it,  be  the  crass  I'll  be 
apt  to  give  it  a  dog's  knock  sometime;  an'  take 
care.  Alley,  that  more  geese  than  one  won't 
come  in  for  a  knock." 

In  this  instance,  however,  it  so  happened  that 
Alley  had  truth  on  her  side;  the  fact,  indeed, 
was  unquestionable,  and  enabled  the  good  women 
of  the  noigliborhood  to  keep  their  angry  hns- 
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bands  quiet  for  a  considerable  time  afterwards. 
With  some  of  the  latter  tlio  report  gained 
ground  very  sloivly,  but  on  ascertaining  that 
it  was  a  fact,  raauy  of  tbem  felt  considerably 
relieved. 

The  reader  already  sees  that  Barney  Eradv's 
goose  was  really  a  goose  of  importance,  whose 
outgoings  and  in-coraings,  whose  health  or  ill- 
cess,  weal  or  woe,  invoked  the  ease  and  comfort, 
or  the  doubt  and  anxiety  of  a  considerable 
number  of  persons  in  the  surrounding  district. 
Barney  himself,  however,  felt  that  her  incubation 
was  rather  a  matter  of  discomfort  to  him  than 
otherwise;  for  had  she  been  np  and  siirring,  ho 
knew  that  she  might  be  liable  to  all  the  "  skyey 
iuaaences"  that  geese  are  heirs  to.  Now,  how- 
ever, Ailey  had  no  apology  arising  from  her  to 
receive  visifs  from  the  black  sheep  of  the  neigh- 
borhood, and  yet  he  often  detected  them,  either 
in  his  house  or  leaving  it.  This  troubled  him 
very  much,  but  still  Alley  failed  not  in  her  cx- 
ctise,  and  as  he  knew  she  seldom  went  out,  he 
did  not  suspect,  much  less  belicre,  that  his  own 
honse  would  or  could  be  made  the  scene  of  those 
private  meetings,  held  by  such  women  as  the 
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Maguigaiis,  or  others  still  farther  sunk  in  tbe 
jivactices  wlilcii  were  abroad. 

Things,  however,  were  ripeuiag,  for  whilst 
Barney  gravely  mcditatecl  upon  the  moral  pros- 
pect that  presented  itself  in  the  country,  the 
task  of  iiiculiation  was  crowned  by  the  birth  of 
a  fine  brood  of  goslings,  araonnting  to  eleven 
Otit  of  the  twelve,  every  one  of  which  appeared 
to  be  healthy,  and  to  give  promise  in  due  time 
of  arriving  at  the  full  proportion  of  a  goodly 
goose,  allowance  being  made  as  nsual  for  fate 
and  foses. 

Onr  readers  are  now  to  suppose  two  things, 
first,  that  the  goodly  brood  is  reared ;  and, 
eecondly,  that  the  mysterious  but  predominant 
vice  of  the  neighborhood  is  fast  increasing 
Cirney  had  promised  himself  a  handsome  return 
from  tbe  sale  of  the  geese,  and  hoped  in  a  year 
or  two,  to  be  able,  from  the  proceeds,  to  buy  a 
cow  or  a  heifer,  and  never,  besides,  to  be  with- 
out a  good  fat  dinner  at  Michaelmas.  All  this 
was  crcditalile,  and  becoming  an  industrious 
man  In  the  meantime  he  thought  that,  some- 
how, the  flot'k  appeared  leadened  in  his  eye,  that 
is  to  bay,  tiiat  tliey  looked  as  a  whole,  to  be 
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ratlier  diminished  in  number.  Tho  thing  had 
struck  him  before,  bat  in  that  feeble  and  indis- 
tinct manner  in  which,  in  easy  minds,  leayes  not 
aa  impvession  behind  it  which  ever  leads  to  the 
following  up  of  the  saggcstion.  But  on  tiiis 
occasion,  great  was  his  dismay  and  astonlsliroent 
when  on  reckoning  them,  he  found  that  three 
were  most  unaccountably  missing.  Here  was 
more  mystery;  and,  unfortunately,  this  discovery 
was  made  at  a  time  when  ho  had  every  reason 
to  suspect  that  Ailoen  had  at  length  been  drawn 
into  the  prevaleiit  practices.  The  fact  was,  that 
many  secret  and  guarded  movements  had  been 
of  late  noticed  by  him,  of  wliich,  from  motives 
of  deep  and  sagacious  policy,  he  had  determined 
to  tafee  no  open  cognizance,  being  resolved  to 
allow  Aileen  to  hill  herself  into  that  liind  of 
false  security  which  is  usually  produced  by  in- 
difference or  stupidity  on  the  part  of  the  husband. 
Here  whs  a  matter,  however,  that  could  not 
be  overlooked,  and  accordingly  he  demanded  an 
explanation;  but  this  in  a  manner  so  exceedingly 
sage  and  cunning,  that  we  are  sure  our  readers 
cannot  wifH^liold  from  him  the  mark  of  their 
approbation. 
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"  Ailcen,"  said  lie,  without  appearing  to  labor 
unikr  any  suspicion  whatsoever,  "  you  had  bet^ 
ther  look  afther  them  cratlinrs  o'  geese  tliis 
inornin';  there's  three  o'  them  missiii'.  I  can 
reclton  only  eight,  not  eountin'  the  gandlier." 

"Bad  cess  to  your  cnriosify,  Barney;  you're 
as  bad  as  a  woman,  so  you  are,  countiu'  the 
geese!     Musha,  go  to  heaveni" 

"  No,  divil  a  foot,"  said  her  husband,  stsirtmg 
up  in  a  passion,  "an'  be  the  holy  veatmcnt,  if 
you  don't  tell  me  on  the  nail  what  bckem  of 
them,  I  won't  lave  a  goose  o'  them  alive  in 
twenty  minnits.     An'  more  than  that,  take  cars 

an'  don't take  care  I  say — don't  aggrawate 

ine,  I  tell  you." 

"Well,  throth,  Barney,  this  is  good  I  afore 
your  own  childher  too.  All'  now,  if  you  want 
to  know,  I  did  nothin'  wrong  wid  thira,  in  regard 
that  I  know  well  enough  you'd  bring  me  over 
the  coals  about  it;  ay,  did  I  You  gave  me  two 
aa'  six  pence  to  pay  my  Aisther  due'!;  an'  I  met 
ray  aunt,  an'  my  sisthcr  an'  her  bachelor,  Charley 
Cleary,  an'  I  axed  th:m  in  au'  thiatcd  them 
dacently  wid  your  money,  an'  of  coorse  I  had  to 
idl  one  o'  the  geese  to  make  it  up  " 
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"Theu  of  coorae,  too,  you  ped  jour  does." 

"  Divil  send  jou  news  wliether  1  did  or  not. 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Barney,  sooner  than  I'd  lead 
such  a  life,  I'd- " 

"  You'd  what  ?  you'd  what  ?  Bat  I'll  curb 
myself.  To-morrow's  market  day.  Now  I  tell 
you  out  you'll  trudge  step  for  step  along  wid 
myself;  an'  be  the  mortual  man,  two  o'  tlie  same 
geese  must  go  afore  you  lave  the  town.  At 
your  elbow  I'll  stay  till  their  sould;  an'  eyery 
market  day  till  they're  gone,  a  pair  o'  them 
must  go." 

"Why,  thcu,  you  mane-spirited  pitlwuge,  is  it 
to  sell  geese — arra,  what'll  you  come  to  at  last, 
you  blanket  you  ?  Sure  if  I  did  wrong,  can't 
yon  beat  me  ?  So  you'll  stand  at  my  elbow  till 
I  sell  my  geese  I  Be  me  sowl  if  you  do  I'll 
bring  a  blush  in  your  face,  if  there's  such  a  thing 
in  it,  which  there's  not,  or  yon  wouldn't  make  an 
ould  woman — a  Molshy — of  yourself  as  you're 
doiii'.  Upon  my  dickens  I  wondher  you  didn't 
sit  on  the  eggs  yourself;  but,  sure,  I'll  say  you 
did,  to-morrow,  an'  then  they'll  bring  three 
pricesi  Saver  above,  but  I'm  leadin'  a  happy 
life  wid  you  an'  your  gecsol     Mnsha,  bad  luck  be 
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ffora  tliPTu  LTcrj  (Uv  tlm  rise  but  tlity  Lare 
Letti  a  Litther  pill  tu  idp  fiom  the  be-,LLmiii 
Sure  your&df  an'  tliem's  a  common  byword 
Can  either  of  us  go  to  raass  oi  market  thit  the 
neighbors  doesn  t  be  ax  n  mi  a  grin  how  is 
Barney  Bndj  s  goose  ?  " 

It  would  be  acting  rather  unhecoming  the 
diiciiity  of  a  historian  were  we  to  dwell  too 
minutely  on  the  bitter  feuds  which  followed  the 
Bale  of  every  goose  until  the  Hst  of  the  clutch 
was  dispo'ied  of  The  truth  is  that  Birnev  in 
spite  of  all  Ills  authoritj  and  witchfulntss  and 
conscious  wisdom  to  hoot,  was  nerer  able  to  lay 
a  finger  upon  a  single  penny  of  the  proceed') 
nor  conU  he  with  all  his  icuteneso  of  scent 
•smell  out  the  purpose  to  which  AUeen  applied  it 
No;  we  are  wrong  in  this.  He  did  find  it  out, 
and  as  we  have  said,  strongly  suspect  it  too;  but 
he  was  hitherto  able  in  no  instance  to  detect 
Aileen  bo  as  perfectly  to  satisfy  himself  and 
bring  the  proof  home  against  her. 

A  circumstance,  however,  now  occurred  which 
brought  the  whole  dark  secracy  of  this  proceed- 
ing to  light.  Barney,  one  day,  whiie  searching 
ill  some  corner  for  a  hatchet,  which  lie  wanted. 
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stumliled  npon  a  smootL  round  vessel  with  a 
handle  on  one  iiide,  a  pipe  on  the  other,  and  a 
dose  fitting  lid  on  the  top.  Cruiksliank  ov 
Brooke  would  have  enjoyed  ihe  grin  of  malig- 
nant trniraph  which  played  upon  his  features,  as, 
with  one  hand  stretched  under  the  bed,  he  lay 
curiously  feeling  and  examining  the  vessel  in 
question.  Very  fortunately  for  him  Aileen  was 
cutting  some  greens  in  the  garden  for  their 
dinner,  and  nas  consequently  totally  ignorant  of 
the  discoTery  The  opportunity  was  too  good 
to  be  lost,  and  Barney,  who,  although  he  knew 
not  the  use  to  which  the  vessel  was  applied, 
having  never  seen  one  before,  yet  suspecting 
that  it  was  part  and  parcel  of  the  wicked  system 
which  prevailed,  resolved,  now  that  the  coast  was 
clear,  to  carry  it  to  those  who  could  determine 
its  use  and  application.  He  immediately  whii> 
ped  it  out,  took  a  hasfy  glance,  and,  hiding  it 
under  Iiis  big  coat,  stole  off,  nnperceived  by 
Aileen,  to  consult  the  two  Maguigaua.  Here, 
however,  was  no  chance  of  solving  the  mystery, 
the  Maguigans  never  having,  any  more  than 
himself,  seen  to  their  knowledge  any  vessel  of 
the  kind  before.     Long  and  serious  wiis  their 
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deliberatiou  respectiDg  the  steps  necessary  to  be 
takea  upon  this  important  occasion ;  one  sng- 
gesting  one  thing,  anotlier  another.  At  length 
it  occurred  to  them,  that  their  best  plan  would 
be  to  consult  Kate  Doonsh,  an  old  woman  who 
was  considered  an  infallible  authority.  Barney, 
accordingly,  once  more  putting  this  delfic  enigma 
under  his  coat,  set  off  to  Kate's  house,  with 
something  like  a  prophetic  assurance  of  success. 
In  this  again  he  was  doomed  to  be  disappointed. 
Kate,  in  truth,  was  the  very  last  person  from 
whom,  had  lie  known  as  much  as  his  wife,  he 
would  or  ought  to  hare  expected  information. 
She  it  was  her  who  had  chiefly  corrupted  the 
good  wives  of  the  village,  both  by  precept  and 
example,  and  on  her  head  of  ctmrse  did  the 
original  sin  of  the  whole  neighborhood  lie. 
Barney  found  her  at  home,  and  took  it  for 
granted  that  the  difficulty  must  now  be  solved 
witliout  further  trouble. 

"  God  save  you,  Kate." 

"  God  save  you  kindly,  Barney.  How  is 
Aileen  and  the  childher?" 

"  All  as  tight  as  tuppence,  Kate.  What's 
the  news  ?  any  births  or  marriages  abroad  V 
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"Ay,  is  there,  as  many  as  ever;  an'  will  be, 
pliise  God,  to  the  end  o'  the  chaptlier,  man." 

"  Why,  tLin,  I  believe  you're  right,  Kate. 
WJiile  the  sun  shines  an'  the  wind  blows,  the 
world  will  still  be  goia';  but  Kate,  betnxt  jou 
an'  me,  is  it  thrue  that  there's  a  dale  o'  bad 
work  goin'  on  among  ourselves  ?" 

"Faix,  iKapposeso;  you  men  never  wor  good." 

"  Don't  lift  me  tUl  I  fall,  Kate  ;  I  mane 
among  the  women.  I'm  tould  there's  hardly 
one  of  them  what  she  ought  to  be." 

"  Why,  barrin'  the  grace  o'  God,  that's  thrue; 
for,  Barney,  where's  the  man  or  woman  aither 
that  is  as  they  ought  to  be?  Glory  bo  to  GodI" 

"To  tell  the  thruth,  Kate,  I'm  afeard  my 
own  wife's  not  ranch  betther  than  the  rest." 

"  Faith,  if  she's  as  good,  man,  you  have  no 
right  to  complain.  Isn't  she  good  enongh  for 
yov,  anyhow  ?  Is  it  a  lady  yon  want  ?  Musha, 
cock  yon  up,  indeed  1" 

"  There's  thim  eleven  geese,  they're  gone  now, 
and  not  a  farden  ever  I  touched  of  the  price  of 
any  one  o*  them,  only  two  hogs  I  got  to  help  to 
buy  leather  for  a  pair  of  brogues." 

"  Well !" 
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"  But  I  Bay,  Kate,  it's  not  well.  Now  where 
did  it  go  to  ? — answer  me  that.  I  tell  you 
she's  as  bad  as  the  Maguigaas,  an'  of  the  three, 
worse.  I  can't  keep  them  asundher,  and  the 
lies  they  tell  as  is  beyant  belief  An'  not  only 
that,  but  when  tliey  get  together,  we're  their 
sport  and  maygame,  an'  you  know  that  very 
well." 

"No,  nor  you  don't." 

"  Don't  I  ?     I  lei!  you  I  cotch  them." 

"Coteh  themi  at  what?  pullio'downehnrches? 
eh?" 

"Anyway  I  as  good  as  coteh  them;  an'  here's 
a  piece  o'  their  villany,"  he  added,  producing  the 
mystery  from  under  his  coat.  "  Now,  Kate,  I'll 
give  you  share  of  half  a  pint'if  yoa  tell  me  the 
right  name  of  this  consarn." 

"Why,"  replied  Kate,  "did  jou  never  see  one 
o'  these  before;  an'  is  it  possible  you  don't  know 
the  name  of  it  ?" 

"No;  but  I  suspect." 

"An'  so  you  came  here  to  know  the  name  of 
it,  an'  what  it's  for?" 

"  Divil  a  thing  else  brought  me." 

"An'  you  e.xpect  me  to  turn  informer  against 
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the  dacent  woman  to  satisfy  your  curioaty  1 
Get  oat,  you  mane-spirited  blaggard,  how  dare 
you  come  to  me  on  sich  a  bnsiness  ?  It's  a  salt 
herriii'  jou  ongbt  to  have  tied  to  your  tail,  an' 
be  turued  out  before  a  drag-hunt,  you  skulkin' 
vagabone.     Begone  out  o'  this!" 

Discomfited  and  grieved  he  returned  home, 
almost  despairing  of  ever  ascertaining  the  pur- 
pose for  wliifh  the  mysterious  and  strangely- 
shapen  vessel  was  employed. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  the  priest  of  the 
parish.  Father  O'Fiaherty,  held  a  station  that 
day  in  the  next  fownland,  and  thither  did  hon- 
est Barney  repair,  that  he  might  have  his  ^eve^ 
eiice's  opinion  upon  the  vessel  which  he  carried 
under  his  coat.  He  accordingly  bent  his  steps 
in  that  direction,  and  arrived  just  as  the  priest 
had  concluded  the  business  of  the  day. 

"  Well,  Barney,"  said  the  priest,  "  I  hope 
there's  nothing  wrong." 

Barney  shoo!;  his  head  witii  a  good  deal  of 
solemnity,  and  replied — 

"  It's  hard  to  say,  your  reverence;  but  I'd  be 
glad  to  have  a  word  or  two  in  private  wid  jou, 
if  it's  agreeable." 
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The  priest  bronght  liim  into  the  room  where 
he  had  beea  confessing,  and  inqnired  what  was 
the  matter. 

"But  first  sit  down,  Barney ,"  said  he;  "and 
how  is  the  wife  and  cliildren?" 

"  I'm  much  obliged  to  yon,  sir,"  replied  Bar- 
ney; but  it's  not  jist  convenient  to  me  to  sit,  in 
regard  of  what  I'm  carryin' — tl>e  cliildre's  all 
well,  sir,  thank  God  and  your  reverence ;  an' 
Aileen  too,  sir,  as  far  as  health  is  consarned." 

"  But  why  don't  you  sit  down,  man  ?" 

"The  dirli  a  one  of  me  can,  sir,  as  I  said; 
I'^e  a  thing  here  that  I  want  to  ax  yonr  rever- 
ence's opinion  on;  for  to  tell  yon  the  trath,  sir, 
I  suspect  it  to  be  aotiiing  more  or  less  than  a 
piece  of  the  divil's  inviiition." 

"  Where  did  yon  get  it  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  I  was  gropin'  aboat  to-day  look- 
ing for  a  hatchet,  an'  I  stumbled  on  it  by  acci- 
dent." As  he  spoke,  he  slowly  unfolded  the 
skirts  of  his  cotUamore,  and  produced  the 
"mystery  of  iniquity''  to  the  prit-st. 

The  priest,  who  was  a  bit  of  a  humorist  in 
his  way,  on  seeing  what  Barney  carried  with 
such  secrecy,  laughed  lieartily,  and  commenced 
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a  stave  or  two  of  the  old  song,  familiar  by  the 
name  of — ■"  Oh,  Tea-pot,  are  jou  there  ?" 

Ob,  for  the  muse  of  old  Meonides,  or  that 
tenth  Lady  from  Helicon  who  jogged  the  poetic 
elbow  of  oar  own  Mark  Blosaml  Oh,  for — but 
this  is  nseiess — one  line  of  Virgil  will  paint  hon- 
est Barney,  on  ascertaining  from  llie  priest  tliat 
the  utensil  he  bore  about  with  all  tlie  apparent 
importance  and  caution  of  an  antiquarian,  was 
after  all  the  damnable  realijation  of  his  worst 
terrors,  and  the  confirmation  of  his  unprincipled 
wife's  guilt,  an  accursed  tea-pot; — 

"  01)stapuit,-Bteteraiiiqac  comoe,  et  vox  fauoibaa  bffidt." 

Truly  his  dismay  and  horror  conld  scarcely  be 
painted ;  he  started  as  if  he  had  seen  a  spirit, 
his  fingers  spread,  his  eyebrows  were  uplifted, 
and  his  eyes  protruded  almost  out  of  their 
sockets ;  his  very  hair,  as  the  poet  says,  stood 
upright,  and  speech  for  nearly  a  minute  was 
denied  him. 

But  this  paroxysm  of  Barney's,  on  discovering 
what  the  mystic  vnse  actually  was,  demands  a 
few  words   of  explanation.      We  believe  it   is 
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pretty  well  know  ii  U>  most  of  our  aged  readers 
(if  it  ho  liappeD  that  any  old  lady  or  gentleman 
will  condescend  to  peruse  us),  that  about  half  a 
century  ago,  or  eteu  latter,  ere  civilization  had 
carried  many  of  its  questionable  advantages  so 
far  into  the  remote  recesses  of  humble  life  as  it 
does  111  the  present  day,  there  existed  among  the 
lower  closies  a  prejudice  against  tea-drinking, 
that  w  js  absolutely  revolting.  It  is,  to  be  sure, 
difBcult,  properly  to  account  for  this;  but  the 
render  may  rest  assured  that  so  it  was.  In  the 
time  of  which  we  speak,  any  woman,  especially 
a  married  one,  suspected  of  "  tay  dhrinkin',"  was 
looked  upon  as  a  marked  sheep,  and  if  detected 
in  ^he  act,  she  was  considered  a  disgrace  to  her 
sex,  and  her  name  a  reproach  to  her  connexions. 
Many  circumstances  went  to  create  this  not 
unwholesome  prejudice,  and  we  shall  mention  a 
few  of  them. 

In  the  first  place,  tea  at  that  time  was  by  no 
means  so  cheap  a  luxury  as  it  is  now;  and, 
besides,  it  brought  still  more  luxuries  in  its  train. 
They  could  not  use  tea  without  sugar;  and  it 
was  found  that  a  loaf  of  "white  bread"  and 
butter  were  a  decided  improvement.    This  costly 
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cure  it.  Nor  was  tliis  all.  It  was  too  frequently 
found  that  wires  and  daughters  did  not  scruple 
to  steal,  or  otherwise  improperly  make  away 
with  the  property  of  tlieir  husbands  and  fathers, 
rather  than  live  without  this  fascinating  bever- 
age, which  had  then  the  zest  of  novelty  U> 
recommend  it.  Neither  did  its  injurious  con- 
sequences, in  a  moral  point  of  view,  end  here. 
Wives  and  daughters  have  been  known  to  entail 
still  deeper  disgrace  upon  their  families,  in  order 
t9  obtain  it.  The  sons  of  half-sirs,  and  of  inde- 
pendent farmers,  might  have  been  less  successful 
in  their  gallantries  among  the  females  of  their 
father's  tenantry,  were  it  not  for  the  silly  weak- 
ness which  often  yielded  to  temptation  iti  this 
shape.  These  facts  of  themselves  were  sufficient 
ta  create  an  abhorrence  against  tea  among  the 
male  portion  of  the  lower  classes,  and  to  render 
it  almost  infamy  for  any  woman  to  be  known  to 
drink  it.     Our  catalogue  of  prejudices,  however. 
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does  not  end  even  I  It     a       ported — by 

the  husbands,  we  p  am  — tfa  t  t  was  every 
way  unlucky  about  a  hou  and  tl  at  no  poor 
fumily  in  which  it  was  d  unk  v,  r  known  to 

tli rice, —and  for  this  t!  at  the  devil  was 

wonliipped  in  the  country  from  whence  it  came, 
and  thit  it  w  as  consequently  "  the  devU^s  plant," 
But  independently  of  this  did  not  they  all  know 
the  wickedness  that  took  place  ia  the  high  fami- 
lies when  men  and  women  married  and  single, 
from  the  lord  lieutenant  to  the  squire,  met  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  and  in  the  pitch  dark,  to 
drink  e\ery  tuo  of  them— that  is  man  and 
woman — their  ra!iin(.  put  of  tea!  Sure  it  was 
well  known  that  the  devil  was  always  present, 
and  made  the  "  tay  "  himself;  and  as  most  of  the 
lords  and  gentlemen  were  members  of  the  Hell- 
fire  Club,  it  stood  to  reason  that  the  devil  and 
they  were  all  in  their  glory. 

Now  oil  this  came  of  "tay  dhrinklng;"  and 
how,  then,  could  it  happen  but  that  the  old,  boy 
must  have  had  a  hard  grip  of  any  woman  that 
took  it.  Our  readers,  we  trust,  can  now  under- 
stand not  oniy  our  friend  Barney's  horror,  on 
discovering  that  the  ressei  he  carried  about  with 


6d  by  Google 


2H  BAHNET  bkadt's  coose;  db, 

him  was  nothing  more  or  IC'S  tlian  aa  unholy 
teii-pot,  but  also  the  distress,  and  indignation, 
,  and  jealous  vigilence  with  which  he  and  the 
Maguigans  kejit  watch  upon  the  motions  of  their 
inoffensive  wives.  Indeed,  much  of  the  simplir 
city  of  character  which  then  existed,  is  now 
gone;  and  we  have  every  reason  to  regret  it, 
although  Dot  more  than  the  wnliapuy  people 
themselves.  It  was  truly  arauiing  to  witness 
the  harmless  but  covert  warfare  whii'h  went  on 
between  the  husbands  and  wives  of  a  lillagc, 
who  assailed  eafh  otJier  as  if  from  masked 
batteries,  whilst  a  firm  and  incorruptible  esprit 
dv.  corps  knit  the  mdividuals  on  eacli  side 
together — thus  joining  themselves  into  b  most 
conning  league  for  the  pui'pose  of  cirt;um  veil  ting 
the  opposite  party.  And  in  later  times,  wheu 
tea  was  sanetioued  at  least  once  a  week — to  wit, 
on  Sunday  morning — it  was  highly  diverting  to 
witness  the  manffinvres  resorted  to  by  the  good 
wife  or  ier  daughters,  in  order  to  have  a  cup  of 
it  more  Se^uently.  Sometimes  they  salted  the 
porridge  made  for  breakfast  so  villainously,  that 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  the  "cup  of  tay;" 
sometimes  the   schoolmaster  was   to  brcakfasi 
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with  them,  and  when  the  strongest  and  most 
fragriint  was  ready  drawn  and  awaiting  him,  it 
was  discovered  that  the  whole  matter  was  a 
hoax,  got  up  by  the  females  of  the  family,  that 
they  might  secure  it  to  themselves.  But  alas  ! 
those  good  innocent  days  are  gone,  and  we  fear 
for  ever! — But  to  return— 

"Heaven  and  earth,  your  reverence!"  ex- 
claimed Barney,  when  he  had  recovered  himseSf, 
"  what's  to  be  done  1     I'm  a  ruined  maa,  an'  my 

Now  nobody  living  understood  the  nature  of 
Barney's  grievance  better  than  the  pries.t,  to  whom, 
upon  the  woful  subject  of  tea-drinking,  many  a 
sore  complaint,  heaven  knows,  had  been  carried. 

"Why,  Barney,"  said  he,  pretending  igno- 
rance, "  what  is  wrong  ?" 

"Wrong!  By  the  mortual  man,  your  rever- 
ence—  Clod  pardon  mo  for  sweariu'  in  your 
presence— ^!ie' 3  at  it  hard  and  fast  for  the  last 
nine  months." 

"Nine  months!  how  is  that?  what  do  you 
mean  ?" 

"  The  devil's  plant,  the  tay,  sir.  Aileen,  my 
wife's  to  the  back  bone  into  it.     She  an' them 
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two  rotten  sheep,  the  Maguigans'  wiTes.  Ay, 
are  they;  an'  the  trutli,  the  naked  truth,  is,  sir, 
that  they're  all  roddted  wid  the  same  stick — 
divil  a  thing  but  truth  I'm  tellin'  you." 

"Tut!  you're  dreaming,  Barney.  How  could 
your  wifo  afford  to  drink  tea  ?  "Where  could 
she  get  tl;e  money  for  it?  You  have  none  to 
spare,  I  hslieve;  and  if  you  had,  I  don't  think 
you'd  alio  ?  it  to  her  for  such  a  purpose." 

"  It  art"  all  along  out  of  a  damnable — heaven 
forgive  me  again  takin'  its  name  afore  yoti,  sir — 
out  of  a  d  jnnable  goose  I  got  from  an  aunt  o' 
mine;  and  may  ail  the  plagues  of  Aygip  light 
upon  her,  an'  on  the  dotin'  ould  goose  of 
gandher  thjt's  along  wid  her  I" 

"Why,  That  has  the  goose  to  do  with  your 
wife's  tea-d-inking !" 

"Every  thing,  and  be  cursed  to  her — the 
dirty  blackguard  fowl  made  me  a  laugh in'-stock 
to  the  neighbors  in  the  beginnin',  and  now  oiy 
wife  has  made  me  worse.  God  only  knows 
what  she  has  made  me;  a  tay-dhriuker,  your 
reverence  knows,  will  do  any  thing." 

"  But  the  goose,  Barney  ?  I  can't  connect 
the  goose  with  your  wife's  tea-drinking." 
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"  T/tmrnn  an  dioual  fnt — the  same  goose 
brought  lis  a  clfckm'  of  eleven  as  fine  fat  birds 
as  over  jou  tasted  in  yonr  iife,  an  co  ifusioii  to 
the  one  of  them  but  she  (irank  m  tea  hamn' 
two  shilhnga  she  gave  me  to  buy  leather  for  a 
pair  o'  brogues  wbeB  my  heels  were  on  the 
stones  " 

'  Is  it  the  goose  or  j'oarnife  joure  speak 
ing  of  ?' 

"  My  wife,  the  thief." 

"You  don't  mean  that  it  was  she  brought 
you  the  claekin'  of " 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  Barney  with  a  grin,  which 
he  could  not  suppress  ;  "  nor,  be  me  sowl  it 
wasn't  the  goose  drank  the  tay  aither,  Bnt 
what's  to  be  done,  your  reverence  ?" 

"  Is  the  goose  fat  now,  Barney  ?" 

"  Faith,  sir,  Squire  Warnock's  a  skilleton  to 
her ;  she'd  want  an  arm  chair  to  be  rolled 
about  in." 

"Well,  Barney,  to  get  out  of  troable,  send 
me  the  goose  and  ganijer,  and  make  your  mind 
easy.  I'll  cure  the  tea-drinking;  or  at  a!!  events, 
I'll  andertake  that  your  wife  won't  tast«  a  single 
cup  with  oat  your  knowing  it." 
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"  You  shall  have  them,  sir;  but  faitli  I  say 
it's  a  boQld  undertakiDg.  God  graat  yoa  may 
succeed  ia  it — hopin'  always  tbat  it  maja't  be 
too  late,  eo  far  as  I'm  consarned;  for  they  say 
that  a  tay-dhrinker  has  no  scruples  good  or  bad. 
Oh,  nrardherl  God  pity  the  mau  that  has  a  tay- 
dhrinkin'  wife,  an'  undhertakes  to  rear  geesel 
Vm  Dothing  but  a  marthjr  to  them," 

"Barney,  I'll  tell  you  what  you'll  do,"  says 
the  priest.  "Take  this  same  tea-pot  back  to 
your  own  house,  and  leave  it,  unknown  to  yoor 
wife,  esactiy  in  the  spot  where  you  got  it. 
After  this,  keep  sioging,  '  Tea-pot,  are  you 
there?'  during  the  remainder  of  the  day;  and 
yon  may  throw  out  a  hint  to  her  that  you  have 
lately  seen  such  a  thing;  then  watch  her  well, 
and  in  a  day  or  two  let  me  know  how  she'll  act. 
Come  now,  put  it  under  your  tail  and  be  off.  I 
have  given  you  proper  instructions. 

Barney  thanked  the  priest,  rolled  it  up  in  the 
.all  of  his  great-coat  as  before,  and  made  to- 
wards home  ;  but  not  without  a  deteimination 
Qrst  to  sec  and  consult  with  the  Maguigans. 
This,  indeed,  was  a  bitter  meeting.  No  sooner 
had  his  two  neighbors  satisfied  tliemselves  that 
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it  was  a  bow,  fida.  iea-pot,  than  tliey  sok'ranlj- 
pk'dgetl  themselves,  heart  and  hand,  to  support 
Barney  in  any  plan  that  might  enable  thtm  to 
put  an  end  to  tea-drinking  for  ever.  They  then 
separated,  having  as  good  as  sworn  an  oatli 
that  they  would  mutnally  sustain  atid  back  one 
another  in  this  severe  and  opprobrious  trial. 

It  was  very  fortunate  for  Barney  that  Aileen 
had  gone  to  bring  in  a  pitcher  of  water  for  the 
supper,  when  he  reached  hocoe,  as  by  that  means 
he  had  an  opportunity  of  replacing  the  tearpot 
without  the  possihility  of  her  seeing  iiim.  Great, 
however,  was  her  astonishment,  or  rather  con- 
sternation, when  on  entering  the  house  she  heurd 
Barney  singing,  "  0  tea-pot,  are  you  tliere  V  in 
a  tone  so  joHy  and  full  of  spirits,  that  she  knew 
not  in  what  light  to  consider  this  unusual  incli- 
nation to  melody — whether  as  the  result  of  acci- 
dent or  design. 

"  Barney,  dear,"  said  she  with  more  affection 
tiian  usual,  "  where  wor  you  ?" 

"  In  several  places,  Aileen  my  honey.  I  seen 
many  strange  sights  to-day,  Aileen." 

"  What  wor  they,  Barney,  darling  ?  Tell  ua 
one  o'  them." 


6d  by  Google 


320  BAKNEY  BRADY'S  GOOSE;   OR, 

"  Why,  I  was  lookiu'  about  to-day,  Aileeti, 
for  an  article  I  wanted — a  hatchet,  it  was  to 
mend  a  gate— and,  upon  my  throth  I  found  a 
jioteel  tea-pot  in  anything  but  jinteel  company, 
'0  tearpot  are  you  there?"  etc.,  etc.,  and  he 
gave  her  very  sturdily  a  second  stave  of  the 
same  melody. 

This  melodious  system  of  bitter  jocularity  he 
continued  like  a  man  on  the  rack  for  two  or 
three  days,  during  which  period  he  observed  that 
several  secret  conferences  took  place  between 
Aileen  and  the  tainted  wives  of  her  neighbors, 
as  was  evident  from  her  occasional  absence  and 
the  rapid  expresses  that  passed  from  time  to 
time  between  them.  The  fact  was  that  the  find- 
ing of  the  tea-pot  proved  a  very  fortunate  dis- 
covery, and  was  attended  by  a  no  less  important 
result  than  the  breaking  up  of  the  tea-drioking 
eoufederacy  that  existed  in  the  village. 

We  have  now  solved  and  explmned  this  great 
mystery — and,  like  all  other  mysteries,  discovery 
put  an  end  to  it.  Aileen  made  humble  and 
sufficient  apologies  for  having  been  drawn  into 
the  grievous  immorality  of  tea-drinking.  As  a. 
token  that  the  wickedness  was  for  ever  aban- 
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doncf],  tho  tear-pot  was  bronght  out,  and  smashed 
with  all  doe  ceremonj.  Father  O'Flalierty  too 
was  induced  to  issue  from  the  altar  so  severe  an 
interdict  against  the  forbidden  beverage,  as  alto- 
gether suppressed  the  practice  throughont  the 
palish. 
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which  roast  gratify  every  one  who  wishes  to  see 
the  geacral  masses  actuated  by  those  principles 
whifh  follow  in  the  train  of  knowledge  and  civil- 
ization. But  at  the  same  time  it  is  undeniable 
that  the  simplicity  which  accompanied  those 
old  vestiges  of  harmless  ignorance  has  departed 
along  with  them;  and,  in  spite  of  education  and 
science,  we  miss  the  old  familiar  individuals  who 
stood  forth  as  the  representatives  oE  manners, 
whose  very  memory  touches  the  heart  and  affec- 
tions more  strongly  than  the  hard  creations  of 
sterner  but  more  salutary  truths.  For  our  own 
part,  we  have  always  loved  the  rich  and  ruddy 
twilight  of  the  rustic  hearth,  where  the  capri- 
cious tongues  of  blazing  light  shoot  out  from 
between  the  kindling  turf,  and  dance  in  vivid 
reflection  in  the  well-scoured  pewter  and  delft 
as  they  stand  neatly  arranged  on  tlie  kitchen 
dresser — loved,  did  we  say  ?  ay,  and  ever  pre- 
ferred it  to  philosophy,  with  all  her  light  and 
fashion,  with  all  her  heartlessness  and  hypoc- 
risy. For  this  reason  it  is,  that  whilst  retracing, 
as  it  were,  the  steps  of  our  early  life,  and  bring- 
ing back  to  our  memory  the  acquaintances  of 
our  youthful  days,  we  feel  our  heart  touched 
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with  melancholy  and  sorrow  because  nt  I  now 
that  it  18  like  takinff  our  last  farewell  of  old 
friends  whom  we  shall  never  see  agam  from 
whom  we  never  eiperienced  any  thni!:^  but 
kiiidnesi  and  whose  time  touched  fjcei  vere 
never  turned  upon  us  but  with  pleT;ure  ind 
amasement  and  affection 

In  this  paper  it  is  not  with  the  &enachie, 
whose  nime  ^nd  avocations  are  associated  with 
high  and  historical  dicnitv  that  we  have  any 
thin,j:  to  do  Our  sketches  do  not  go  \eij  far 
beyond  the  manners  of  our  own  times ;  by 
which  we  mean  that  we  paint  or  record  nothUig 
that  is  not  remembered  and  known  by  those 
who  arc  now  living.  The  Senachie  wc  speak 
of  is  the  dim  and  diminished  refiection  of  him 
who  filled  a  distinct  calling  in  a  period  that 
has  long  gone  by.  The  regular  Senachie — the 
herald  and  historian  of  individual  families,  the 
faithful  genealogist  of  his  long-descended  pat> 
ron^has  not  been  in  existence  for  at  least  a 
century  and  a  half,  perhaps  two.  He  with 
whom  we  have  to  do  is  the  humble  old  man 
who,  feeling  himself  gifted  with  a  strong  mem- 
ory fur  genealogical   history,  old   family  anec 
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dotes,  aDd  legendary  lore  in  general,  passes  a 
liappy  life  in  going  from  family  to  family,  com- 
fortably dressed  and  much  respected— dropping 
in  of  a  Saturday  night  without  any  previous  no- 
tice, bringing  eager  curiosity  and  delight  to  the 
youngsters  of  the  house  he  visits,  and  filling  the 
sedate  ears  of  the  old  with  taies  and  legends, 
in  which,  perhaps,  individuals  of  their  own  name 
and  blood  have  in  former  ages  been  known  to 
take  a  remarkable  and  conspicnous  part. 

Indeed,  there  is  no  country  in  the  world  whore, 
from  the  peculiar  features  of  its  social  and  politi- 
cal changes,  the  chronicles  of  the  Senachie  would 
be  more  likely  to  produce  sucli  a  powerfnl  effect 
as  in  Ireland,  When  we  consider  that  it  was 
once  a  country  of  princes  and  chiefs,  each  of 
whom  was  followed  and  looked  up  to  with  such 
a  spirit  of  feudal  enthusiasm  and  devoted  attach- 
ment as  might  be  naturally  expected  from  a  peo- 
ple remarkable  for  the  force  of  their  affection 
and  their  power  of  imagination,  it  is  not  sur- 
prising that  the  man  who,  in  a  stat«  of  society 
which  presented  to  the  minds  of  so  many  noth- 
ing but  the  records  of  fallen  greatness  or  the 
decay  of  powerful  names,  and  tiie  downfall  of 
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rude  barbaric  grandeur,  together  with  tlie  ruin 
of  fanes  and  the  prostration  of  religions  instita- 
tions,  each  inrested  with  some  local  or  national 
interest — it  is  not  sarfffising.  we  say,  that  such 
a  man  should  be  welcomed,  and  listened  to,  and 
honored,  with  a  feeling  far  surpassing  that  which 
was  awakened  by  (he  idle  jingle  of  a  Proyengal 
Troubadour,  or  the  goi^eous  dreams  begotten 
by  Arabian  fiction.  Neither  the  transition  statu 
of  society,  however,  nor  the  scanty  diffusion  of 
knowledge  among  the  Irish,  allowed  the  Sena- 
ehie  to  produce  any  permanent  impresiion  upon 
the  people;  and  the  consequence  was,  that  as 
the  changes  of  society  hurried  on,  he  and  his 
audience  were  carried  along  with  them;  his  tra- 
ditionary lore  was  lost  in  the  ignorance  which 
ever  arises  when  a  ban  has  been  placed  upon 
education ;  and  from  the  recital  of  the  high 
deeds  and  heroic  feats  of  by-gone  dnys,  he 
sank  down  into  the  humble  chronicler  of  hoary 
legends  and  dim  traditions,  for  such  only  has  he 
been  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest  man  liv- 
ing, and  as  such  only  do  we  intend  to  present 
him  to  our  readers. 

The  most  accomplished  Senachie  of  this  kind 
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that  tier  came  ivithiri  our  observation  waa  a 
miiii  c  lUed  Tom  GreSMej  or  Tom  tlie  bhoe 
mikpr  He  wis  a  very  stout  wellhuijt  maD 
about  fifty  years  of  age  with  i  round  head 
somen  hat  bald  and  an  eipansive  forel  eid  that 
argued  a  considerable  reach  of  natural  intellect 
His  knowinij  onjans  ft  ere  large  and  projected 
over  a  jatr  of  deep-set  lively  eies  that  tcmtil 
lated  with  strong  tmnlilings  of  humor  His 
vo  ce  was  loud  his  enunc  ation  rapid  but  dis 
tinct  and  such  was  the  force  and  buoyancy  of 
his  spirits  added  to  the  vehemence  of  his  man 
ncr  that  altogether  it  was  impossible  to  resist 
him  His  laughter  was  infectious  and  k)  loud 
thit  It  mi^ht  be  heard  of  a  calm  summer  even 
lug  at  an  incredible  distance  Indeed  lom  pos- 
sessed nwiny  qualities  that  rendered  him  a  most 
agreeable  companion  he  could  sing  a  good  song 
for  111  tance  dance  a  hornpipe  as  well  as  any 
dancing  master  and  i«e  need  not  say  that  he 
could  tell  a  good  fitor>  He  could  also  imitate 
a  Jew  s  harp  or  trump  upon  hia  lips  nith  his 
mere  fingers  m  such  a  manner  that  the  decep- 
tion nas  complete  uid  it  was  nell  known  that 
flocks  of  the  countrv  peo[  Je  used  to  cron  d  about 
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him  for  the  purpose  of  hearing;  his  perffirTiiaiii"o 
upon  the  ivy  leaf,  which  he  played  upon  by  put- 
ting it  in  his  mouth,  and  uttering  a  most  melodi- 
oas  whistle.  Altof;ether,  he  was  a  man  of  great 
natural  power=i,  and  pos<iesscd  such  a  memory  aa 
the  writer  of  thi^  never  knew  any  other  human 
bping  to  be  gifted  with.  He  not  only  remem- 
Iiered  ecery  thing  he  saw  or  was  concerned  in, 
but  every  thing  he  heard  also.  His  language, 
when  he  spoke  Irish,  was  fluent,  clear,  and 
Eometimes  eloquent;  but  when  he  had  mconrse 
to  the  English,  althongh  his  fluency  remained, 
yet  it  was  the  fluency  of  a  man  who  made  an 
indiseri  rain  ate  nse  of  a  vocabulary  which  he  did 
not  understand  His  pedantry  on  this  account 
was  highly  ludicrous  and  amusing,  am!  his  wit 
and  humor  surprisingly  original  and  pointed. 
He  had  never  received  any  education,  and  was 
consequently  completely  illiterate,  yet  he  could 
repeat  every  word  of  Gallaher's  Irish  Sermfins, 
Dunlevy's  Catechism,  Think  Well  On't,  the 
Seven  Champions  of  Christendom,  and  the  sub- 
stance of  Pastorini'a  and  Kolnrab  Kill's  Prophe- 
cies, all  by  heart.  Many  a  time  have  we  seen 
him  r^aii,  as  he  used  to  call  it,  one  of  Dr.  Gal- 
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a  feat  wliich  was  looked  npon  with  twice  the 
wonder  it  would  have  produced  had  he  merely 
said  that  he  repeated  it.  Bat  to  read  it  out 
of  the  skirt  of  his  coat !  Heavens,  how  we 
used  to  look  on  with  awe  and  veneration,  as 
Tom,  in  a  lond  rapid  voice,  "  rhymed  it  oat  of 
liim,"  for  such  was  the  term  we  gave  to  his 
recital  of  it  I  His  learnmg,  however,  was  not 
confined  to  mere  English  and  Irish,  for  Tom  was 
also  classical  in  his  way,  and  for  want  of  a  bet^ 
ter  substitute  it  was  said  could  serve  mass,  which 
must  always  be  done  in  Latin.  Certain  it  was 
that  he  could  repeat  the  Be  p-ofundis  and  the 
Dies  Irm,  in  that  language.  We  need  scarcely 
add,  that  in  these  learned  exhibitions  lie  dealt 
largely  in  false  quantities,  and  took  a  course 
for  himself  altogether  independent  of  syntax 
and  prosody  ;  this,  however,  was  no  argument 
against  his  natural  talents,  or  the  surprising 
force  of  his  memory, 

Tom  was  also  an  easy  and  happy  Improviser 
both  in  prose  and  poetry;  his  invention  was 
indeed  remarkably  fertile,  but  his  genius  knew 
no  medium  between  encomium  and  satire.    Ho 
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either  lashed  his  frieads,  for  the  dace  an  enemy 
he  had,  with  rude  and  fearful  attacks  of  the 
latter,  or  gave  them,  as  Pope  did  to  Berteriey, 
every  virtne,  under  lieaTCn,  and  indeed  a  good 
many  more  than  erer  were  heard  of  beyond  his 
own  system  of  philosophy  and  morals. 

Tom  was  a  great  person  for  attending  wakes 
and  funerals,  where  he  was  always  a  busy  man, 
comforting  the  afflicted  relatives  with  many 
learned  quotation,  repeating  ranns,  or  spiritual 
songs,  together  with  the  De  profundis  or  Dus 
Irte,  over  the  corpse,  directing  even  the  domestic 
concerns,  paying  attention  to  strangei-s,  looking 
after  the  pipes  and  tobacco,  and  in  fact  making 
himself  not  only  generally  useful,  but  essentially 
necessary  to  them,  by  his  happiness  of  manner, 
the  cordiality  of  his  sjmpatliy,  and  his  unestin- 
gnishahle  humor. 

At  one  time  you  migiit  see  him  engaged  in 
leading  a  Rosary  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of 
the  departed,  or  singing  the  Hermit  of  Killarney, 
a  religious  song,  to  edify  the  company;  and  this 
duty  being  over,  lie  would  commence  a  series  of 
comic  tales  and  humorous  anecdotes,  which  he 
Darrated  with  an  ease  and  spirit  that  the  best 
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of  ns  all  might  envy.  The  Irisli  heart  passes 
rapiJlj'  from  the  depths  of  pathos  to  the  ex- 
tremes of  homor;  and  as  a  proof  of  this,  we  ean 
assure  our  readers  that  we  have  seen  the  nearest 
and  most  afflicted  relatives  of  ttie  deeeased 
carried  away  by  unco ntro) lab] e  laughter  at  the 
broad,  grotesque,  and  ludicrous  farce  of  his 
narratives.  It  was  here  also  that  he  f.lione  in  a 
character  of  which  he  was  verj  proud,  and  for 
the  possession  of  which  he  was  looked  up  to  with 
great  respect  by  the  people;  we  mean  that  of  a 
polemtic,  or,  as  it  is  termed,  "  arguer  of  Scrip- 
ture," for  when  a  man  in  the  country  parts  of 
Ireland  wins  local  fame  as  a  controversialist,  he 
is  seldom  mentioned  in  any  other  way  than  as  a 
great  arguer  of  Scripture.  To  argue  Scripture 
well,  therefore,  means  the  power  of  subduing 
one's  antagonist  in  a  religious  contest.  Many 
challenges  of  this  kind  passed  between  Tom  and 
his  polemical  opponents,  in  most  of  all  of  which 
he  was  successful.  His  memory  was  infallible, 
his  wit  jjrompt  and  dexterous,  and  his  humor 
cither  broad  or  sarcastic,  as  he  found  it  con- 
venient to  apply  it.  In  these  dialectic  displays 
he  spared  neither  logic  nor  learning:  where  an 
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English  quotation  failed  be  threw  in  onu  of  Irish; 
and  where  that  was  understood,  he  posed  them 
with  a  Latin  one,  closing  the  quotation  by 
desiring  them  to  give  a  translation  of  it;  if  this 
too  were  accomplished,  he  rattled  out  the  five  or 
six  first  verses  of  John,  in  Greek,  which  some 
one  Lad  taught  him;  and  as  this  was  generally 
beyond  their  reading,  it  usually  closed  the  dis- 
cussion in  his  favor.  Without  doubt  he  pos- 
sessed a  mind  of  great  natural  versatility  and 
power ;  and  as  these  polemical  exercitations 
were  principally  conducted  in  wake-housea,  it  is 
almost  needless  to  say  that  the  wake  at  which 
they  expected  him  was  uniformly  a  crowded 
one. 

Tom  had  a  good  flexible  voice,  and  used  to 
sing  the  old  Irish  songs  of  our  country  with 
singnlar  pathos  and  effect.  He  sang  Peggy 
Slevin,  the  Red-haired  Man's  Wife,  and  Sheela 
Na  Guira  with  a  feeling  that  early  impressed 
itself  upon  our  heart.  Indeed  we  think  that  his 
sweet  but  artless  voice  still  rings  in  oar  ears; 
and  whilst  we  remember  the  tears  which  the 
enthusiasm  of  sorrow  brought  down  his  checks, 
and  the  quivering  pause  in  the  fine  old  melody 
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wliii;h  marked  what  he  felt,  we  cannot  help 
ac know! edging  that  the  memory  of  these  things 
is  mournfal,  and  that  the  hearts  of  many,  in 
spite  of  new  systems  of  education  and  incaree- 
rating  poor-housea,  will  yearn  after  the  homely 
hut  touching  traits  which  marked  the  harmless 
Senachie,  and  the  times  in  which  he  lived. 

But  now  all  these  innocent  fireside  cnjoymenta 
t  dw      H  rah  It 

m  d  jjl  1  b  th  I  htly  m  th  I  I  ^  d 
h  m       f  th     S        h  p  y  tl 

tl      t   !    t      f         t         t    h     p  th  t  f^ 

f  w  f   I  1       t        ft       1     t  th 

dim  ftl  I        d  tlypo- 


fe    1  f  mp    f    t      tl         f  T  m 

1  f       It  f  d      mf    t  w  tl      t 

care  to  disturb  him,  or  a  passion  that  was  not 
calmed  by  the  simple  but  virtiioas  integrity  of 
his  heart.  His  wishes  were  few,  and  innocently 
and  easily  gratified.  The  great  delight  of  his 
soul  was  not  that  he  should  experience  kindness 
at  the  hands  of  othei-s,  but  that  he  should  corn- 
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municate  to  them  the  simple  vamty  of  his  heart, 
that  degree  of  amusement  and  instruction  and 
knowledge  which  made  them  look  up^n  him  la  a 
wonderful  man,  gifted  with  raie  endowments, 
for  in  what  light  was  not  that  man  to  be  looktid 
upon  who  could  trace  the  old  names  np  to  times 
when  they  were  great,  who  could  climb  a  gene- 
alogical tree  to  the  top  branch,  who  could  tell 
a!!  the  old  Irish  tales  and  legends  of  the  country, 
and  beat  Paddy  Cradden  the  methodist  horse 
jockey,  who  had  the  whole  Bible  by  heart,  at 
arguing  Scripture?  Harmless  ambitioni  humble 
as  it  was,  and  limited  lu  compass,  to  thee  it  was 
all  in  alt;  and  yet  thou  wert  happy  in  feeling 
that  it  was  gratiSed.  This  little  boon  was  all 
thou  didst  ask  of  life,  and  it  was  kindly  granted 
thee.  The  last  night  we  ever  had  tlie  pleasure 
of  boin^  amused  by  Tom,  was  at  a  wake  in  the 
neighborhood  ;  for  it  somehow  happened  that 
there  was  seldom  cither  a  wake  or  a  dance 
within  two  or  three  miles  of  us  that  we  did  not 
attend  ;  and,  God  forgive  us  I  when  old  Poll 
Doolin  was  on  her  death  bed,  the  only  care  that 
troubled  us  was  an  apprehension  that  she  might 
recover,  and  thus  defraud  us  of  a  right  merry 
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wake!  Upon  the  occasion  we  allude  to,  it  being 
known  that  Tom  Gressiey  would  be  present,  of 
course  the  house  was  crowded.  And  when  he 
did  come,  and  his  loud  good-humored  voice  was 
heard  at  the  door,  heavens!  how  every  young 
heart  bounded  with  glee  and  delight  I 

The  first  thing  he  did  on  entering  was  to  go 
where  the  corpse  was  laid  oat,  and  in  a  loud 
rapid  voice  repeat  the  Be  frofundis  for  the 
repose  of  her  soul,  after  which  ho  sat  down  and 
smolied  a  pipe.  Oh,  well  do  we  remember  how 
the  whole  honse  was  hushed,  for  all  was  ex- 
pectation and  interest  as  to  what  he  would  do  or 
say.  At  length  he  spoke — "  Is  Frank  Magavern 
there?" 

"All  that's  left  o'  me's  here,  Tom." 

"An'  if  the  swecp-chimlj-general  had  his  due, 
Frank,  that  wouldn't  be  much  ;  and  so  tho 
longer  you  can  keep  him  out  of  that  same, 
the  betther  for  yourself" 

"Folly  on,  Tom  I  you  know  there's  none  of  us 
all  alile  to  spake  up  to  yov,,  say  what  you  will." 

"  It's  not  so  when  you're  beside  a  .purty  girl, 
Frank.  Cut  sure  that's  not  surprisin';  you  were 
born  wid  bntther  in  your  mouth,  an'  that's  what 
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makes  yoar  oratioDs  to  the  fair  sect  be  bo  soft 
and  meltin',  ha,  ha,  hal  Weil,  iVaiik,  never 
mind;  tliere's  worse  where  you'll  go  to:  keep 
yoar  own  counsel  fast:  let's  salt  your  guras,  an' 
you'll  do  yet.  Whlsiit,  boys;  I'm  goin'  to  sing 
a  rann,  an'  afther  that  Frank  an'  I  will  pick  a 
couple  o'  dozen  out  o'  yea  'to  bos  the  Con- 
naughtman.' "  Boxing  the  Connaugiitniivn  13  a 
play  or  diversion  peculiar  to  wakes;  it  is  gro- 
tesqaeiy  athletic  in  its  character,  but  full,  besides, 
of  comic  sentiment  and  farcical  humor. 

Ee  then  commenced  an  Irish  rann  or  song, 
the  substance  of  which  was  as  follows,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  translation: 

"  St.  Patrick,  it  seems,  was  one  Sunday  morn- 
ing crossing  a  mountain  on  his  way  to  chapel  to 
say  mass,  and  as  he  was  an  humble  man  (coaches 
weren't  then  invented  at  any  rate)  an'  a  great 
pcdcstriam  [pedestrian],  he  took  the  shoilest 
cnt  across  the  mountains.  In  one  of  the  lonely 
glens  lie  met  a  herd-eaudy,  who  spent  his  time 
in  eulogizin'  bis  masthcr's  cattle,  accordin'  to  the 
precepts  of  them  times,  which  was  not  by  any 
means  bo  larned  an'  priraogenitive  us  now. 
The  countenance  of  the  day  was  clear  an'  ex- 
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tremely  Babbathicai ;  every  thiDg  was  at  rest, 
barring  the  little  river  before  hinj,  an'  indeed 
one  would  think  it  flowed  on  wid  more  decency 
an'  bettlier  behavior  than  upon  other  sympa- 
thizing occasions.  The  birds,  to  be  sure,  were 
shigiri',  but  it  was  aisy  to  see  that  tliey  chirped 
out  their  best  notes  in  honor  of  the  day.  'Good 
morrow  on  you,'  said  St.  Patrick;  'what's  the 
raisOE  you're  not  goin'  to  prayers,  my  fine  little 
fellow  V 

"  '  What's  prayers  ?'  axed  the  boy.  St.  Pat- 
rick looked  at  him  with  a  very  pitiful  and 
calamitous  expression  in  his  face.  '  Can  you 
bless  yourself  ?'  said  he.  '  No,'  said  the  boy, 
'I  don't  know  what  it  means?'  'Worse  and 
worse,'  thought  St.  Patrick. 

"  '  Poor  hoacha!,  it  isn't  your  fault.  An'  how 
do  you  pass  your  time  here  V 

"  'Why,  my  mate  [food]  's  brought  to  me, 
ail'  I  do  be  mokin'  kings'  crowns  out  of  my 
rushes,  whin  I'm  not  watching  the  cows  and 
slieep.' 

"  St.  Patrick  sleeked  down  hia  head  wid  great 
dereliction,  an'  said,  'Well,  acushla,  you  do  be 
operatin'  kings'  crowns,  but  I  tell   you  you're 
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.  born  to  wear  a  greater  one  nor  a  king's,  an' 
that  is  a  crown  of  glory.     Come  along  wid  me.' 

" '  I  can't  lave  my  cattJe,'  said  the  other,  '  for 
fraid  they  might  go  astray.* 

"  'Eight  enough,'  said  St.  Patrick,  '  bnt  111 
let  you  see  that  they  won't.'  Now,  any  how, 
St.  Patrick  nnderstood  cattle  irresistibly  himself, 
havin'  been  a  herd-caudy  [boyl  in  his  youth:  so 
he  clapped  his  thumb  to  his  thrapple,  an'  gare 
the  Loy-a-loa  to  the  sheep,  an'  behould  you 
they  came  about  him  wid  great  relaxntion 
an'  respect,  '  Keep  yourselves  sober  and  ficti- 
tious,' says  he,  addressin'  them,  '  till  thi.'!  boy 
comes  back,  an'  don't  go  beyant  your  owner's 
property;  or  if  you  do,  it'll  be  worse  for  yoz, 
If  you  regard  your  health  durin'  the  approxi- 
matin'  season,  mind  an'  attend  to  my  uords, 
The  rot  this  year's  likely  to  be  rife  I  can  tell 
yez.' 

"  Now,  yon  see,  every  sheep,  while  he  was 
spakin',  lifted  the  right  fore-leg,  an'  raised  the 
head  a  little,  an'  behould  when  he  finished,  they 
kissed  their  foot,  an'  made  him  a  low  bow  as  a 
mark  of  their  estimation  an'  superfluity.  He 
thin  clapped  his  finger  an'  thumb  in  his  mouth, 


6d  by  Google 


gaTC  a  iond  whistle,  an'  in  a,  periodical  time  he 
had  all  the  other  cattle  on  the  hill  about  him,  to 
which  he  addressed  the  same  ondeniabic  oration, 
an'  they  bowed  to  him  wid  the  same  polite  gen- 
tility. He  theu  brought  the  lad  along  wid  him, 
an'  as  they  made  progress  in  the  jonrney,  the 
little  fellow  says, 

"  '  You  seem  frustrated  by  the  walk,  an'  if 
you  let  me  carry  your  bundle,  I'll  feel  obliged 

"'Do  so,'  said  the  saint;  'an'  as  it's  rather 
long,  throw  the  bag  that  the  things  are  in  over 
your  shoulder;  you'll  find  it  the  aisiest  way  to 
carry  it.' 

"Well,  the  boy  adopted  this  insinivation,  an' 
they  went  ambiguously  along  til!  they  reached 
the  chapel. 

"  '  Do  you  see  that  house  ?'  said  St.  Patrick, 

"  'I  do,'  said  the  other;  'it  has  no  chimney 
on  it.' 

" '  No,'  said  the  swnt,  '  it  has  not;  but  in  that 
house  Christ,  he  that  saved  you,  will  be  present 
to-day.'  An'  the  boy  thin  shed  tears,  whin  he 
thought  of  the  goodness  of  Christ  in  soring  one 
that  was  a  stranger  to  him.     So  they  entered 
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the  chapel,  an'  the  first  thing  the  lad  was  struck 
with  waB  the  beams  of  the  son  that  came  in 
through  the  windy,  shinin'  beside  tlie  altar. 
Now,  he  had  never  seen  the  like  of  it  in  a 
house  before,  an'  thlntin'  it  was  put  there  for 
some  nse  or  other  in  the  inlarior,  he  threw  the 
wallet,  which  was  lilte  a  saddle-bag,  across  the 
sunbeams,  an'  lo  au'  behould  you,  the  sunbeams 
supported  it,  an'  at  the  same  time,  a  loud  sweet 
voice  was  heard,  sayin'  '  This  is  my  servant  St. 
Kieran,  an'  he's  welcome  to  the  house  of  God.' 
St.  Patrick  theu  tuck  him  an'  instructed  him  in 
the  various  edifications  of  the  lamed  languages 
until  he  became  one  of  the  greatest  saints  that 
ever  Ireland  saw  with  the  exception  and  fiquida- 
tion  of  St.  Patrick  himself.' 

Such  is  a  faint  outline  of  the  tone  and  manner 
peculiar  to  the  narratives. of  Tom  Gressiey.  In- 
deed, It  has  frequently  surprised  not  only  us,  but 
all  who  knew  him,  to  think  how  and  where  and 
wiieii  he  got  together  such  an  incredible  number 
of  hard  and  difficult  words.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
one  tiling  was  perfectly  clear,  that  they  cost  him 
little  trouble  and  no  study  in  their  application. 
His  pride  was  to  apeak  as  learnedly  as  possible. 
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and  of  course  he  imagined  tliat  the  most  Success- 
ful method  of  doing  this  was  to  use  aa  many  sus- 
quepedalian  expressions  as  he  could  crowd  into 
Ills  langaage,  without  any  regard  whatsoever  aa 
to  tlicir  propriety.- 

Immediately  after  the  relation  of  this  legend, 
he  passed  at  once  into  a  diETerent  spirit.  He 
and  Prank  Magavren  marshaled  their  forces, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  two  or  three  dozen  young 
fellows  wore  hotly  engaged  in  the  hnmorons 
game  of  "  Boxing  the  Connaughtman  "  Box- 
ing the  Connaughtman  was  followed  hj  the 
"Standing  Brogue"  and  the  "Sitting  Brogue," 
two  other  sports  practised  only  at  wakes.  And 
here  we  raay  remark  gcnerallyj  that  the  amuse- 
ments resorted  to  on  such  occasions  are  never 
to  be  found  elsewhere,  but  are  exclusively  pecu- 
liar to  the  honse  of  mourning,  where  they  are 
benevolently  introduced  for  the  purpo.se  of  alle- 
viating sorrow.  Having  gone  through  a  few 
more  such  sports,  Tom  took  a  seat,  and  ad- 
dressed a  neighboring  farmer,  named  Gordon, 
as  follows;  — "Jack  Gordon,  do  you  know 
the  history  of  your  own  name,  aud  its  original 
fluency  ?" 

21 
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"  Indeed  no,  Tom,  I  caanot  sny  L  do." 
"  Well,  boys,  if  yez  derogate  your  noise  a 
little,  I'll  teil  yez  tlie  origin  of  the  name  of 
Gordon;*  it's  only  about  ould  Oliver  Crummie, 
whose  tongue  is  on  the  look  out  for  a  drop 
of  wather  ever  since  he  went  to  the  lower 
story." 

•  See  the  tolloiring  legem]. 


THE 

CASTLE  OF  AUGIIENTAIN; 

51  Trgraft  nf  tjjE  ^nm  #nnt. 


The  hum  of  general  conversation  now  gradu- 
ally subsided  into  silence,  and  every  face  assumed 
an  expression  of  curiosity  and  interest  with  the 
exception  of  Jemsy  Baccagh,  who  was  rather 
deaf,  and  blind  George  M'Girr,  so  called  because 
he  wanted  an  eye;  both  of  whom,  in  high  and 
piercing  tones,  carried  on  an  angry  discussion 
touching  a  small  lawsuit  that  had  gone  digimst 
Jemsy  in  the  Court  Leet,  of  which  Genrge  ft  as 
a  kind  of  rustic  attorney.  An  outburst  of  im 
patient  rebuke  was  immediately  poureJ  upon 
them  from  fifty  voices.  "Whist  wid  yea  ye  p^ir 
of  dcTil's  limbs,  an'  Tom  goin'  to  tell  ui  a  story. 
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Jemsy,  yoar  Bowl's  as  crooked  as  your  lame  leg, 
yon  staner;  an'  as  for  biiod  George,  if  roguery 
'ad  save  a  man,  he'll  escape  the  devil  yet.  Tare- 
natioa  to  jez,  an'  be  quiet  till  we  hear  the  story." 

"  Ay,"  said  Tom,  "  Scripthur  says  that  when 
the  bliud  leads  the  blind,  both  '11  fall  into  the 
ditch;  but  God  help  the  Jame  that  have  blind 
George  to  lead  them ;  we  raay  aisily  guess  where 
he'd  guide  them  to,  especially  snch  a  poor  inno- 
cent as  Jemsy  there."  This  banter,  as  it  was 
not  intended  to  give  offence,  so  was  it  received 
by  the  parties  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  with 
laughter  and  good  humor. 

"Silence,  boys,"  said  Tom;  "I'll  jist  take  a 
dhraw  of  the  pipe  till  I  put  my  mind  in  a  proijer 
state  of  transmigration  for  what  I  was  goin'  to 
narrate." 

He  then  smoked  on  for  a  few  minutes,  his 
eyes  complacently  but  meditatively  closed,  and 
his  whole  face  composed  into  the  philosophic 
spirit  of  a  man  who  knew  and  felt  his  own  supe- 
riority, as  well  as  what  was  expected  from  him. 
When  he  had  sufBeientlj  arranged  the  materials 
in  his  mind,  he  took  tlie  pipe  ont  of  his  mouth, 
rubbed  the  shank-end  of   it  against  the  cnff 
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of  liis  coat,  then  handed  it  to-  his  next  neighbor, 
and  having  given  a  short  preparatory  coQgh,  thua 
commenced  his  legend: — 

"Yon  must  know  that  afther  Charles  the 
First  happened  to  miss  his  head  one  day,  havin' 
lost  it  while  playin'  a  game  of  '  Heads  an'  Points' 
with  the  Scotch,  that  a  man  called  Nolly  Red- 
nose,  or  Ohver  Crummlc,  was  sent  over  to  Ire- 
land with  a  parcel  of  breekless  Highlanders,  an' 
English  Eodaghs  to  subduVate  the  Irish,  an'  as 
many  of  the  Prodestans  as  bad  been  friends  to 
the  late  king,  who  were  called  Royalists.  Now, 
it  appears  by  many  learned  transfigurations  that 
Nolly  Rednose  had  in  his  army  a  man  named 
Balgruntie,  or  the  Hog  of  Cupar;  a  fellow  who 
was  as  coorse  as  saekiu',  as  cunnin'  as  a  fox,  an' 
as  gross  as  the  swine  he  was  named  afther. 
Rednose,  there  is  no  donbt  of  it,  was  a  nate 
hand  at  takin'  a  town  or  castle  as  eyer  went 
about  it;  but  then,  any  town  that  didn't  sur- 
rendher  at  discretion  was  sure  to  experience 
little  mitigation  at  his  hands;  an'  whenever  he 
was  bent  on  wickedness,  he  was  sure  to  say  his 
prayers  at  the  commencement  of  every  siege  or 
battle — that  is,  that  he  intended  to  show  no 
21* 
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marcy  in — forhe'dget  abook,  an'openin'it  atthe 
head  of  his  army,  he'd  cry, '  Ahem,  my  brethren, 
let  as  praise  God  by  endeavorin'  till  sing  sich  or 
sich  a  psalm;'  an'  God  help  the  man,  woman,  or 
child,  that  came  before  him  afther  that.  Well 
an' good:  it  so  happened  that  a  squadron  of  his 
psalm-singers  were  dispatched  by  him  from 
EnniskiJlen,  where  he  stopped  to  rendher  assist- 
ance to  a  party  of  liis  array  that  O'Neill  was 
leatherin'  down  near  Dungannon,  an'  on  their 
way  they  happened  to  take  up  their  quauh^rs 
for  the  night  at  the  Mill  of  Aaghentain.  Now, 
above  all  the  men  in  the  creation,  who  should 
be  appointed  to  lead  this  same  squadron  but  the 
Hog  of  Cupar.  '  Balgruntie,  go  off  wid  yo'i,' 
said  Crammle,  when  administering  his  instruc- 
tions to  him;  'but  be  snre  that  whenever  you  meet 
a  fat  royalist  on  the  way,  to  pay  your  respects 
to  him  as  a  Christian  ought,' says  he;  'an',  above 
ai!  things,  my  dear  brother  Bulgruntie,  dim't 
negled  your  devotiotis,  otherwise  our  arms  can't 
prosper,  and  be  sure,'  says  he,  with  a  pioas 
smile,  '  that  if  they  promulgate  opposition,  yon 
will  make  them  bleed  any  Iiow,  either  in  purse  or 
person;  or  if  they  provoke  the  grace  of  God, 
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take   a  little  from  them  in  both;   an'  so  the 
Lord's  name  be  praised,  yeameii.' 

"  Balgruntie  t.ang  a  psulm  of  thanksgiyin'  for 
bcin'  elected  by  his  commander  to  eich  a  holy 
office,  Bet  out  on  his  march,  an'  the  uest  night 
he  an'  his  choir  slept  in  the  mill  of  Aughentain, 
iis  I  said.  Now,  Balgruntie  had  in  this  same 
eoLigregatiou  of  his  a  long-legged  Scotyhroan 
named  Sandy  Saveail,  which  name  he  got  by 
way  of  etymology,  for  his  charity;  for  it  appears 
by  the  historical  elucidations  that  Sandy  was 
perpetually  ratinlzin'  about  sistlierly  affection  an' 
brotherly  Jove:  an'  what  showed  more  tacitamity 
than  anything  else  was,  that  while  this  same 
Sandy  had  the  persuasion  to  make  every  one 
believe  that  he  thought  of  nothing  else,  he  shot 
more  people  than  any  ten  men  in  the  squadron. 
He  was  indeed  what  they  called  a  dead  shot, 
for  no  one  ever  knew  him  to  miss  anything  he 
fired  at.  He  had  a  musket  that  would  throw 
point  blank  an  English  mile,  an'  if  he  only  saw 
a  man's  nose  at  that  distance,  he  ased  to  say 
that,  with  aid  from  above,  lie  could  blow  it  for 
him  with  a  leaden  handkerciiy,  manin'  that  he 
could  blow  it  off  his  face  wid  a  musket  bullet; 
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and  so  by  all  associatiODs  he  could,  for  iDdeed 
the  faits  he  performed  were  very  insinivating  an' 
problematical. 

"Now,  it  BO  h^pened,  that  at  this  period 
there  lived  in  the  castle  a  fine  wealthy  ould 
royalist,  named  Graham  or  Grimes,  as  they 
are  often  denominated,  who  had  but  one  child, 
a  daughter,  whose  beauty  an'  perfections  wor 
mellifluous  far  an'  near  over  the  country,  an'  who 
had  her  health  drunk,  as  the  toast  of  Ireland, 
by  the  Lord-lieutenant  in  the  CastJe  of  Dublin, 
undher.the  sympathetic  appellation  of  'the  Rose 
of  Aughcntain.'  It  was  her  son  that  afterwards 
ran  through  the  estate,  and  was  forced  to  part 
wid  the  castle ;  an'  it's  to  him  the  proverb 
colludes,  which  mentions  'ould  John  Grame, 
that  swallied  the  castle  of  Aughentain.' 

"  Howsomever,  that  bears  no  prodigality  to 
tlie  story  I'm  iiarratin'.  So  what  could  you 
have  of  it,  but  Balgruntie,  who  had  heard  of  the 
father's  wealth  and  the  daughter's  beauty,  tJ>o!! 
a  holy  hankerin'  aftlier  both;  an*  havin'  as  usual 
said  his  prayers  and  sung  a  psalm,  he  determined 
for  to  clap  his  thumb  upon  the  father's  money, 
thinkin'  thot  the  daughter  would  be  the  more 
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aisily  superinduced  to  folly  it.  Id  other  worda, 
he  made  up  his  mind  to  sack  the  castle,  carry 
o£f  the  daughter  an'  marry  her  righteonsly, 
ratiier,  he  said,  throogii  a  sincere  wish  to  bring 
!ier  into  a  state  of  grace  by  a  nnion  with  a  God- 
fearift'  man,  wliose  wallc  he  trusted  was  Zion- 
ward,  than  from  any  cardinal  detachment  for 
lier  wealth  or  bcanty.  He  accordingly  sent  np 
a  file  of  the  most  pious  men  he  had,  picked 
chaps,  with  good  psalm-si ngin'  voices  aud 
strong  noses,  to  request  that  John  Graham 
would  give  them  possession  of  the  castle  for  a 
time,  an'  aftherwards  join  them  at  prayers,  as  a 
proof  that  lie  was  no  royalist,  but  a  friend  to 
Crummie  and  the  Commonwealth.  Now,  you 
see,  the  best  of  it  was,  that  the  very  man  they 
demanded  this  from  was  commonly  denominated 
by  the  people  as  'Gunpowder  Jack,'  in  conse- 
quence of  the  great  signification  of  his  courage; 
an',  besides,  he  was  known  as  a  member  of  the 
Hell-fire  Club,  that  no  person  could  join  that 
hadn't  fought  three  duels,  and  killed  at  least  one 
man;  and  in  ordlier  to  show  that  they  regarded 
neither  God  nor  hell,  they  were  obligated  to  dip 
one  hand  in  blood  an'  the  other  in  fire,  before 
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they  could  be  made  members  of  the  club-  It's 
aisy  to  see,  then,  that  Graham  was  not  likely  to 
quail-before  a  iiandful  of  the  very  men  he  hated 
wld  all  the  vociferation  in  his  power,  an'  he 
accorditigly  put  his  head  oat  of  the  windy,  an' 
axed  thelu  their  tergiverBation  for  being  there. 

"  '  Begone  about  your  business,'  he  said;  '  I 
owe  you  no  regard.  What  brings  you  before 
the  castle  of  a  man  who  despises  you  ?  Don't 
think  to  determinate  me,  you  canting  rascals, 
for  yori  can't.  My  castle's  well  provided  wid 
men  an'  ammunition  an'  food ;  an'  if  you  don't 
be  off,  I'll  make  you  sing  a  different  tune  from  a 
psalm  one'  Begad  he  did,  plump  to  them,  ont 
of  the  windy. 

"  When  Cmmmle'a  men  returned  to  Balgrun- 
tie  in  tlie  mill,  they  related  what  had  tuck 
place,  and  he  said  that  afther  prayers  he'd  aind 
a  second  message  in  writin',  an'  if  it  wasn't 
attended  to,  they'd  pnt  their  trust  in  God,  an' 
storm  the  castle.  The  squadron  lie  commanded 
was  not  a  numerous  one,  an'  as  they  had  no 
artillery,  an'  were  surrounded  by  enemies,  the 
takin'  of  the  castle,  which  was  a  strong  one, 
might   cost    them   some   snufBication.     At    all 
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events,  Balgrnntie  was  bent  on  makin'  the 
attempt,  especially  afther  he  heard  that  the 
castle  waa  well  vittled,  an'  indeed  he  was 
meritorionsly  joined  by  his  men,  who  piously 
licked  their  lips  on  hearin'  of  sneh  glad  tidiu's. 
Graham  was  a  hot-headed  man,  without  mnch 
amWi-dexterity  or  deliberation,  otherwise  he 
might  have  known  that  the  bare  mintion  of 
the  beef  and  mntton  in  his  castle  was  only  fit 
to  make  snch  a  hungry  pack  desperate.  But, 
be  that  as  it  may,  in  a  short  tune  Balgruntie 
wrote  him  a  letter,  demandin'  of  him,  in  the 
name  ofNolly  Eednose  an'  the  Common  wealth, 
to  smrendber  the  castle,  or  if  not,  that,  ouW  w 
he  xrae,  he  would  make  him  as  soople  as  a  Iwo- 
year-onW.  Graham,  after  readin'  it,  threw  tiie 
letter  back  to  the  messengers,  wid  a  certWiH 
recommendation  to  Balgruntie  regarding  it;  ba* 
whether  the  same  recommendation  was  followed 
Dp  and  a«t«d  on  so  soon  as  he  wished,  historical 
Tctaliations  do  not  inform. 

"On  their  return,  the  military  narrated  to 
their  commander  the  reception  they  resaTcd  a 
second  time  from  Graham,  an'  he  then  resolved 
to  lay  regular  siege  to  the  castie ;  but  as  he 
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knew  lie  could  not  aisily  take  it  by  Tiolence,  he 
determined,  as  they  say,  to  starve  the  garrison 
iuisaroly  and  by  degrees.  But,  first  an'  fore- 
moat,  a  thought  struck  him,  au'  he  immediatel; 
called  Sandy  Sayeall  behind  the  mill-hopper, 
which  he  had  now  turned  into  a  pulpit  for  the 
pnrpose  of  expoundin'  the  word,  an'  givia*  ex- 
hortations to  hia  men. 

"  'Sandy,'  sis  he,  'are  jou  in  a  state  of  justifi- 
cation to-day  ?' 

" '  Towards  noon,'  replied  Saudy, '  I  had  some 
strong  wrestlings  with  tie  enemj  lut  I  am 
able,  under  praise,  to  s:  y  th  t  1  d  fat  d  him  in 
three  attacks,  and  I  co  seque  tly  feel  my  righ- 
teousness much  recruited  I  1  ad  some  whole- 
some commuaings  with  the  m  11  r's  dau  htcr — a 
comely  lass,  who  may  yet  be  recovered  from  the 
world,  and  led  out  of  the  darkness  of  Aigyp,  by 
a  word  in  saison/ 

"  '  Well,  Sandy,'  replied  the  other,  '  I  laye 
her  to  your  own  instructions:  there  is  another 
poor  benighted  maiden,  who  is  also  comely,  up 
in  the  castle  of  that  godless  sinner,  who  belong- 
eth  to  the  Perdition  Club;  an'  indeed,  Sandy, 
until  he  is  somehow  removed,  I  think  there  ia 
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little  hope  of  plucking  her  hkc  a  br^d  from 
the  burning.' 

"  He  serenaded  Sandy  in  the  face  as  he  spnke, 
an'  thin  cast  an  extemporary  glance  at  the  miLs- 
ket,  that  was  as  much  as  to  say,  'can  you  tran"*- 
late  an  insinivation  V  Sandy  concocted  a  smiliii' 
reply,  an'  takia'  up  the  gun,  rubbed  the  barrel, 
an'  patted  it  as  a  sportsman  'ud  pat  the  neck  of 
his  horse  or  dog,  wid  reverence  for  comparin'  the 
villain  to  either  one  or  the  other. 

"  '  If  it  was  known,  Sandy,'  said  Balgjnntie, 
it  woald  harden  her  heart  against  me;  an'  as  he 
is  hopeless  at  all  events,  bein'  a  member  of  that 
Perdition  Club" 

" '  True,'  said  Sandy, '  but  yoa  lave  the  miller's 
daughter  to  me  V 

■"' '  I  said  so.' 

"  '  Well,  if  his  removal  will  give  you  any  con- 
solidation in  the  matther,  you  may  say  no  more.' 

"  '  I  could  not,  Sandy,  justify  it  to  myself  to 
take  hira  away  by  open  violence,  for  yoa  know 
that  I  bear  a  conscience  if  any  thing  too  tendher 
an'  dissolute.  Also,  I  wish,  Sandy,  to  presarve 
an  undeniable  reputation  for  humanity;  an',  be 
sides,  the  daughter  might  become  as  reprobat 
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as  the  father,  if  she  luspccted  me  to  be  perion 
ally  coRsarned  m  it  I  ha^e  heard  «v  good  deal 
about  him,  an'  am  eeusiUy  ioformed  that  he 
has  been  "shot  at  tnice  before,  liy  the  sons,  it  is 
thought,  of  an  enemy  that  he  himself  killed 
rather  significantly  in  a  duel ' 

"'Veiy  well,'  eis  Sandy,  '1  ^ould  miselt 
feel  scnipleh,  but  as  both  oar  lonstience'i  i^ 
touched  111  the  bu6iiitsa,  I  think  I  am  justified 
Indeed,  captdm,  it  is  very  likely  afther  all  that 
«e  are  but  mere  instrumLnts  lu  it,  an'  that  it  is 
throne;!!  us  that  this  ouJd  unrighteous  sinner  18 
to  be  rcmosed  by  a  more  frausplendant  judg 

"Begad  neighbors,  whin  a  rascals  bent  on 
TuckeduLS*,  it  le  al^y  to  find  cogitations  enough 
to  back  him  m  hih  villany  An'  bo  was  it  wid 
Sandy  Sa«eal!  and  Balgruntie 

'  That  cTeiun'  ould  Grabam  was  shot  through 
the  head  staudin'  in  the  windy  of  his  own  cistle, 
an'  to  extenuate  the  suspicion  of  such  an  act 
from  Crummle's  men,  Balgmntie  himself  «ent 
op  the  next  day  beggiii'  vciy  pohtely  to  baie  a 
friendly  explanation  «id  bquire  Oraham  sayin' 
that  he  had  liar-ili  orders  but  that  if  the  cistle 
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the  sake  of  the  yoang  lady,  see  tliat  no  injury 
should  be  offiTcd  eitber  to  her  or  ber  father. 

"  The  youtig  lady,  however,  had  the  high 
drop  m  her,  and  becoorse  the  only  answer  he 
f^ot  was  a  flog  of  deSance.  This  nettled  the 
villain,  an'  he  fnund  there  was  nothin'  else  for  it 
but  to  plaee  a  strong  {rimrd  about  the  castle,  to 
keep  all  that  was  in,  in— an'  all  that  was  out, 

"  la  the  meantime  the  very  appearance  of  the 
Crumwellians  in  the  neighborhood  struck  snch 
(error  into  the  people,  that  the  country,  which 
WB^  then  only  very  thinly  inhabited,  became 
finite  desarted,  an'  for  miles  about  the  face  of 
a  human  bein'  couldn't  be  seen,  barrin'  their 
own,  sich  as  tliey  were.  Crummle's  thrack  was 
always  a  bloody  one,  an'  the  people  knew  that 
they  were  wise  in  patting  the  liills  and  mountain 
passes  between  him  and  them.  The  miller  and 
his  daughter  bein'  encouraged  by  Sandy,  staid 
prmcipally  for  the  sake  of  Mif«  Graham ;  but 
except  them,  there  was  not  a  man  or  woman 
in  the  barony  to  bid  good  morrow  to,  or  say 
Siilvey  Dorainey      On  the  beginnin'  of  the  tliird 
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day,  Balgruiitie,  who  knew  his  officialities  ex- 
tremely well,  ati'  had  sent  down  a  messenger  to 
Dnngannoa  to  see  whether  matters  were  so  bad 
as  they  had  been  reported,  was  delighted  to  hear 
tliat  O'Keill  had  disappeared  from  the  neighbor- 
hood. He  immediately  informed  Crnmmle  of 
this,  an'  tould  him  that  he  had  laid  siege  to  one 
of  the  leadin'  passes  of  the  north,  an'  that,  by 
gettin'  possession  of  the  two  castles  of  Anghen- 
tain  and  Angher,  he  could  keep  O'Neill  in 
cheek,  an'  command  that  part  of  the  counthry, 
Nolly  approved  of  this,  an'  ordhered  him  to 
proceed,  but  waa  sorry  that  he  could  send  him 
no  assistance  at  present ;  '  howeyer,'  said  he, 
'  wid  a  good  caase,  sharp  swords,  an'  aid  from 
above,  there  is  no  fear  of  us.' 

"  They  now  set  themselves  to  take  the  castle 
in  airnest.  Balgruntie  an'  Sandy  undherstood 
one  another,  an'  not  a  day  passed  that  some 
one  wasn't  dropped  in  it.  As  soon  as  ever  a 
face  appeared,  pop  went  the  deadly  musket,  an' 
down  fell  tbe  corpse  of  whoever  it  was  aimed  at. 
Miss  Graham  herself  was  spared  for  good  rea- 
sons, bnt  in  the  coorse  of  ten  or  twelve  days 
she  was  nearly  alone,     Onld  Graham,  though  a 
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min  tiiit  fearel  nothn^  wis  only  Equity  of  i 
profound  swagger  wile  I  lie  reported  the  slreigth 
of  t!ie  cnstle  and  the  state  of  the  proiis  ons  to 
Balgri!  itie  an  his  crew  B  it  above  all  things 
th  it  w  iich  clI  i  t,  1  the  r  distresses  wai  the  wai  t 
of  wither  There  was  i  one  in  the  castle  an 
although  there  wa  a  beaut  ful  well  beside  it 
jtt  farer  ^air  it  nas  of  small  responyb  lity 
to  thira  Here  thin  was  the  poor  young  lady 
]  iaced  at  the  maicy  of  i  er  fithers  nurdherer 
for  hjwever  she  n  j,(  t  hive  doubted  in  tie 
beaiiuiii  thit  he  nas  slot  by  the  Crumwell 
ai?  jet  the  death  of  leirlj  all  the  serial  ts  of 
tie  house  m  the  same  Tvay  was  a  suftcient  i roof 
tl  it  it  WIS  like  mtsthLr  1  ke  min  m  this  case 
Wlat  however  was  to  be  dane^  The  whole 
garrson  nov  cons  sted  orly  of  Mss  Griham 
Iti  elf  a  fat  man  cook  adiancel  m  years  who 
dincc  I  in  b  s  distre  s  ir  ordher  that  he  m  gl  t 
snck  his  own  perspirition  ind  a  little  orphin 
boy  that  she  tuck  undter  hei  puitecton  It 
was  a  hard  case  a  yet  Gol  bless  her,  he 
hell  out  like  a  man 

Its  an  ould  sayiri'  that  therr's  no  tyin'  up 
tl  e  tongue  of  Tarn     in    it  s  il  o  a  true  one. 
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itghestain;   or, 

Tlie  account  of  tLe  sicg 

had  gone  far  an'  near 

ill  tlie  couDtliry,  au'  none 

of  the  Irish,  no  matter 

wbat  they  were,  who   ever  heard  it    but  wor 

y     S     ij  S       !I 

th     1     !          11 

A   tl 

tl           tl    t     h     t  1 

1     Id  fi  d      m  th       t 

t          t     h      1      1 

]        f         t          h    J 

t     d     1        tl 

f          f  Or    h  m     f      d 

1           11              1 

t                  11       w 

k  Ik         I      t   th 

tl                      f  tl 

It          1          m     t 

t  i             y   th        b  d 

dh       t     b    y 

tl            At  1    gth  th 

'b      m    t    tl   t  p 

tl    t  p        M       u    1 

t  tl     1    t  g    p 

I              tl    g  t    d     k 

h    h  d  f      td      t 

as     11         h         11 

d    p    f  m    t       1 

d  th            tl     d  m[ 

f  th         tl 

b  t            11  th  t         fe 

th    f  t       kid 

k  1  h  m    li  t    d    th 

th     Ittl        pi    D 

b  J  d   d      Imly         y 

f      h          ftl      1  m 

1           tl     1   li  1  sa  1    ly 

tl       t                11  d 

df        1            m    tl 

Id        b        If 

t    f  d     k      St  11  th 

bl    d   f  th    G    1   ra 

was  in  her,  and  yield  she 

would  uot  to  the  villain 

that  left  her  as  she  wa 

.     Sich  then  was  the 

transparency  of  her   situation,  whin,  hajipeniti' 
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to  1)0  on  the  battlements,  to  catch,  if  possible, 
a  little  of  the  dew  of  heaven,  she  was  surpriseii 
to  see  soinetliing  flung  up,  that  rolled  down  to- 
wards her  feet:  she  lifted  it,  an'  on  examinin' 
the  contents,  found  it  to  be  a  stone  covered  wid 
a  piece  of  brown  paper,  inside  of  which  was  a 
slip  of  white,  containin'  the  words,  '  Endnre — 
relief  is  near  j-ou.'  But,  poor  young  laiij,  of 
what  retrospection  could  tliese  tidins  be  to  one 
in  her  situation  ? — she  could  hardlj  see  to  read 
them;  her  brain  was  dizzy,  her  mouth  like  a 
cinder,  her  tongue  swelled  an'  black,  an'  her 
breath  felt  as  hot  as  a  furnace.  She  could 
barely  braithe,  ati'  was  in  the  very  act  of  lyin' 
down  undber  the  triumphant  air  of  heaven  to 
die  when  she  heard  the  shrill  voice  of  a  yoaug 
kid  in  the  castle  yard,  and  immediately  remem- 
bered that  a  brown  goat  which  her  lover,  a 
gentleman  named  Simpson,  had,  when  it  was  a 
kid,  made  her  a  present  of,  remained  in  the 
castle  about  the  stable  durin'  the  whole  siege. 
She  instantly  made  her  way  slowly  down  stairs, 
got  a  bowl,  and  havin'  milked  the  goat,  she  tuk 
a  little  of  the  milk,  which  I  need  not  asseverate 
at  oLice  relieved  iier.      By  this   means  she  re- 
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covered,  an' fiDdia' no' furtlier  anticipation  frotn 
drutli,  she  resoWed  like  a  hairo  to  kLi|)  the 
Cnirawellians  out,  au'  to  wait  till  either  (Jiid  or 
QiaD  might  lend  her  a  helpla'  hand. 

"Now,  yott  mast  know  that  the  millet's  pnrty 
daugliter  had  also  a  sweetheart,  called  SuU 
Gair  Maguire,  or  sharp-eyed  Maipiire,  an 
humble  branch  of  the  great  Maguires  of  Ennis- 
killen;  au'  this  same  Sail  Uair  was  servant  an' 
foster-brother  to  Simpson,  the  intended  husband 
of  Miss  Graham.  Simpson,  who  lived  some 
miles  off,  on  hearin'  the  condition  of  the  castle, 
gathered  together  all  the  royalists  far  an'  near; 
and  as  Crummle  was  honestly  hated  by  both 
Romans  an'  Prodestans,  faith,  you  see,  Maguire 
himself  promised  to  send  a  few  of  his  followers 
to  the  rescue.  In  the  meantime  Suil  Gair 
dressed  himself  up  like  a  fool  or  idiot,  an'  undher 
the  purtcction  of  the  miller's  daughter,  who 
blarneyed  Sarcall  in  great  style,  was  allowed  to 
wandher  abont  and  joke  wid  the  sogers;  bat 
especially  he  took  a  fancy  to  Sandy,  and  chal- 
lenged him  to  put  one  stone  out  of  five  in  one  of 
the  port-holes  of  the  castle,  at  a  match  of  finger 
stoiie.      Sandy,  who  was  nearly  as  famous  a 
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that  as  the  musket,  was  rather  relaxed  when  he 
saw  that  SuU  Gair  could  at  least  put  in  every 
fifth  ilone,  and  that  he  himself  could  hardly  put 
one  iu  out  of  twenty.  Well,  at  all  events  it  was 
durin'  their  sport  that  fool  Paddy,  as  they 
called  him,  contrived  to  fling  the  scrap  of  writiii' 
I  spoke  of  across  the  battlements  at  all  chances; 
for  whin  he  undhertook  to  go  to  the  castle,  he 
gev  up  his  life  as  lost;  but  he  didn't  care  for 
that,  in  case  he  was  able  to  save  either  his 
foster-brother  or  Miss  Graham.  But  this  is  not 
at  all  iudispensible,  for  it  is  well  known  that 
many  a  foster-brother  sacriliced  his  life  the  same 
way,  and  in  cases  of  great  danger,  when  the 
real  brother  would  beg  to  decline  the  com- 
pliment. 

"Things  were  now  in  a  very  connubial  state 
entirely.  Balgruntie  heard  that  relief  was 
comin'  to  the  castle,  an'  what  to  do  he  did  not 
know;  there  was  little  time  to  be  lost,  however, 
an'  something  must  be  done.  He  praiched 
flowery  discoorses  twice  a  day  from  the  mill- 
hopper,  an'  sang  psalms  for  grace  to  be  directed 
in  his  righteous  intentions;  but  as  yet  he  derived 
no  narticular  predilection  from  either.     Sandy 
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appeared  to  have  got  a  more  bountiful  modelain 
of  grace  uor  his  captain,  for  he  succeeded  at  last 
m  briiigin'  the  miller's  danghter  to  yt  undher 
the  word  at  her  father'ti  hojiper.  Fool  Pad<ly, 
as  they  called  Maguire,  bad  now  become  a  great 
favorite  wid  the  sogers,  an'  as  ho  proved  to  be 
quite  harmless  and  inoffensive,  they  let  him  run 
abont  the  place  widout  opjiositiou  Tlie  castle, 
to  be  sure,  was  still  guarded,  but  Miss  tirahani 
kept  her  heart  np  in  conseqnenee  of  the  note, 
for  she  hoped  every  day  to  get  relief  from  her 
friends.  Balgruntie,  now  scein'  that  the  miller's 
daughter  was  bepomin'  mort  feerious  undher  the 
tachiii'  of  Saveall,  formed  a  plan  that  he  thought 
might  enable  him  to  penethrate  the  castle,  an' 
bear  off  the  lady  an'  tlie  money.  This  m  as  to 
strive  with  a  very  delieate  meditation  to  prevail 
on  the  miller's  daughter,  throagh  the  renown 
that  he  thought  Sandy  had  over  her,  to  open  a 
correspondency  wid  Miss  Graham;  for  he  knew 
that  if  one  of  the  gates  was  unlocked,  an'  the 
unsuspectin'  girl  let  in,  the  whole  sijunilron 
would  soon  be  in  aftlier  her.  Nuw,  tliis  plan 
was  the  more  dangerous  to  Miss  Graham, 
because  the  miller's   daughter  had  intended  to 
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bring  about  th  m    d  m    t  f 

difforeut  pnrp  B  t  b     f      d  b 

enemies  it  1        tb    ]         1  dy  b  d  1  ttl 

cbaiice;  an'  t         B  !grn  t  t    t       tl     mo- 

ment lie  ba  1     q      t    t  1  L  tl     m  t 

inakB  liis  es    j"  1        tb         tl     t       b      m 

ever  migbt   b        t    tak    t     Tb   j,    I 
were  ordbei  1  t    t  k       diff      t  b  t 

the  Hog  ofCp  tbiipd       tl 

hydrostatics    f  1  h^p  S        II  t 

be  oyermatt.1  d      1  p    m  T\  ]),  tl 

plot  was  mentioned  to  Sandj,  who  was  promised 
a  good  skctcb  of  the  prog;  an' as  it  was  jist  tlie 
very  tiling  be  dreamt  about  night  an'  day,  ho 
snapped  at  it  as  a  hungry  dog  would  at  a 
sheep's  trotter.  That  night  the  miller's  daughter 
— whose  name  I  may  as  welt  say  was  Xannie 
Duffy,  the  purtiest  gb'I  an'  the  sweetest  singer 
that  ever  was  in  the  coantliry— was  to  go  to  the 
uastle  an'  tell  Miss  Graham  that  the  sogers  wor 
all  gone,  Crummla  killed,  au'  his  whole  array 
massacrayed  to  atoms.  This  was  a  differeut 
plan  from  poor  Kaimie's,  who  now  saw  clearly 
what  they  were  at.  But  never  heed  a  womau 
for  beiu'  witty  when  bard  pushed. 
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" '  I  don't  like  to  do  it,'  sis  she,  '  for  it  loolis 
like  tliTachery,  espisliilly  as  my  fatlier  Ims  left 
the  iieigliborhood,  and  I  don't  know  wliere  he  is 
gone  to;  an'  yon  know  thracberj's  ooda^ent  in 
either  man  or  woman.    Still,  Sandy,  it  goes  hard 

for  me  to  refuse  one  that  I^I well,  I  wish  I 

knew  where  my  father  is — I  wonld  like  to  know 
what  he'd  think  of  it.' 

"  '  Hut,'  said  Sandy,  '  wbere's  the  nse  of  such 
scruples  in  a  good  caase? — when  wD  get  the 
money,  well  fiy.  It  is  principally  for  the  sake 
of  waining  you  an'  her  from  the  darkness  of 
idolatry,  that  we  do  it.  Indeed,  my  conscience 
wonld  not  rest  well  if  I  let  a  sou!  an'  body  like 
yours  remain  a  prey  to  Sathan,  my  darlln'.' 

" '  Well,'  said  she,  'doesn't  the  captain  exhort 
this  evcnin'  ? 

" '  He  does,  my  beloved,  an'  with  a  blessiu' 
will  expound  a  few  verses  from  the  song  of  Solo- 
mon.' 

"  '  It's  betther  then,'  said  she,  '  to  sit  under 
the  word,  an'  perhaps  some  light  may  be  given 
to  us.' 

"  This  delighted  Saveall's  heart,  who  now 
looked  upon  pretty  Nannie  as  his  own;  indeed, 
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he  was  oLliged  to  go  gradually  and  caatloasly 
to  work,  for  cruel  though  Nolly  Rednose  was, 
Sandy  kuew  that  if  any  violent  act  of  Ihat  kind 
should  raich  him,  the  guilty  party  would  sup 
sorrow.  Well,  accordin'  to  this  piona  arrauge- 
ment,  Bajgrnntie  assembled  all  his  mtn,  who 
were  not  on  duty,  about  the  hopper,  in  wliich 
he  stood  as  nsual,  an'  had  coromeiiced  a  power- 
ful exhortation,  the  substratum  of  which  was 
devoted  to  Nannie;  he  dwelt  upon  the  happi- 
ness of  religious  love;  said  that  scruples  were 
often  suggested  by  Satan,  an'  that  a  heavenly 
duty  was  but  ten-estial  when  put  in  comparish- 
ment  wid  an  earthly  one.  He  also  made  cullu- 
sion  to  the  oH  Squire  that  waa  popped  by 
Sandy;  said  it  was  often  a  judgment  for  the 
wicked  man  to  die  in  his  sins;  an'  was  gettin' 
on  wid  great  eloquence  an'  emulation,  when  a 
low  rumbljn'  noise  was  heard,  an'  Balgruntie, 
throwin'  up  his  clenched  hands  an'  grindin'  Lis 

teeth,  shouted  ont,  '  Hell  and  d n,  I'll  be 

ground  to  death  I  The  mill's  goin',  Murdherl 
inurdhcrl  I'mgonel' 

"  Faiih,  it  was  true  enough — she  had  been 
wickedly  set  Urgoin'  by  some  one ;   an'  before 
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they  had  time  to  stop  her,  tho  Ho^  of  Cupar 
had  the  feet  and  legs  twistud  off  him  before 
their  eyes — a  fair  illnstratiou  of  his  own  doc- 
trine, that  it  is  often  a  judgment  for  the  Tiicked 
man  to  die  in  his  sins.  When  the  mill  was  stop- 
ped, he  was  pulled  out,  bat  didn't  live  twenty 
minutes,  in  consequence  of  the  loss  of  blood. 
Time  was  pressin',  so  they  ran  np  a  shell  of  a 
coffin,  and  tumbled  it  into  a  pit  that  was  liastilj 
dag  for  it  on  the  mill-common. 

"This,  however,  by  no -manner  of  manes 
relieved  poor  Nannie  from  her  difficulty,  for 
Saveall,  now  finding  himself  first  in  command, 
determined  not  to  lose  a  moment  in  tolerating 
his  plan  upon  the  castle. 

"  '  You  see,'  said  he,  '  that  a  way  is  opened 
for  us  that  we  didn't  espect;  an'  let  us  not  close 
our  eyes  to  the  light  that  has  been  given,  lest  it 
might  be  suddenly  taken  from  us  again.  In  this 
instance  I  suspect  that  fool  Paddy  has  been 
made  the  chosen  instrument ;  for  it  appears 
upon  inquiry,  that  he  too  has  disappeared. 
However,  heaven's  will  be  donel  we  will  have 
the  more  to  ourselve.s,  my  beloved — ehem!  It 
is  now  dark,'  he  proceeded,  '  so  I  shall  go  an' 
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take   my  usual   sinoke   at   the    mill  wiBdow, 
an'  in  about  a  quarther  of    an  hour  I'll  he 

" '  But  I'm  all  in  a  tremor  after  sich  a  fright- 
ful accident/  replied  Jfannie;  '  an'  I  want  to  get 
a  fuw  minutes'  quiet  before  we  engage  upon  our 
cndhertakin'.' 

"  This  was  verj  natural,  and  Saveall  accord- 
ingly took  his  usual  seat  at  a  little  windy  in  the 
gable  of  the  mill,  that  faced  the  miller's  honse; 
an'  from  the  way  the  bench  was  fixed,  he  was 
obliged  to  sit  with  his  face  exactly  towards  the 
same  direction.  There  we  leave  him  mcditatin' 
upon  his  own  righteous  approximations,  till  we 
folly  Sjiil  Gair  Magnire,  or  fool  Paddy,  as 
they  called  him,  who  practicated  all  that  was 
done. 

"  Magnire  and  Nannie,  findm'  that  no  time 
was  to  be  lost,  gave  all  over  as  mined,  aniess 
somethin'  could  be  acted  on  quickly.  Soil  Gair 
at  once  had  thought  of  settin'  the  mill  argoin', 
but  kept  the  plan  to  himself,  any  farther  than 
tellin'  her  not  to  be  surprised  at  any  thing  she 
might  see.  He  then  told  her  to  steal  him  a  gun, 
bat  if  possible  let  it  be  Sareall's,  as  he  knew  it 
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could  be  depended  on,  '  But  I  hopp  yoa  won't 
ghed  any  blood  if  yoa  can  avoid  it,'  said  she; 
'  Ihaf  I  don't  lite.'  '  Tut,'  replied  Snil  Uair, 
makin'  eyasion  to  the  question,  'it's  Kuod  to 
have  it  about  me  for  my  own  defence.' 

"  He  could  often  have  shot  either  Balgrnntie 
or  Saveall  in  daylight,  bat  not  without  certain 
death  to  himself,  as  he  knew  that  escape  was 
impossible.  Besides,  time  was  not  before  so 
pressin'  upon  them,  an'  every  day  relief  was 
expected.  Now,  however,  that  relief  wa^  so 
near— for  Simpson  with  a  party  of  royalists  an' 
Magnire's  men  must  be  within  a  couple  of  hours' 
journey — it  would  be  too  intrinsic  entirely  to 
see  the  castle  plundhered,  and  the  lady  carried 
off  by  such  a  lonp-legged  shybill  as  Sareal!. 
Nannie,  consequentially,  at  great  risk,  !ook  an 
opportunity  of  shppin'  his  gun  to  Suil  Gair, 
who  was  the  best  shot  of  the  day  in  that  or 
any  other  part  of  the  country;  and  it  was  in 
consequence  of  this  that  he  was  called  Suil  GaJi, 
or  Sharp  Eye.  Bat,  indeed,  all  the  Maonirea 
were  famous  shots;  an'  I'm  tould  there's  one  of 
them  now  in  Dublin  that  conld  hit  a  pigeon's 
egg,  or  a  silver  sixpence  at  the  distance  of  a 
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hundred  yards.*  Suil  Gnir  did  not  merely  raise 
the  sluice  when  he  set  the  mill  argoin',  liut  lie 
whipped  it  out  altogether  an'  threw  it  into  the 
dam,  so  that  the  possihility  of  saving  the  Hog 
of  Cupar  was  irretrievablu.  He  made  off,  how- 
ever, an'  threw  himself  among  the  tall  ragweeds 
that  grew  upon  the  common,  till  it  got  dark, 
when  Baveall,  as  was  his  custom,  should  take 
his  evenin'  smote  at  the  windy.  Here  he  sat 
for  some  period,  thinkiii'  over  many  rnminations, 
before  he  lit  his  cutty  pipe,  as  he  called  it. 

"  '  Kow,'  said  he  to  himself,  '  what  is  there  to 
hindher  me  from  takin'  away,  or  rather  from 
makin'  sure  of  the  grand  lassie,  instead  of  the 
miller's  dochter?  If  I  get  intil  the  castle,  it 
can  be  soon  effected;  for  if  she  has  ony  regard 
for  lier  reputation,  she  will  be  quiet.  I'm  a 
braw  handsome  lad  enough,  a  wee  thought  high 
in  the  cheek-bones,  scaly  in  the  skin,  an'  knock- 
knee'd  a  trifle,  but  stout  an'  lathy,  an'  tough  as 
a  withy.  But,  again,  what  is  to  be  done  wi' 
Nannie  ?  Hut,  she's  but  a  miller's  dochter,  an' 
may  be  disposed  of  if  she  gets  troublesome.     I 

The  celfibrated  Brian  Magnire,  tho  first  shot  nf  his  day. 
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know  she's  fond  of  me,  but  I  diiina  hlame  ber 
for  tbat.  However,  it  wadna  become  me  now 
to  entertain  scruples,  seein'  that  the  way  is 
made  so  plain  for  me.  But,  save  ua!  eh,  sirs, 
tbat  was  an  awful  death,  an'  very  like  a  judg- 
ment on  the  Hog  of  Cnpar!  It  is  often  a  judg- 
ment for  the  wicked  to  die  in  their  sins.  Bal- 
gruntie  wasna  that'- — ■  Whatever  be  intended 
to  say  further,  cannot  be  analogized  by  man,  for, 
just  as  he  had  uttered  the  last  word,  which  he 
did  while  holding  the  candle  to  his  pipe,  the 
bullet  of  his  own  gun  entered  between  his  eyes, 
and  the  next  moment  he  was  a  corpse. 

"  Suil  Gair  dcf-arved  the  name  be  got,  for 
truer  did  never  bullet  go  to  the  mark  from 
Saveall's  own  aim  than  it  did  from  bis  Tbi?re 
is  now  little  more  to  be  superadded  to  my  story. 
Before  daybreak  the  next  morntn',  Simpson 
came  to  the  relief  of  bis  intended  wife;  Crum- 
mle's  pnrty  were  surprised,  taken,  an'  cut  to 
pieces;  an'  it  so  happened  that  from  that  day 
to  this  the  face  of  a  soger  belongin'  to  him  was 
never  seen  near  the  mill  or  castle  of  Aiighen- 
tain,  with  one  exception  only,  and  tbat  waa 
this :      You   all  know  that   the   mill   is  often 
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heard  to  go  at  nig!it  when  nobody  sets  ber 
a-goin',  an'  tliat  tbe  most  seyen-dable  scrfam? 
of  torture  come  out  of  the  hopper,  an'  that 
when  any  one  has  the  conrage  to  took  in, 
they're  sure  to  see  a  man  dressed  like  a  soger, 
with  a  white  mealy  face,  in  the  act,  so  to  say, 
of  havin'  his  legs  ground  off  him.  Many 
guesa  was  made  ahont  who  the  spirit  could  be, 
but  all  to  no  purpose.  There,  however,  is  the 
truth  for  yez;  the  spirit  that  shrieks  in  the  hop- 
per is  Balgrnntie's  gho.'.t,  an'  he's  to  be  ground 
that  way  till  the  day  of  judgment. 

"  Be  coorse,  Simpson  and  Miss  Graham  were 
married,  as  war  Sannie  Duffy  an'  Sail  Gair;  an' 
if  they  all  lived  long  an'  happy,  I  wish  we  may 
all  live  ten  times  longer  an'  happier;  an'  so  we 
will,  but  in  a  betther  world  than  this,  plaise 
God," 

""Well,  but,  Tom,"  said  Gordon,  "how  does 
that  aeeonnt  for  my  name,  which  yon  said  you'd 
tell  me  ? " 

" Right,"  said  Tom;  "begad  I  was  near  for^ 
gettin'  it.  Why,  you  see,  sich  was  their  venera- 
tion for  the  goat  that  was  the  manes,  undher 
God,  of   sarin'  Jliss  Graliara's  life,  that  they 
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changed  the  name  of  Simpson  to  Uordon,  which 
BigniGes  in  Irish  gor  dhumi  or  a  brown  goat,  that 
all  their  posterity  might  know  the  obligations 
they  lay  undher  to  that  reverend  aniraol." 

"An'  do  you  mane  to  tell  me,"  said  Gordou, 
"  that  ray  name  was  never  heard  of  nutil  Oliver 
Cruinmle's  time  ?" 

"  I  do.  Never  in  the  wide  an'  subterraneous 
earth  was  sich  a  name  known  till  afther  the 
prognostication  I  tould  yon;  an'  it  never  wonld 
either,  only  for  the  goat,  sure.  I  can  prove  it  by 
path  epa  the  tics.  Denny  Mullin,  will  you  give  ua 
anotJier  draw  o'  the  pipe  ?  " 

Tom's  authority  in  these  matters  was  nn- 
questionahle,  and,  besides,  there  was  no  one 
present  learned  enought  to  contradict  him,  with 
any  chance  of  success,  before  such  an  audience. 
The  argument  was  eoiiseqnently,  without  further 
discussion,  decided  in  his  favor,  and  Gordou  was 
silenced  touching  the  origin  and  etymology  of  his 
own  name. 
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It  was  the  night  of  the  second  of  July,  in  the 
year  1690,  that  a  small  remnant  of  a  discomfited 
army  wos  forming  its  position  in  no  very  good 
order,  on  the  slope  of  a  wild  hill  on  the  borders 
of  the  coanty  of  Dublin.  In  front  of  a  small, 
square  tower,  a  sentine!  was  pacing  up  and  down, 
darkly  hrooding  oyer  the  disastrous  fight  of  the 
preceding  day,  and  his  measured  tread  was  some- 
times broken  by  the  fierce  stamp  of  his  foot  upon 
the  earth,  as  some  hitter  thought  and  muttered 
curse  arose,  when  the  feelings  of  tiie  man  over- 
came the  habit  of  the  soldier.  The  hum  of  the 
arrival  of  a  small  squadron  of  horse  came  from 
the  7ale  below,  borne  up  the  hill  «n  the  faint 
breeze  that  sometimes  freshens  a  summer's  night. 
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but  tl    ]    fel        tl  th  t         ft  n     1 

a  mil  t    y  1     t    m    gl  d       t  w  th  th        nnd 
The  V    y  t    mp  t        ra  d  t     h        1    t  tl 
BpiriD    t     1     f  t   t  1  t  Haf,t  11 

heayily       tb  t  th         t     i 

"Th  m     to  f  t      t  m 

rades  th  It  L  h  t  Ik  1 1  i  th  1  w 
portal  tw<ih  Ittoj,  d  —  Kt  t  — 
curse  the  word! — shall  we  never  do  anything  bnt 
fall  back  and  back  before  this  Dutchman  and  his 
followers  ?  And  yesterday,  too,  with  so  fine  an 
,  opportnnity  of  cutting  the  rascals  to  pieces, — 
and  all  thrown  away,  and  so  much  liard  fighting 
to  go  for  nothing.  Oh,  if  Sarseflold  had  led  us! 
we'd  have  another  tale  to  tell."  And  here  he 
strnck  the  heavy  hee!  of  his  war  boot  into  the 
ground,  and  bnrriod  up  and  down.  But  he  was 
roused  from  his  angry  musing  by  the  sound  of  a 
horse's  tramp  that  indicated  a  rapid  approach  to 
the  tower,  and  be  soon  perceived,  through  the 
gloom,  a  horsemaa  approaching  at  a  gallop. 
The  sentinel  challenged  the  cavalier,  who  re- 
turned the  countersign,  and  was  then  permitted 
to  ride  up  _to  the  door  of  the  tower.  He  was 
mounted  on  a  superb  charger,  whose  silky  coat 
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of  milk  white  was  mach  trarel-slaiiied,  and  the 
heaviness  of  whose  breathing  told  of  recent  hard 
ridiQg.  The  horseman  alighted:  his  dress  was 
of  a  mi^ed  character,  implying  that  war  was  not 
his  profe  ■iion  though  the  troubled  nature  of  the 
timei  had  engagpd  him  in  it.  His  head  had  no 
defenbiTO  eoTcring  he  wore  the  slouched  haf 
of  a  c  \ilian  common  to  the  time,  but  his  body 
was  defended  bv  the  cuirass  of  a  trooper,  and  a 
heavy  sword  suspended  by  a  broad  crosB-bclt, 
was  at  hib  si  !e— these  aloae  bespoke  the  soldier, 
for  the  large  and  massively  mounted  pistols  that 
protruded  from  the  holsters  at  his  saddle-bow, 
were  no  more  than  any  gentleman,  at  the  time, 
might  have  been  provided  with. 

"Will  you  hold  the  rein  of  my  horse,"  said  he 
to  the  sentry,  "  while  I  remain  in  the  castje  ?" 

"  I  am  a  sentinel.  Sir,"  answered  the  soldier, 
"  and  cannot." 

"  I  will  not  remain  more  than  a  few  minutes." 

"  I  dare  not,  Sir,  while  I'm  on  duty— but  I 
suppose  you  will  find  some  one  in  the  castle  that 
will  take  charge  of  yom-  horse." 

The  stranger  now  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
tower,  and  after  some  questions  and  answers  in 
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token  of  amity  had  passed  I 
those  inside,  it  was  opened. 

"  Let  some  one  take  charge  of  my  horse,"  said 
ho,  "  I  do  not  want  him  to  be  stabled,  as  I  shall, 
not  remain  here  long,  but  I  have  ridden  hira 
hard,  and  he  is  warm,  so  let  him  be  walked  np 
and  down  imtil  I  am  ready  to  get  into  the 
saddle  again." 

He  then  entered  the  tower,  and  was 
ushered  into  a  small  and  rnde  apartment, 
where  a  man  of  between  fifty  and  sixty  years  of 
age,  seated  on  a  broken  chair,  though  habited  in 
a  rich  ro5e  de  chamhre,  waa  engaged  in  conversa- 
tion with  a  general  officer,  a  man  of  fewer  years, 
whose  finger  waa  indicating  certain  poiiits  upon 
a  map,  which,  with  many  other  papers,  Uy  on  a 
rnde  table  before  them.  Extreme  dejection  waa 
the  prevailing  expression  that  overspread  the 
countenance  of  the  elder,  while  there  mingled 
with  the  sadness  that  marked  the  noble  features 
of  tiio  otiier,  a  tinge  of  snbdued  anger,  as  certain 
suggestions  he  offered,  when  ho  laid  Ilia  finger, 
from  time  to  time,  on  the  map,  were  received 
with  coldness,  if  not  with  refusal. 

"  Here  at  least  we  can  make  a  bold  stand," 


6d  by  Google 


said  the  general,  and  his  eye  flashed,  and  hia 
brow  knit  as  ho  spoke, 

"  I  fear  not,  SarscSeld,"  a^d  the  king,  for  it 
Wfls  the  unfortunate  James  the  Second  who 
spoke. 

Sarsefield  withdrew  his  hand  suddenly 
from  the  map,  and  folding  his  arms,  became 
silent. 

"  May  ifc  please  yon,  my  liege,"  said  the 
horseman,  whose  entry  had  not  been  noticed  by 
either  Sarsefield  or  his  sovereign.  "I  hope  I 
have  not  intraded  on  your  majesty  " 

"Who  speaks?"  said  the  kmg,  as  he  shaded 
his  eyes  from  the  light  that  bamed  on  the  table, 
and  looked  into  the  gloom  where  the  other  was 


"  Your  enemies,  my  liege,"  said  Sarsefield, 
with  some  bitterness,  "  would  not  be  so  alow  to 
discover  a  tried  friend  of  yonr  majesty — 'tis  the 
White  Horseman  ;"  and  Sarsefield,  as  he  spoke, 
gave  a  look  full  of  welcome  and  joyous  recogni- 
tion towards  him. 

The  horseman  felt,  with  the  pride  of  a  gallant 
spirit,  all  that  the  general's  look  and  manner 
conreyed,  and  he  bowed  his  head  respectfully 
24 
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to  the  leader,  whose  boltlness  and  judgment  he 
had  so  often  admired. 

"  Ha!  my  faithful  White  Horseman,"  said  the 
king. 

"  Yonr  majesty's  poor  and  faithful  subject, 
Gerald  Pepper,"  was  the  answer, 

"Tou  have  won  the  name  of  the  White 
Horseman,"  said  Sarsefield,  "  and  you  deserve 
to  wear  it." 

The  horseman  bowed. 

"  The  general  is  right,"  said  the  king,  "  I 
shall  never  remember  you  under  any  other  name. 
You  and  your  white  horse  have  done  good  Ker- 

"  Would  that  they  could  have  done  more,  my 
liege,"  was  the  laconic  and  modest  reply. 

"  Would  that  every  one,"  laying  some  stress 
on  the  word,  "  had  been  as  true  to  the  cause 
yesterday  r  said  Sarsefield. 

"  And  what  has  brought  you  here  ?"  said  the 
king,  anxious  perhaps  to  e.scape  from  the  thought 
that  his  general's  last  words  had  suggested. 

"  I  came,  my  liege,  to  ask  permission  to  bid 
your  majesty  farewell,  and  beg  the  privilege  to 
kiss  your  royal  hand." 
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Farewell'  echoed  thp  king  startled  at  the 
word  Are  ymi  too  t,o  ng  ^ — everj  one  de 
eerls  mel  There  was  intense  anguish  in  the 
tene  of  his  voice  for  is  he  spoke  h  s  eje  fell 
upon  a  ring  he  woie  which  eneircled  the  por 
trait  ot  hH  favorite  daughter  Anne  aid  the 
remem!  ranee  that  she  his  own  chili  had  e\ 
cited  the  same  remark  irom  the  Ipa  of  her 
father — th  it  bitter  rememl  ranee  came  across 
his  soul  aid  smote  h  m  to  the  heart  He  was 
suddenly  silent — his  Vrow  contracted — he  ilosed 
his  eves  in  an„uish  and  one  bitter  tear  sprang 
from  under  either  lid  at  the  thought  He  passed 
Ills  land  aero  a  his  fa^-e  and  w  ped  away  the 
woman  sh  evidence  of  his  weakness 

Do  not  say  I  desert  jou  my  liege  "  -faid 
G-erald  Pepper.  I  leave  j  ou,  tis  true,  for  the 
present,  bat  I  do  not  leave  you  until  I  can  see 
no  way  in  which  I  can  be  longer  useful.  While 
in  my  own  immediate  district,  there  were  many 
ways  in  which  ray  poor  services  might  bo  made 
available;  my  knowledge  of  the  county,  of  its 
people  and  its  resources,  its  passes  and  its  weak 
points,  were  of  no  service.  But  here,  or  farther 
soutliward,  where  your  majesty  is  going,  I  can 
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no  loQger  do  any  thing  which  might  w 
tiliction  that  yonr  majesty  and  General  S 
are  pleased  to  honor  me  with." 

"  Yon  have  still  a  stout  heart,  a  clear  head,  a 
bold  arm,  and  a  noble  horse,"  said  Sarsefield. 

"  I  have  aJiio  a  weak  woman  and  helpless 
children,  general,"  said  Gerald  Pepper. 

The  appeal  was  irresistible — Saisefield  was 
silent. 

"  But  though  I  cannot  longer  aid  with  my 
iwm — my  wishes  and  my  prayers  shall  follow 
your  majesty — and  whenever  I  may  be  thoaght 
an  agent  to  be  made  usefa!,  my  king  has  but  to 
command  the  willing  services  of  his  subject." 

"  Faithfully  promised,"  said  the  king. 

"  The  promise  shall  be  as  faithfully  kept,"  said 
his  follower;  "  but  before  I  leave,  may  I  beg  the 
favor  of  a  moment's  private  conversation  with 
your  majesty  ?" 

"  Speak  any  thing  yon  have  to  communicate 
before  Sarsefield,"  said  the  king. 

Gerald  Pepper  hesitated  for  a  moment;  he 
was  struggling  between  his  sovereign's  command 
and  his  own  delicacy  of  feeling  ;  but  overcoming 
the  latter,  in  deference  to  the  former,  he  said— 
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"Your  majesty's  difficulties  with  respect  to 
moiicj  supplies." 

"  1  kaow,  I  know,"  said  the  king,  some- 
what impatient] J,  "  I  owe  jou  five  hundred 
pieces." 

"  Oil  I  my  liege,"  said  the  devoted  subject, 
dropping  on  his  knee  before  him,  "  deem  me  not 
EO  unworthy  as  to  seek  to  remind  your  majesty 
of  the  triQe  you  did  me  the  honor  to  allow  me 
to  lay  at  your  disposal;  I  only  regret  I  had  not 
the  means  of  contributing  more.  It  is  not  that; 
but  I  have  brought  here  another  hundred  pieces, 
it  is  all  that  I  can  raise  at  present,  and  if  your 
majesty  will  farther  honor  me  by  the  acceptance 
of  so  poor  a  pittance,  when  the  immediate  ne- 
cessities of  youi'  army  may  render  every  trifle  a 
matter  of  importance,  I  shall  leave  you  with  a 
more  contented  spirit,  conscious  that  I  have 
done  all  within  ray  power  for  my  king."  And, 
as  he  spoke,  he  laid  on  a  table  a  purse  contain- 
ing the  gold. 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  we  are  sorely  straitened," 
said  the  king,  "but  I  do  not  like." 

"  Pray  do  not  refnse  it,  my  liege,"  said  Gerald, 
still  kneeling — "  do  not  refuse  the  last  poor  ser 
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vice  your  subject  may  ever  have  it  in  his  power 
to  do  in  your  cause." 

"  Well,"  Raid  the  king,  "  I  accept  it — but  I 
would  not  do  so  if  I  were  not  sure  of  having, 
one  day,  the  means  of  rewarding  your  lojalty 
and  generosity  "  And  thus  allowing  himself  to 
be  the  dupe  of  liis  own  fallacious  hopes,  he  took 
from  poor  Gerald  Pepper  the  last  hundred  gui- 
neas he  had  in  his  possession,  with  that  happy 
facility  that  kings  have  always  exhibited  in 
accepting  sacri&ees  from  enthusiastic  and  self- 
devoted  followers. 

"My  mission  here  is  ended  now,"  said  Ger- 
ald.    "  May  I  be  permitted  to  kiss  my  sovereign's 

"  Would  that  all  my  subjects  were  as  faithful," 
said  James,  as  he  held  out  his  hand  to  Gerald 
Pepper,  who   kissed  it    respectfully,  and  then 

"  What  do  you  purpose  doing  when  you  leave 
me  ?"  said  the  king. 

"  To  return  to  my  home  as  soon  as  I  may,  ray 
liege." 

"  If  it  be  my  fate  to  be  driven  from  ray  king- 
dom by  my  unnatural  son-in-law,  I  hope  he  may 
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1)6  mereifal  to  my  people,  and  that  none  may 
Rufier  from  their  adherence  to  the  cause  of  their 
rigiitfnl  sovereign." 

"  I  wish,  my  liege,"  said  Gerald,  "  that  he 
may  have  half  the  consideration  for  his  Irish 
subjects  that  jour  majesty  had  for  your  English 
ones;"*  and  he  shook  his  head  donbtfally  as  he 
spoke,  and  his  countenance  suddenly  fell. 

A  hard-drawn  sigh  escaped  from  Sarsefield, 
and  then,  biting  his  lip,  and  with  knitted  brow, 
he  exchanged  a  look  of  bitter  meaning  with 
Gerald  Pepper. 

"Adieu,  then,"  said  the  king,  "since  yon  will 
go.  See  our  good  friend  to  his  saddle,  Sarse- 
field. Once  more,  good  night;  King  James  will 
not  forget  the  White  Horseman."  So  saying, 
he  waved  his  hand  in  adieu, — Gerald  Pepper 
bowed  low  to  his  sovereign,  and  Sarscleld  fol- 
lowed him  from  the  chamber.  They  were  boUi 
silent  till  they  arrived  at  the  portal  of  the  tower, 
and  when  the  door  was  opened,  Sarsefield  crossed 
the  threshold  with  the  visitor,  and  stepped  into 

»  At  the  bBttlo  of  tbe  Bojno,  when  the  Irish  were  drivmg 
the  enemj  with  grcnt  slaughter  hefore  them,  Jainea  was 
heard  olten  to  excloJm.  "  Oli '.  spare  ray  English  subjects." 
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the  fresh  air,  which  he  inhaled  audibly  three  or 
fonr  times,  as  if  it  were  a  relief  to  him, 

"  Good  night.  General  Sarsefield,"  said 
Gerald. 

"  Good  night,  my  gallant  friend,"  said  Sarse- 
field,  in  a  voice  that  expressed  much  vexation 
of  spirit, 

"  Don't  be  too  much  cast  down,  general,"  said 
Gerald,  "  better  days  may  come,  and  fairer 
fields  be  fought." 

"Isever,  never  I"  said  Sarsefielci.  "Jsever  was 
a  fairer  field  than  that  of  yesterday,  never  was  a 
snrer  game  if  it  had  been  rightly  played.  Bnt 
there  is  a  fate,  my  friend,  hangs  over  our  cause, 
and  I  fear  that  destiny  throws  against  us." 

"  Speak  not  thus,  general, — think  not  thus." 

"  Would  that  I  could  think  otiierwise — bat  I 
fear  I  speak  prophetically." 

"  Do  you  then  give  up  the  cause  ?'  said  Ger- 
ald ill  surprise. 

"Ko;"  said  Sarsefield,  firmly,  almost  fiercely. 
"  Never — I  moy  die  in  the  cause,  bnt  I  will 
never  desert  it,  as  long  as  I  have  a  troop  to  fol- 
low me — but  I  must  not  loiter  here.  Farewell  1 
Where  is  your  horse  ?" 
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"  I  left  him  io  the  care  of  one  of  the  attend- 

"  I  hope  you  are  well  raouuted  f" 

"  Yes;  here  comes  mj  charger." 

"What!"  said  Sarsefield,  "  the  white  horsel" 

"Yes;  surely,"  said  Gerald;  "you  never  saw 
me  back  any  other." 

"  Bat  after  the  tremendous  fatigue  of  yester- 
day," said  Sarsefield  ia  eurprise,  "  is  it  possible 
he  is  still  fresh  ?" 

"  Fresh  enough  to  serve  my  turn  for  to- 
night," said  Gerald,  as  be  mounted  into  the 
saddle.  The  white  horse  gave  a  loud  neigh 
of  seeming  satisfaction  as  his  master  resumed 
his  seat. 

"  Noble  brutel"  said  Sarsefield,  as  he  patted 
the  horse  on  the  neck,  which  was  arched  into  the 
proud  bend  of  a  bold  steed  who  knows  a  hold 
rider  is  on  his  back. 

"And  now  farewell,  general,"  said  Gerald, 
extending  his  hand. 

"  Farewell,  my  friend.  Fate  is  nnkind  to 
deny  the  charm  of  a  victorious  cause  to  so  gal- 
lant a  spirit." 

"  There  is  more  gallantry  in  remaining  un- 
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shakeD  nndcr  defoat ;  and  jou,  jruiieral,  are  & 
bright  example  of  the  fact." 

"  Good  night,  good  night,"  said  Sarsefield, 
anxious  to  escape  from  hearing  his  own  praise, 
and  wringing  the  hand  that  was  presented  to 
him  with  much  warmth;  he  tm-ned  towards  the 
portal  of  the  tower,  but  before  he  entered, 
Gerald  again  addressed  him. 

"  Pray  tell  me,  genera!,  is  your  regiment  here? 
before  I  go,  I  would  wish  to  take  leave  of  the 
"offieers  of  that  gallant  corps,  in  whose  ranks  I 
have  had  the  honor  to  draw  a  sword." 

"  They  are  not  yet  arrived.  They  are  on  the 
road,  perhaps,  by  this  time;  hat  I  ordered  they 
shonid  be  the  last  to  leave  Dublin,  for  as,  yester- 
day, they  suffered  the  disgrace  of  being  Jed  the 
first  out  of  the  battle*,  I  took  care  they  should 
have  the  honor  of  being  the  last  in  the  rear  to- 
night, to  cover  our  retreat." 

"  Then  remember  me  to  them,"  said  Gerald. 

"  They  can  never  forget  the  White  Horse- 
man," said  Sarselield;  "  and  they  shall  hear  yoa 

*  Sorsefield'!  regiment,  after  hdving  repeatedlj  repolBed 
the  enemy,  waa  obliged  to  leave  the  field  in  order  to  protect 
the  person  of  the  king,  who  chose  to  fly  unneeesfBrily  Eonn. 
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left  the  kind  word  of  rcraemlirance  for  them. 
Once  more,  good  night." 

"Good  night,  general;  God's  tlessing  be 
npOQ  jou  1" 

"AmenI"  said  Sarsefleld;  "and  with  you." 

They  then  wrung  each  other's  hand  in  silence. 
SarsefieM  re-entered  the  tower,  and  Gerald  Pep- 
per giving  the  rein  to  his  stead,  the  white  horse 
left  the  spot  ds  rapidly  as  he  bad  approached  it. 

[Popper  having  remained  some  time  in  Dublin 
to  find  out  what  was  going  forward,  on  discover' 
ing  that  his  property  is  forfeited,  sets  off  for 
home,  in  order  to  save  as  many  moveables  as 
possible.  On  the  way  he  meets  his  foster  bro- 
ther, Eory  Oge,  who  being  informed  of  what  was 
about  to  occur,  takes  means  to  delay  the  pro- 
gi-ess  of  the  trooper  to  whom  the  property  had 
been  granted — ^the  many  manceuvres  to  accom- 
plish this  are  drawn  out  to  such  a  length  as  to 
prevent  oar  giving  more  than  an  outline.  The 
story,  we  should  have  observed,  is  divided  into 
three  chapters— -the  Legend  of  the  White  Horse, 
if  "legend^'  it  can  be  called,  is  nearly  complete 
in  the  first  and  last,  the  intermediate  chapter 
being  almost  altogether  occupied  with   "The 
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Little  Weaver  of  Duleek  Gate,"  aootlier  legend, 
introduced  by  way  of  episode,  to  entertain  the 
trooper.  In  the  third  chapter  Mr.  Lover  con- 
tinues :] 

Let  the  division  I  have  made  in  my  chapters 
serve,  in  the  mind  of  the  reader,  as  an  imaginary 
boundary  between  the  past  day  and  the  ensuing 
morning.  Let  him,  in  his  own  fancy,  also,  settle 
how  the  soldier  watched,  slept,  dreamt,  or  waked 
through  this  interval.  Rory  did  not  make  his 
appearance,  however;  he  had  left  the  public  on 
the  preceding  evening,  having  made  every  neces- 
sary arrangement  for  carrying  on  the  affair  he 
had  taken  in  hand;  so  that  the  Englishman,  on 
inquiry,  found  that  Rory  had  departed,  being 
"  obliged  to  lave  the  place  early  on  his  own 
business,  but  sure  his  honor  could  have  any 
accommodation  in  life  that  he  wanted,  in  the 
regard  of  a  guide,  or  the  like  o'  that." 

"  Now,  for  this,  Rory  had  provided  also,  hav- 
ing arranged  with  the  keepers  of  the  public,  to 
whom  he  confided  every  thing  connected  with 
the  affair,  that  in  case  the  trooper  should  ask 
for  a  guide,  they  should  recommend  him  a  cer- 
tain young  imp,  the  son  of  Rory's  cousin,  the 
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hlactsmith,  and  one  of  the  most  mischievous, 
knowing,  and  daring  young  Tagaboods  in  the 
parish. 

To  such  guidance,  therefore,  did  the  Englisli- 
man  commit  himself  on  this,  the  third  day  of  his 
search  aftef  the  lands  of  the  Peppers,  which  still 
remained  a  Terra  Inoognita  to  him  ;  and  the 
boy,  being  previously  tutored  upon  the  duties  he 
was  to  perform  in  his  new  capacity,  was  not  one 
likely  to  enlighten  him  upon  the  subject.  The 
system  of  the  preceding  day  was  acted  upon, 
except  the  casting  of  the  horse's  shoe ;  but 
by-roads  and  crooked  lanes  were  put  in  requi- 
sition, and  every  avenue,  but  the  one  really 
leading  to  his  object,  the  trooper  was  made  to 
traverse. 

The  boy  affected  simplicity  or  ignorance,  a.s 
best  suited  his  purposes,  to  escape  any  inconve- 
nient interrogatory  or  investigation  on  the  part 
of  the  stranger,  and  at  last,  the  yonng  guide 
turned  up  a  small  rugged  lane,  down  whose 
gentle  slope  some  water  was  slowly  trickling 
amongst  stones  and  mud.  On  arriying  at  ita 
extremity,  he  proceeded  to  throw  down  somo 
sods,  and  pull  away  some  brambles,  that  seemei 


6d  by  Google 


290  THE  WHITS   HORSE 

to  be  placed  there  as  aa  artificial  barrier  to  an 
extensive  field  that  lay  beyond  the  Jane. 

"  What  are  jou  doing  there  ?"  said  the  soldier, 

"  Makin'  a  convenience  for  your  honor  to  get 
through  the  gap,"  said  the  boy. 

"  There  is  no  road  there,"  said  the  othSr. 

"  Oh,  no,  plaze  yonr  honor,"  said  the  young 
rascal,  looking  up  in  his  face  with  an  affectation 
of  simplicity  that  might  have  deceived  Machia- 
Tel  himself. — "It's  not  a  road.  Sir,  bat  a  short 
cut." 

"  Cut  it  as  short  then  as  yon  can,  my  boy," 
said  the  soldier  {the  only  good  thing  he  ever 
said  in  his  life),  "for  your  short  cuts  in  this 
conntry  are  the  longest  I  ever  knew — ^I'd  rather 
go  around." 

"  So  we  must  go  roand,  by  the  bottom  o'  this 
field.  Sir,  and  then,  over  the  hill  beyant  there, 
we  come  out  an  the  road." 

"  Then  there  is  a  road  beyond  the  hill." 

"  A  fine  road,  Sir,"  said  the  boy,  who,  having 
cleared  a  passage  for  the  horseroan,  proceeded 
before  him  at  a  smart  nin,  and  led  him  down 
the  slope  of  the  hill  to  a  small  valley,  intersected 
by  a  slu^ish  stream  that  lay  at  its  foot.    When 
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the  boj  arrived  at  this  valley,  he  ran  briskly 
across  it,  though  the  water  sploshed  up  ahont 
his  feet  at  every  bound  he  gave,  and  dashing  on 
through  the  stream,  he  arrived  at  tie  othe?  side 
hy  the  time  the  trooper  had  reached  the  nearer 
one.  Here  the  latter  was  obliged  to  pull  up, 
for  his  horse,  at  the  first  step,  sank  so  deep, 
that  the  animal  instinctively  withdrew  his  foot 
from  the  treacherous  morass. 

The  trooper  called  after  his  guide,  who  was 
proceeding  up  the  op]iosite  acclivity,  and  the 
boy  tm-ned  round. 

"  I  can't  pass,  this,  boy,"  said  the  soldier. 

The  boy  faced  the  hill  again,  without  any 
reply,  and  recommenced  his  ascent  at  a  rapid 
pace. 

"  Come  back,  you  young  scoundrel,  or  I'll 
shoot  you,"  said  the  soldier,  drawing  his  pistol 
from  his  holster.  Tlie  boy  still  continued  his 
flight,  and  the  trooper  fired,  but  ineffectually, 
upon  which  the  boy  stopped,  and  after  making 
a  contemptnons  action  at  the  Englishman,  rush- 
ed up  the  acclivity,  and  was  soon  beyond  the 
reach  of  small  arms,  and  shortly  after  out  of 
sight,  having  passed  the  summit  of  the  hill 
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The  Engliflhinan's  vexatiwn  was  excessive,  at 
fintl'iDg  himself  tlins  left  in  such  a  helpless  situa- 
tion. For  a  long  time  he  endeavored  to  find  a 
spot  in  the  marah  he  might  make  his  crossing 
good  npou,  but  in  yaia, — and  after  nearly  an 
hour  spent  in  this  useless  endeavor,  he  was  forced 
to  turn  back  and  strive  to  unravel  the  ma^  of 
twisting  and  twining  through  which  he  had  been 
led,  for  the  purpose  of  getting  on  some  highway, 
where  a  chance  passenger  might  direct  him  in 
finding  his  road. 

This  he  failed  to  accomplish,  and  darkness  at 
length  ovortook  him,  in  a  wild  country  to  which 
he  was  an  ntter  stranger.  He  still  continued, 
however,  cautiously  to  progress  along  the  road 
on  which  he  was  benighted,  and  at  length  the 
twinkling  of  a  distant  light  raised  some  hope  of 
succor  in  his  heart. 

Keepmg  this  beacon  in  view,  the  benighted 
traveler  made  his  way,  as  well  as  he  might, 
until,  by  favor  of  the  glimmer  he  so  opportunely 
discovered,  he  at  last  found  himself  in  front  of 
the  house  whence  the  light  proceeded.  He 
knocked  at  the  door,  which,  after  two  or  three 
loud  summonses,  was  opened  to  him,  and  then 
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briefly  statiDg  the  distressing  circiin! stances  in 
whicli  he  was  placed,  he  requested  shelter  for 
the  wight. 

The  domestic  who  opened  the  door  retired  to 
deliver  the  stranger's  message  to  the  owner  of 
the  house,  who  immediately  afterwards  made  his 
appearance,  and,  with  a  reserved  courtesy,  in- 
vited the  stranger  to  enter. 

"Allow  me  first  to  sec  my  horse  stabled,"  said 
the  soldier. 

"  He  shall  he  cared  fov,"  said  the  other. 

"  Excuse  me,  Sir,"  returned  the  blunt  English- 
man, "  if  I  wish  to  see  him  in  his  stall.  It  has 
been  a  hard  day  for  the  poor  brute,  and  I  fear 
one  of  his  hoofs  is  much  injured;  how  far  I  am 
anxious  to  see," 

"As  you  please,  Sir,"  said  the  gentleman,  who 
ordered  a  menial  to  conduct  the  stranger  to  the 
stable. 

There,  by  the  light  of  a  lantern,  the  soldier 
examined  the  estent  of  uijnry  his  chai^r  Lad 
sustained,  and  had  good  reason  to  fear  that  the 
next  day  would  find  him  totally  tmserviceahle. 
After  venting  many  a  hearty  corse  on  Irish  roads 
and  Irish  guides,  he  was  retiring  from  the  stable, 
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nhtn  Ills  attention  was  attracted  by  a  snperb 
white  horse,  anil  much  as  he  was  eiip;rosscd  by 
his  present  annoyanLC,  the  noble  propoitioiif  of 
the  animal  wt re  too  striimg  to  be  OTerlook'd, 
after  admiring  all  his  points,  he  said  to  the  at 
teiidant,  "  What  a  beaotifnl  creature  this  is!" 

"  Throth,  yott  may  say  that,"  was  the  answer. 

"  What  a  charger  he  wonld  make !" 

"  Sure  enough." 

"  He  must  be  very  fleet." 

"  As  the  win'." 

"And  leaps." 

"  Wlioo!— over  the  moon,  if  yon  axed  him." 

"  That  horse  must  trot  at  least  ten  miles  the 
hour." 

"Tinl- — faix  it  wouldn't  he  convaynient  to  him 
to  trot  undher  fourteen,"  and  with  this  assurance 
on  the  part  of  the  groom,  they  left  the  stable. 

On  being  led  into  the  dwelling-house,  the 
stranger  found  the  table  spread  for  supper,  and 
the  owner  of  the  mansion,  pointing  to  a  chair, 
invited  him  to  partake  of  the  evening  meal. 

The  reader  need  scarcely  be  to!d  that  the  in- 
vitation came  from  Gerald  Pepper,  for,  I  sup- 
pose, the  white  horse  ui  the  stable  has  already 
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explained  whose  house  chance  had  directed  the 
trooper  to,  though  all  hia  endeavors  to  find  it 
had  proved  unftvailing. 

Gerald  still  maintained  the  bearing  which 
characterized  his  first  meeting  with  the  English- 
man on  his  thresliold — it  was  that  of  reserved 
courtesy.  Magdalene,  his  gentle  wife,  was  seat- 
ed near  tbe  table,  with  an  infant  child  sleeping 
upon  her  lap;  her  sweet  features  were  strikingly 
expressive  of  sadness ;  and  as  the  stranger  en- 
tered tlie  apartment,  her  eye  was  raised  in  one 
timorous  glance  upon  the  man  whose  terrible 
mission  she  was  too  well  aware  of,  and  the  long 
lashes  sank  downwards  again  upon  the  pale 
cheek  that  recent  sorrows  had  robbed  of  its 
bloom. 

"  Come,  Sir,"  said  Gerald,  "after  such  a  day 
of  fatigue  as  yours  has  been,  some  refreshment 
will  be  welcome;"  and  the  Englishman,  present- 
ly, by  deeds,  not  words,  commenced  giving  ample 
evidence  of  the  truth  of  the  observation.  As 
the  meal  proceeded,  he  recounted  some  of  the 
mishaps  that  had  befallen  him,  all  of  which  Ger- 
ald knew  before,  through  Rory  Oge,  who  was  in 
the  house  at  that  very  moment,  though,  for  oh- 
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vious  reasons  he  did  not  make  his  appearance; 
and,  at  last,  the  stranger  put  the  question  to  hia 
host,  if  he  knew  any  one  in  that  neighborhood 
called  Gerald  Pepper. 

Magdalene  felt  her  blood  run  cold,  but  Gerald 
quietly  replied,  there  was  a  person  of  that  name 
thereabouts. 

"  Is  his  property  a  good  one  ?"  said  the 
trooper. 

"  Very  much  reduced  of  late,"  said  G-erald. 

"  Ballygarth  they  call  it,"  said  the  soldier ; 
"  is  that  far  from  here  ?" 

"  It  would  puzzle  me  to  tell  yon  how  to  go  to 
it  from  this  place,"  was  the  answer. 

"  It  is  very  provoking,"  said  the  trooper;  "  I 
have  been  looking  for  it  these  three  days  and 
cannot  find  it,  and  nobody  seems  to  know  where 
it  is." 

Magdalene,  at  these  words,  felt  a  momentary 
relief,  yet  still  she  scarcely  dared  to  breathe. 

"  The  truth  is,"  continued  the  soldier,  "  that 
I  am  entitled,  under  the  king's  last  commission, 
to  that  property,  for  all  Pepper's  possessions 
have  been  forfeited. 

The  baby,  as  it  slept   in  its  mother's  lap, 
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smiled  03  its  Ifgalised  despoiler  uttered  these 
words,  and  poor  Magdaleae,  smote  to  tlie  heart 
bj  the  incident,  melted  into  tears,  but,  by  u 
powerful  effort,  she  repressed  any  andible  eyi- 
dence  of  grief,  and,  shading  Ler  eyes  with  her 
hand,  her  tears  dropped  m  sileoce  over  her 
sleeping  child. 

Gerald  observed  her  emotion,  and  found  it 
difficult  to  master  his  own  feelings. 

"  Now  it  is  rather  bard,"  continued  the  sol- 
dier, "  that  I  have  been  hunting  up  ami  down 
the  country  for  this  confounded  place,  and  cau't 
find  it.  I  thought  it  a  fine  thing,  but  I  suppose 
it's  nothing  to  talk  of,  or  somebody  would  know 
of  it;  and  more  provoking  stiU,  we  soldiers  have 
yet  our  hands  so  fnll  of  work,  that  I  only  got 
four  days'  leave,  and  to-morrow  night  I  am 
bound  to  return  to  Dublin,  or  I  shall  bi?  guilty 
of  a  breach  of  duty;  and  bovr  I  am  to  return, 
with  my  horse  in  the  disabled  state  that  this  de- 
testable country  has  left  him,  I  cannot  conceive." 

"  You  will  be  hard  run  to  accomplish  it,"  said 
Gerald. 

"  Now  will  you  make  a  bargain  witli  me  ?" 
said  the  soldier. 
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"Of  wtat  nature?"  said  Gerald. 

"  There" — said  tbe  soldier,  throwing  down  on 
the  table  a  piece  of  folded  parchment,^"  there 
ia  the  debenture  entitling  the  holder  thereof  to 
the  property  I  have  named.  Now,  I  mnst  give 
np  looking  for  it,  for  the  present,  and  I  am  tired 
of  hunting  after  it,  into  the  bargain ;  bcsidea, 
God  knows  when  I  may  be  able  to  come  here 
again.  You  are  on  the  spot,  and  may  make  use 
of  this  instrument,  which  empowers  you  to  take 
fnll  possession  of  the  property  whatever  it  may 
be;  to  you  it  may  be  valuable.  Atawordthen, 
if  I  give  you  this  debenture,  will  you  give  me 
the  white  horse  that  is  standing  in  your  stable  ?" 

Next  to  his  wife  and  children,  Gerald  Pepper 
loved  ills  white  horse;  and  the  favorite  aniraa] 
so  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  named  startled 
him,  and,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  he  paused 
for  a  moment;  bat  Magdalene,  unseea  by  the 
soldier,  behind  whom  she  was  seated,  clasped 
her  outstretched  hands  in  the  action  of  suppli- 
cation to  her  husband,  and  met  his  eye  with 
an  imploring  loot  that,  at  once  i 
answer. 

"Agreedl"  said  Gerald. 
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"  'Tis  a  bargain, "  eaid  the  soldier ;  and  he 
tossed  the  debentnre  across  the  table  aa  the  pro- 
perty of  the  man.  whom  it  was  intended  to  leave 
destitnte. 

Having  thns  put  the  man  into  possession  of 
his  own  property,  the  soldier  commenced  spend- 
ing the  night  pleasantly,  and  it  need  not  be 
added  that  Gerald  Pepper  was  in  excellent 
humor  to  help  him. 

Aa  for  poor  Magdalene,  when  the  bargain 
was  completed,  her  heart  was  too  full  to  permit 
her  to  remain  longer,  and  hurrying  to  the  apart- 
ment where  the  elder  children  were  sleeping,  she 
kissed  them  passionately,  and,  throwing  hcraelf 
on  her  knees  between  their  littJe  beds,  wept  pro- 
fusely, as  she  offered  the  fervent  outpourings  of  a 
grateful  heart  to  heaven,  for  the  ruin  so  wonder- 
fully averted  from  their  innocent  heads. 

The  next  morning  the  English  soldier  was 
in  his  saddle  at  an  early  honr,  and  he  seemed 
to  entertain  all  the  satisfaction  of  an  habitual 
horseman,  in  feeling  tlie  stately  tread  of  the  bold 
steed  beneath  hiin.  The  white  horse  champed 
his  bit,  and,  by  his  occasional  curvettings,  eviuced 
s  that  his  accustomed  rider  was 
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not  onliis  back;  but  the  firm  seat  and  masterly 
hand  of  the  Eoldier  shortly  reduced  such  slight 
marks  of  rebellion  into  obedience,  and  he  soon 
bade  Gerald  Pepper  farewell. 

The  parting  was  rather  brief  and  silent ;  for 
ia  have  been  other,  would  not  have  accorded 
with  the  habits  of  the  one,  nor  suited  the  imme- 
diate humor  of  the  other.  In  answer  to  the  spnr 
of  the  soldier,  the  white  horse  galloped  down 
the  sTenue  of  his  former  master's  domain,  and 
left  behind  him  the  fields  in  which  he  had  been 
bred.  Gerald  Pepper  looked  after  his  noble 
steed  while  he  remained  within  sight,  and 
thought  no  one  was  witness  to  the  tear  he 
dashed  from  his  eye  when  he  turned  to  re-enter 
his  hoDse. 
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What  a  host  of  light-hearted  associations  are 
revived  by  that  living  fonntain  of  fun  and  frolic, 
aa  Irish  fiddler!  Every  thing  connected  with 
him  is  agreeable,  pleasant,  jolly.  All  his  anec- 
dotes, songs,  jokes,  stories,  and  secrets,  bring  as 
back,  from  the  pressure  and  cares  of  life,  to 
those  happy  days  and  nights  when  the  heart 
was  as  light  as  the  heel,  and  hoth  beat  time  to 
the  exhilarating  sound  of  his  fiddle. 

The  harper  is  a  character  looked  upon  by  the 
Irish  rather  as  a  masical  curiosity,  than  a  being 
specially  created  to  contribute  to  their  enjoy- 
ment. There  is  something  about  him  which 
they  do  not  feel   to  be   in  perfect   sympathy 
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with  their  habits  and  amnseinpnts:  he  i'  above 
them,  not  of  them;  and  although  thej-  respect 
him,  and  treat  him  liiiidly,  jet  he  is  never 
received  among  them  with  tliat  spoutaiieons 
elmllitioTi  of  warmth  and  cordiality  with  which 
they  welcome  their  own  musician,  the  fiddler. 
The  harper,  in  fact,  belongs,  or  rather  did  be- 
lon<r.  to  the  gentry,  and  to  the  gentry  they  are 
willing  to  leave  him.  They  listen  to  his  mnsic 
when  he  feels  disposed  to  play  for  them,  but  it 
only  gratifies  their  curiosity,  instead  of  enliven- 
ing their  hearts — a  fact  snf&ciently  evident  from 
the  circumstance  of  their  seldom  attempting  +o 
danee  to  it.  This  preference,  however,  of  the 
fiddle  to  the  harp,  is  a  feeling  generated  by 
change  of  times  and  circnmstances,  for  it  is 
well  known  that  in  days  gone  by,  when  Irish 
habits  were  purer,  older,  and  more  hereditary 
than  they  are  now,  the  harp  was  the  favorite 
mstrument  of  young  and  old,  of  high  and  low. 

The  fiddle,  however,  is  the  instrament  of  aU 
others  most  essential  to  the  enjoyment  of  an 
Irishman.  Dancing  and  love  are  very  closely 
connected,  and  of  course  the  fiddle  is  never 
thought   or  heard   of,  withont   awakening  the 
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tendereet  and  most  agreeaWe  emotions.  Its 
nrnsie,  soft,  sweet,  and  cheerful,  is  jnst  the  thing 
for  Paddy,  who,  under  its  influenre,  partakes  of 
its  spint,  and  becomes  soft,  sweet,  and  cheerful 
himself.  The  very  tones  of  it  act  like  a  charm 
upon  him,  and  prodnce  in  his  head  sucli  a  hland 
and  delightful  intoxication,  that  he  finds  himself 
making  love  just  as  naturally  as  he  would  eat 
his  meals  It  opens  all  the  sluices  of  his  heart, 
puts  mercui-y  in  his  veins,  gives  honey  to  a 
tongue  that  was,  heaven  knows,  sufficiently 
sweet  without  it,  aad  gifts  him  with  a  pair  of 
feather  heels  that  Mercury  might  envy;  and  to 
crown  all,  eiidows  him,  while  pleadmg  hi?  cause 
in  a  quiet  corner,  with  a  fertility  of  invention, 
and  an  easy  unembarrassed  assurance,  which 
nothing  can  surpass.  In  fact,  with  great  respect 
for  my  friend  Mr.  Bunting,  the  fiddle  it  is  that 
ougkl  to  be  our  national  instrument,  as  it  is  that 
which  is  most  closely  and  agreeably  associated 
with  the  best  and  hapjiiest  impulses  of  the  Irish 
heart.  The  very  language  of  the  people  them- 
seives  is  a  proof  of  this;  for  whilst  neither  harp 
nor  bagpipe  is  ever  introduced  as  illustrating 
peculiarities  of  feeling  by  any  reference  to  their 
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inflience  the  uddle  is  an  agreeable  instrumeut 
la  their  hands  in  more  sen^e  than  o  le  Paddy  t. 
hghe  t  notion  of  flattery  towards  the  other  sex 
K  bollly  eipressed  by  an  ima^e  3ra«n  ft  cm  it 
f<.r  when  he  boa'its  thit  he  can  ly  homed 
words  impress  such  in  agreeable  delus  on  upon 
hif,  sweetheart  as  ta  make  her  iraague  thit 
tlere  IS  %  fiddler  oa  every  nb  of  the  hon'ie 
there  can  he  no  metaphor  conceived  moic 
Btronf,l7  or  beautifully  expressive  of  the  tharm 
tvhi  h  flows  from  that  sweet  instrument  Pad 
dy,  however,  is  very  often  hit  by  liis  own  meta- 
phor, at  a  time  when  he  least  expects  it.  When 
pleading  his  canse,  for  instance,  and  promising 
golden  days  to  his  fair  one,  he  is  not  unfre- 
quently  met  by  "Ay,  ay,  it's  all  very  well  now; 
you're  sugary  enongh,  of  coorse;  hut  wait  till 
we'd  he  a  year  married,  an'  maybe,  like  so  many 
others  that  promised  what  you  do,  you'd  never 
come  home  to  me  widout  '  hangin'  up  your 
fiddle  behind  the  door;'"  by  which  she  means 
to  charge  him  with  the  probability  of  being 
agreeable  when  abroad,  but  morose  in  his  own 
family. 

Having  thus  shown  that  the  fiddie  and  its 
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masie  are  mixed  ap  bo  strongly  with  our  lan- 
guage, feeling's,  and  amusemcnta,  it  is  now  time 
to  say  something  of  the  fiddler.  In  Ireland  it 
is  impossible,  on  looking  through  all  classes  of 
society,  to  find  any  indiridnal  so  perfectly  free 
from  care,  or,  in  stronger  words,  so  completely 
happy,  as  the  fiddler,  especially  if  he  be  blind, 
which  he  generally  is.  His  want  of  sight  cir- 
cumscribes iiis  other  wants,  and  whilst  it  dimin- 
ishes his  enjoyments,  not  only  renders  him  uncon- 
scious of  their  loss,  but  gives  a  greater  zest  to 
those  tiiat  are  left  him,  simple  and  innocent  as 
they  are.  He  is  in  truth  a  man  whose  lot  in 
life  is  happily  cast,  and  whose  lines  have  fallen 
in  pleasant  places.  The  phase  of  life  which  is 
presented  to  him,  and  in  which  lie  moves,  is 
one  of  imiocent  mirth  and  harmless  enjoyment. 
Marriages,  weddings,  dances,  and  merrymak- 
ings of  all  descriptions,  create  the  atmosphere 
of  mirth  and  happiness  which  he  ever  breathes. 
With  the  dark  designs,  the  crimes  and  outrages 
of  mankind,  lie  has  nothing  to  do,  and  liis  light 
spirit  is  never  depressed  by  their  inflnencc.  In- 
deed he  may  be  said  with  truth  to  pass  through 
none  but  tlie  festivals  of  life,  to  hear  nothing 
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but  mirth,  to  feel  nothing  bat  kindness,  and  to 
communicate  tiotliing  but  happiness  to  all  around 
him.  He  is  at  once  the  source  and  the  centre  of 
all  good  and  friendly  feelings.  By  him  the  aged 
man  forgets  his  years,  and  is  agreeably  cheated 
back  into  youth;  the  laborer  snatt^hes  a  pleasant 
moment  from  his  toil,  and  is  bappy;  the  care- 
worn ceases  to  remember  the  anxieties  that  press 
him  down;  the  boy  is  enraptared  with  delight; 
and  the  child  is  charmed  with  a  pleasure  that  he 
feels  to  be  wonderful, 

Sorely  such  a  man  is  important,  as  filling  up 
with  enjoyment  so  many  of  the  pauses  in  human 
misery.  He  is  a  tliousand  times  better  than  a 
politician,  and  is  a  true  philosoplier  without 
knowing  it.  Every  man  is  his  friend,  anle=;s  it 
be  a  rival  fiddler,  and  hi-  is  the  friend  of  every 
man,  with  the  same  exception.  Every  honse, 
too,  every  lieart,  and  every  hand,  is  open  to 
him;  he  never  knows  what  it  is  to  want  a  bed, 
a  dinner,  or  a  shilling.  Good  heavens !  what 
more  than  this  can  the  cravings  of  a  human 
heart  desire  ?  For  my  part,  I  do  not  knoiv 
what  others  might  aim  at;  but  I  am  of  opinion 
that  in  such  a  world  as  this,  the  highest  proof  of 
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a  wise  man  would  be,  a  wish  to  live  and  die  an 
Irish  fiddler. 

And  yet,  alas  1  tliere  is  no  condition  of  life 
without  some  remote  or  contingent  sorrow 
Many  a  scene  have  I  witnessed  connected  w  tb 
this  very  subject,  tliat  would  wring  tears  from 
any  eye,  and  find  a  tender  melancholy  alterna 
tiTo  that  devotes  the  poor  sightless  lad  to  an 
employment  that  is  ultimately  productive  of  so 
much  happiness  to  himself  and  others  This 
alternatiYc  is  seldom  resorted  to  unless  when 
some  poor  child — perhaps  a  favorite — is  deprived 
of  sight  by  tlie  terrible  ravages  of  the  small  pox 
In  life  there  is  scarcely  anything  more  touching 
than  to  witness  in  the  innocent  invalid  the  first 
effects,  both  upon  himself  and  his  parents,  of 
this  wofu!  privation.  The  utter  helplessness  of 
the  pitiable  darkling,  and  his  total  dependence 
on  those  around  him— his  nn acquaintance  with 
the  relative  situation  of  all  the  places  that  were 
familiar  to  him — his  tottering  and  timid  step, 
his  affecting  call  of  "  Mammy,  where  are  yon  ?" 
joined  to  the  bitter  consciousness  on  her  part 
that  the  light  of  affection  and  innocence  will 
never  sparkle  in  those  beloved  eyes  again — all 
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this  constitutes  a  scoue  of  deep  and  bitter  sor- 
row. When,  however,  the  sense  of  his  iiereave- 
meiit  passes  away,  and  the  cherished  child  grows 
up  to  the  proper  age,  &  fiddle  is  procured  for 
)iim  by  his  parents,  if  they  are  able,  and  if  not, 
a  subscription  is  made  up  among  their  friends 
and  neighbors  to  buy  him  oue.  All  the  family, 
with  tears  in  their  eyes,  then  kiss  and  take  leave 
of  him;  and  his  mother,  taking  him  by  the  hand, 
leads  him,  as  had  been  previously  arranged,  to 
the  best  fiddler  in  the  neighborhood,  with  whom 
he  IS  left  as  an  apprentice.  There  is  generally 
no  fee  required,  bat  he  is  engaged  to  hand  his 
master  all  the  money  he  can  make  at  dannes, 
from  the  time  he  is  proficient  enoagh  to  play  at 
them  Such  ii  the  simple  process  of  putting  a 
blind  boy  in  the  way  of  becoming  acquainted 
with  the  science  of  melody. 

In  my  native  pariah  there  were  four  or  five 
Qddlers — all  good  in  their  way;  but  the  Paga- 
niiii  of  the  district  was  the  far-famed  Mickey 
M'Rorey.  Where  Mickey  properly  lived,  I 
never  eonld  actually  discover,  and  for  the  best 
reason  in  the  world — he  was  not  at  home  once 
ia  twelve  months.     As  Colley  Cihher  says  in  the 
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play,  he  wag  "  a  kind  of  a  here-and-thcreiaD — 
a  stranger  nowhere."  This,  however,  mattered 
little;  for  though  perpetually  shifting  day  after 
day  from  place  to  place,  yet  it  somehow  hap- 
pened that  nobody  ever  wnfl  at  a  loss  where  to 
find  liira.  The  truth  is,  he  never  felt  disponed  to 
travel  incng.,  beeaiiae  he  knew  that  his  interest 
must  suffer  by  doing  so;  the  cnnseqnence  was, 
that  wherever  he  went,  a  little  nucleus  of  local 
fame  always  attended  him,  which  rendered  it  an 
easy  matter  to  find  hie  whereabouts. 

Mickey  was  blind  from  his  infancy,  and,  as 
usual,  owed  to  the  small-pox  the  loss  of  his 
sight.  He  was  about  the  middle  size,  of  rather 
a  slender  make,  and  possessed  an  intelligent 
countenance,  on  which  beamed  that  singular 
expression  of  inward  serenity  so  peculiar  to  the 
blind  His  temper  was  sweet  and  even,  but 
capable  of  rising  through  the  baoyancy  of  his 
own  Immor  to  a  high  pitcii  of  exhilaration  and 
enjoyment.  The  dress  he  wore,  as  far  as  I  ean 
remember,  was  always  the  same  in  color  and 
fabric — to  wit,  a  brown  coat,  a  sober-tinted  cot- 
ton waistcoat,  grey  stockings,  and  black  cordu- 
roys.   Poor  Miekeyl   I  think  I  see  him  before 
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me,  his  head  erect,  as  the  Leads  of  all  bliad  men 
are,  the  fiddle-case  under  his  left  arm,  and.  his 
hazel  BtafE  held  ont  like  a  feeler,  exploring  with 
experimental  pokes  the  natm'e  of 'the  ground 
before  him,  even  although  some  happy  urchin 
leads  him  onward  with  an  exulting  eye ;  an 
honor  of  which  he  will  boast  to  his  companions 
for  many  a  mortal  month  to  come. 

The  first  time  I  ever  heard  Mickey  play  was 
also  the  first  I  ever  heard  a  fiddle.  Well  and 
distinctly  do  I  remember  the  occasion.  The 
Beason  was  summer— but  summer  was  summer 
then — and  a  new  honse  belonging  to  Frank 
Thomas  had  been  finished,  and  was  jnst  ready 
to  receive  him  and  his  family.  The  floors  of 
Irish  hooses  in  the  country  generally  consist'  at 
first  of  wet  clay,  and  when  this  is  sufEciently 
well  smoothed  and  hardened,  a  dance  is  known 
to  be  an  excellent  thing  to  bind  and  prevent 
them  from  cracking.  On  this  occasion  the  even- 
ing had  been  appointed,  and  the  day  was  nearly 
half  advanced,  but  no  appeaiance  of  the  fiddler. 
The  state  of  excitement  m  which  I  fomid  myself, 
could  not  be  described.  The  name  of  Mickey 
M'Rorej  had  been  ringing  in  my  ears  for  G-od 
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tnoivs  Iiow  loDg,  but  I  had  oever  seen  him,  or 
oven  heard  his  fiddle.  Every  two  minutes  I  was 
on  the  tnp  of  a  little  eminence  looking  out  for 
him,  my  eyes  Btraining  out  of  their  sockets,  and 
my  head  dizzy  with  the  prophetic  expectation  of 
rapture  and  delight.  Human  patience,  however, 
couid  bear  tliia  painful  suspense  no  longer,  ami  I 
privately  resolved  to  find  Mickey,  or  perish.  1 
accordingly  proceeded  across  the  hiOs,  a  distance 
of  about  three  miles,  to  a  place  called  Kilnalius- 
hogue,  where  I  found  him  waiting  for  a  guide. 
At  this  time  I  could  not  hare  been  more  than 
seven  years  of  age;  am]  how  I  wrought  out  my 
way  over  the  lonely  hilia,  or  through  what  mys- 
terious instinct  I  was  led  to  him,  and  that  by  a 
path,  too,  over  which  I  had  never  traveled  be- 
fore, must  he  left  unrevealed  until  it  shall  please 
that  Power  which  guides  the  bee  to  its  home, 
and  the  bird  for  thousands  of  miles  through  thb 
air,  to  di'iolo^e  the  principle  upon  which  it  i^ 
accomplished. 

On  our  return  home  I  conid  see  the  young 
persons  of  both  sexes  flying  out  to  the  little 
eminence  I  spoke  of,  looking  eagerly  towards 
the   spot  we   traveled    from,    and    immediately 
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seamperiDg  in  again,  clapping  their  hands  and 
shouting  with  delight.  Instantly  the  whole 
village  was  oat,  young  and  old,  standing  for 
a  moment  to  satisfy  themselves  that  the  intelli- 
gence was  correct ;  after  which,  about  a  dozen 
of  the  youngsters  sprang  forward,  with  the 
speed  of  so  many  antelopes,  to  meet  us,  whilst 
the  elders  returned  with  a  soberer,  but  not  less 
satisfied,  manner  into  the  houses.  Then  com- 
menced the  usual  battle,  as  to  whom  should  be 
honored  by  permission  to  carry  the  fiddle-case. 
Oh  I  that  fiddle-casel  For  seven  long  years  it 
was  an  honor  exclusively  allowed  to  myself, 
whenever  Mickey  attended  a  dance  anywhere 
near  us ;  and  never  was  the  Lord  Chancellor's 
mace — to  which,  by  the  way,  with  great  respect 
for  his  Lordship,  it  bore  a  considerable  resem- 
blance— carried  with  a  prouder  heart  or  a  more 
exulting  eye.    But  so  it  is — 

'■  These  little  things  are  great  to  little  men." 

"  Blood  alive,  Michey,  you're  welcome  ! " 
"  How  is  every  bone  of  you,  Mickey  ?  Bedad 
we  gev  you  up."  "  Ko,  we  didn't  give  yoa  up, 
Mickey;  never  heed  him;  sure  we  knew  very 
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well  you'd  not  desart  the  Towny  boys— wlioo! — 
Pol  de  to!  loll"  "All,  Mickey,  won't  you  sing 
'There  was  a  wee  devil  came  over  the  wall?'" 
"  To  be  sure  he  will,  but  ■wait  till  he'comes  home 
and  gets  his  dinner  first.  Is  it  off  an  empty 
stomach  you'd  have  him  to  sin^?"  "Mickey 
give  me  the  fiddle-case,  won't  you,  Mickey?" 
"  No,  to  Ttm,  Mickey."  "  Never  heed  them, 
Mickey:  you  promised  it  to  me  at  the  dance  in 
Carntaul." 

"  Aisy,  boys,  aisy.  The  truth  is,  none  of  yez 
can  get  the  fiddle-case.  Sliibhy,  my  fiddle  hasn't 
been  well  for  the  last  day  or  two,  and  can't  bear 
to  be  carried  by  any  one  barrin'  myself." 

"Blood  alive!  sick  is  it,  Mickey ?— on' what 
ails  her  t" 

"  Why,  some  o'  the  doctors  says  there's  a  frog 
in  her,  an'  otliers  that  she  has  got  the  cholie; 
but  I'm  goia'  to  give  lier  a  dose  of  balgriffauns 
when  I  get  np  to  the  house  above.  Oald  Harry 
Connolly  says  she's  with-fiddle;  an'  if  that's  tnie, 
boys,  maybe  some  o'  yez  won't  be  in  luck.  I'll 
be  able  to  spare  a  young  fiddle  Or  two  among 
yez." 

Many  a  tiny  hand  was  clapped,  and  many  an 
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eye  was  lit  up  with  the  hope  of  getting  a  yoang 
fiddle;  for  gospel  itself  waa  never  looked  upon 
to  be  more  true  than  this  assertion  of  Mickey's.. 
And  no  wonder.  The  fact  is,  he  used  to  aniase 
himself  by  making  small  fiddles  of  deal  and 
horse-hair,  which  he  carried  about  with  him,  as 
presents  for  snch  yonngsters  as  he  took  a  fancy 
to.  This  he  made  a  serious  business  of,  and  car- 
ried it  OQ  with  an  importance  becoming  the  inti- 
mation jnst  given.  Indeed,  I  remember  the  time 
when  I  watched  one  of  them,  which  I  wo.s  so 
happy  as  to  receive  from  him,  day  and  night, 
with  the  hope  of  being  able  to  report  that  it 
was  growing  larger;  for  my  firm  belief  was,  that 
in  doe  time  it  would  reach  the  nsnal  size. 

As  wc  went  along,  Mickey,  with  his  usual  tact, 
got  out  of  us  all  the  information  respecting  the 
several  coartships  of  the  neighborhood  that  had 
reached  ns,  and  as  mncb,  too,  of  the  village  gos- 
sip and  scandal  as  we  knew. 

Nothing  can  esceed  the  overflowing  kindness 
and  affection  with  which  the  Irish  fiddler  is 
received  on  tb?  occasion  of  a.  d'anee  or  merry- 
making; and  to  do  him  justice  he  loses  no 
opportunity  of    exaggerating  his  own   import- 
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anee  From  habit  and  his  po'iitioii  among  the 
people  his  wit  and  power  of  repartee  are  neces- 
sarily cultivated  and  sharpened  Not  one  of  his 
jotes  ever  fails — a  cirenmstance  which  improves 
his  huicor  mightily  for  nothing  on  earth  sus- 
tains It  so  muih  as  knowing  that  whether  good 
or  bad  it  will  be  lant^hed  at  Mickey,  by  the 
wav  was  a  barhelor  and,  though  blind,  was 
able  as  he  himself  nsed  to  ««ty  to  see  through 
his  ears  better  than  another  could  through  the 
eyes  He  knew  every  voilb  at  once,  and  every 
boy  and  girt  in  the  parish  by  name  the  moment 
he  heard  them  speak 

On  reaching  the  house  he  is  bound  for,  he 
either  partakes  of  or  at  leist  la  offered,  refresh- 
ment after  which  comes  the  ecstatie  moment  to 
the  youngsters  but  all  tins  is  done  by  due  and 
solemn  preparation  Firat  he  (.alls  for  a  pair  of 
SLissors  with  which  he  ptres  or  seems  to  pare 
his  nails  then  asks  for  a  piece  of  rosin,  and  in 
an  instant  half  a  dozen  bojs  are  ofi  at  a  break' 
neck  pace  to  the  next  shoe  maker's,  to  procure 
it  whilst  in  the  mean  time  he  deliberately  pulls 
a  piece  out  of  his  pocket  and  rosms  his  bow. 
But  hea^enal  what  a  ceremonj  the  opening  of 


6d  by  Google 


316  MICKEY  m'roret, 

that  fiddle-ease  is !  The  manipulation  of  the 
blind  man  as  he  runs  his  liand  down  to  the  bey- 
hole — the  turning  of  the  key — the  taking  out  of 
the  fiddle — the  twang  twang — and  then  the  first 
ecstatic  sound,  as  the  bow  is  drawn  across  the 
Etrings;  then  comes  a  screwing;  then  a  deJicious 
iaw  or  two;  again  another  screwing — twang 
twang — and  away  he  goes  with  the  favorite  tune 
of  the  good  woman,  for  such  is  the  etiquette 
upon  these  occasions.  The  house  is  immediately 
thronged  with  the  neighbors,  and  a  preliminary 
dance  is  taken,  in  which  the  old  folks,  with  good- 
humored  violence,  are  literally  dragged  out,  and 
forced  to  join.  Then  come  the  congratulations 
—  "Ah,  Jack,  you  could  do  it  wanst,"  says 
Mickey,  "  an'  can  still ;  you  have  a  kick  in  you 
yet."  "  Why,  Mickey,  I  seen  dancin'  in  my 
time,"  the  old  man  will  reply,  his  brow  relaxed 
by  a  remnant  of  his  former  pride,  and  the  hilar- 
ity of  the  moment,  "but  yon  see  the  brtath  isn't 
what  it  used  to  be  wid  me,  when  I  could  dance 
the  BalteJwrufn  Jig  on  the  bottom  of  a  ten-gal- 
lon cask.  But  I  think  a  glass  o'  whiskey  will  do 
us  no  harm  after  that.  Heighho! — well,  well — 
I'm  sure  I  thought  my  dancing  days  wcr  over." 
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"  Bedad  an'  you  wor  matched  any  how," 
rejoined  the  Sddler.  "  Molshy  carried  as  light 
a  hue!  as  eyer  you  did  ;  sorra  a  woman  of  her 
ji'iL-s  ever  I  seen  eonld  cat  the  hackle  ivid  her. 
You  would  know  the  tunc  on  her  feet  still." 

"Ah,  Mickey,  the  truth  is,"  the  good  woman 
would  say,  "  we  have  no  sich  dancin'  now  as 
there  was  in  my  i3ays.    Thry  that  glass." 

"  But  as  good  fiddlers,  Molshy,  eh  ?  Here's 
to  you  both,  and  long  may  ye  live  to  shake  the 
toe!  Wboo!  be  dad  that's  great  stuff.  Come 
now  sit  down,  Jack,  till  I  give  your  onld  favor- 
ite, '  CunnU  Soogah.' " 

These  were  happy  moments  and  happy  times, 
whioh  might  well  be  looked  upon  as  picturing 
the  simple  manners  of  country  life  with  very  Ut- 
ile of  moral  shadow  to  obscure  the  cheerfulness 
which  lit  up  the  Irish  heart  and  hearth  into 
humble  happiness.  Mickey,  with  his  usual  good 
nature,  never  forgot  the  younger  portion  of  his 
audience.  After  entertaining  tlie  old  and  full- 
grown,  he  would  call  for  a  key,  one  end  of 
wliich  lie  placed  in  his  mouth,  in  order  to  makf 
the  Bildle  sing  for  the  children  their  favoritf 
snug,  begiuniug  with 

27. 
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"  Oh!  graad-manuna,  will  you  Equeeze  my  wig !" 

This  he  did  in  such  a  manner,  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  key,  that  tho  words  seemed  in  be 
spolcen  by  the  instrument,  and  not  by  himself. 
After  this  was  over,  he  would  sing  ns,  to  his 
own  accompaniment,  another  favorite,  "There 
was  a  wee  devil  loolced  over  the  wall,"  which 
generally  closed  that  portion  ot  the  entertain- 
ment, so  kindly  designed  fur  us. 

Upon  those  moments  I  have  often  witnessed 
marks  of  deep  and  pious  feeling,  occasioned  by 
some  memory  of  the  absent  or  the  dead,  that 
were  as  beautiful  as  they  n  ere  affecting.  If,  for 
instance,  a  favorite  son  or  daughter  happened 
to  be  removed  by  death,  the  father  or  mother, 
remembering  the  air  which  was  loved  best  by 
the  departed,  would  pause  a  moment,  and  with 
a  voice  full  of  sorrow,  8ny,  "  Mickey,  there  is 
one  twne  that  I  would  like  to  hear ;  I  love  to 
think  of  it,  and  to  hear  it;  I  do,  for  the  sake  of 
them  that's  gone— my  dorlin'  son  that's  lyin'  low: 
it  was  he  that  loved  it.  His  ear  is  closed  against 
it  now;  but  for  his  sake — ay,  for  your  sake,  avour- 
neen  macliree— we  will  hear  it  waust  more." 
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Mickey  always  played  Bach  tunes  in  his  best 
style,  and  amidst  a  silence  that  was  only  broken 
by  sobs,  suppressed  meanings,  and  the  other 
tokens  of  profound  sorrow.  These  goshes,  how- 
ever, of  natural  feeling  soon  passed  away.  In  a 
few  minutes  the  smiles  returned,  the  rairth  broke 
out  again,  and  the  lively  dance  went  on  as  if 
Iheir  hearts  had  been  incapable  of  such  affection 
for  the  dead — affection  at  once  so  deep  and  ten- 
der. But  many  a  time  the  lij^ht  of  cheerfulness 
plays  along  the  stream  of  Iriih  feeiing,  when 
cherithed  sorrow  lies  removed  from  the  human 
eye  far  down  from  the  surface. 

These  preliminary  amusements  being  now 
over,  Mickey  is  conducted  to  the  dance-house, 
where  he  is  carefully  installed  in  the  best  chair, 
and  immediately  the  dancing  commences.  It  is 
not  my  purpose  to  describe  an  Irish  dance  here, 
having  done  it  more  than  once  elsewhere.  It  is 
enough  to  say  that  Mickey  is  now  in  his  glory; 
and  proud  may  the  young  man  he  who  fills  the 
honorable  post  of  his  companion,  and  &its  next 
him.  He  is  a  living  store-house  of  intelligence, 
a  traveJing  directory  for  the  parish — the  lover's 
text-book — the  yomij^  woman's  best  companion; 
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for  where  is  the  courtsliip  going  on  of  nhieh  he 
ia  Qot  cc^nizaiit  E  where  is  there  a  marriBgc  on 
the  tapis,  with  the  particulars  of  which  he  is  not 
ocqoainted  ?  He  is  an  authority  whom  nobody 
wouW  think  of  questioning.  It  is  now,  too,  that 
he  scatters  his  jokes  about;  and  so  correct  and 
well  trained  is  his  ear,  that  he  caa  freqaently 
name  the  young  man  who  dances,  by  the  peenli- 
arity  of  his  step. 

"Ah  lial  Paddy  Brien,  you're  there  T  Sore 
I'd  know  the  sound  of  yonr  smooth  in '-irons  any 
where.  Is  it  thme,  Paddy,  that  yon  wor  sint 
for  down  to  Errigle  Keerogne,  to  kill  the  clocks 
for  Dan  M'Mahon  ?  But,  nabuklish  t  Paddy, 
what'll  yon  have  ?" 

"  Is  that  Grace  Reilly  on  the  flare  ?  Faix, 
avourncen,  yon  can  do  it ;  devil  tf  your  likes  I 
see  any  where,  I'll  lay  Shihby  to  a  penny  tmmp 
that  yon  could  dance  your  own  namesake— the 
Caleen  dhas  dhttn,  the  bonny  brown  girl — npon 
a  spider's  cobweb,  without  breakin'  it.  Don't 
be  in  a  harry,  Grace  dear,  to  tie  the  knot;  /'// 
wait  for  joa." 

Several  times  in  the  course  of  the  night  a 
plate  is  bronght  round,  and  a  collection  made 
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for  the  fiddler :  this  was  the  moment  when 
Mickey  used  to  let  the  Jokes  fly  in  every  direc- 
tion. The  timid  he  shamed  into  liberality,  the 
vain  he  praised,  and  the  niggardly  he  assailed 
by  open  iiardj  satire;  all  manngeii,  however, 
with  such  an  under-cniTent  of  good  humor,  that 
no  one  could  take  offence.  No  joke  ever  told 
better  than  that  of  the  broken  string.  When- 
ever this  happened  at  night,  Mickey  would  call 
out  to  some  soft  fellow,  "  Blood  alive,  Ned  Mar- 
tin, will  yon  bring  me  a  candle  ?  I've  broken  a 
string."  The  unthinking  young  man,  forgetting 
that  he  was  blind,  would  take  the  candle  in  a 
hurry,  and  fetch  it  to  him. 

"  Faix,  Ned,  I  knew  yoa  wor  jist  fit  for't ; 
houldin'  u  candle  to  a  dark  man  t  Isn't  he  a 
beauty,  boys  ? — look  at  him,  girls — as  'cute  as  a 
pancake." 

It  is  nnnecessary  to  say,  that  the  mirth  on 
such  occasions  was  convulsive.  Another  simi- 
lar joke  was  also  played  off  by  him  against 
snch  as  he  knew  to  be  nngcnerous  at  the  col- 
lection. 

"  Paddy  Smith,  I  want  a  word  wid  you.  I'm 
goin'  across  the  counthry  as  far  as  Ned  Don- 
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nelly's,  and  I  want  jon  to  help  me  along  the 
road,  as  the  ni^ht  is  dark." 

"  To  be  sure,  Mickey.  I'll  bring  you  oTer 
as  snug  as  if  you  wor  on  a  clane  plate,  man 
alive  1" 

"Thank  jou  Paddy  thioth  you've  the  da- 
tency  in  you  ,  an  kind  father  for  yon,  Paddy. 
Maybe   1 11  do   as  much    for  yon  some  other 

Mitl.e>  nerer  spoke  of  this  until  the  trick 
was  played  off  after  which  he  published  it  to 
the  whole  Parish ,  and  Paddy  of  course  was 
made  the  standing  jest  for  being  so  silly  as  to 
think  that  i  ight  r  r  da)  had  any  difference  to  a 
man  w  ho  could  not  see 

Thus  passed  the  life  of  Mickey  M'Rorey,  and 
thus  pass  the  lues  of  most  of  his  cia.ss,  serenely 
and  happilj  4b  the  sailor  to  his  ship,  the 
sportsman  to  his  gun  so  is  the  fiddler  attached 
to  his  fiddle  His  hojips  and  pleasures,  though 
limited  are  full  His  heart  is  necessarily  light, 
lor  he  comes  in  tontact  with  the  best  and 
brightest  side  of  lilc  and  nature;  and  the  con- 
sequence is  that  their  mild  and  mellow  lights 
are  reflected  on  and  from  himself.     I  am  igno- 
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rant  whether  poor  Mickey 

is  dead  or  not 

hut  I 

dare  eay  he  forgets  the 

boy  to  whose 

young 

BO  much   delight,  and 

who  often  danced  with  a 

buoyant  and  careless 

lieart    to    the    pleasant 

notes    of   his 

fiddle. 

Mickey  M'Korej,   farewell!     Wiietlier 

living 

or  dead,  peace  be  with 

ou* 

■  MLekcy,  wlio  is  etill  living 

remembers  the  writer  of       | 

this  well,  aod  felt  very  much 

flattered  on  hear 

mg   the 

ftbore  notice  of  himself  read.- 

W.  C  1315. 

tHE  END. 
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INTBODUCTJON. 


The  following  ocoouat  of  tlie  origin  of  the  tale  of 
"  The  Poor  Scholar,"  is  taken  from  Mr.  Carleton's  intro- 
duction to  a  new  and  revised  edition  of  his  "  Traits 
and  Stories  of  the  Irish  Feasantrj,"  published  in  Dul>- 
lia  in  IS13. 

"  It  was  about  sis  months  after  our  removal  to  Spring- 
town,  that  an  incident  in  my  early  life  occurred  which 
gave  rise  to  one  of  the  most  popular  tales,  perhaps, 
with  the  exception  of  the  Miser,  that  I  have  iiritten — 
that  Is  the  Poor  Scholar.  There  being  now  no  classical 
school  within  eighteen  or  twenty  miles  of  Springtown, 
it  was  suggested  to  our  family  by  a  nephew  of  the 
parish  priest,  then  a  young  man  of  sis  or  eight  and 
twenty,  that,  under  the  circumstances,  it  would  be  a 
prudent  step  on  their  part  to  prepare  aa  outfit,  and 
send  me  up  to  Munster  aa  a  Poor  Scholar,  to  complete 
my  education.  Pat  Prayno,  who  by  the  way  had  been 
a  poor  scholar  himself,  had  advised  the  same  thing 
before,  and  aa  the  name  does  not  involve  disgrace,  I 
felt  no  reluctance  in  going,  especially  as  the  prient'B 
nephew,  who  proposed  it,  bad  made  np  his  mind  on 
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oooorapinylng  me  for  a  similar  pnrpose.  Indeed,  the 
poor  echolars  who  go  to  Munater  are  indebted  for 
nothing  but  their  bed  and  board,  wliich  they  receire 
kindly  and  hospitably  from  the  parents  of  the  scholars. 
The  masters  are  generally  paid  tJieir  full  terms  by  these 
pitiable  beings,  but  this  rule,  like  all  others,  of  course 
has  ita  exceptions.  At  all  events,  my  outfit  was  got 
ready,  and  on  a  beautiful  morning  in  the  month  of 
May  I  separated  from  my  family  to  go  in  quest  of  edu- 
cation. There  was  no  collcetloa,  however,  in  my  case, 
as  mentioned  in  tJie  tale  ;  as  my  own  family  supplied 
the  funds  supposed  to  be  necessary.  I  hare  been  pre- 
sent, howerer,  at  more  fhan  one  collection  made  for 
Mmilar  purposes,  and  heard  a  good-natured  sermon  not 
very  much  differitig  from  that  given  in  the  Etory. 

"  The  priest's  nephew,  on  the  day  we  were  to  atari, 
suddenly  changed  his  mind,  and  I  consequently  had  to 
uodertalce  the  jonrcoy  alone,  which  I  did  with  a  heavy 
heart.  The  further  I  got  from  home  the  more  my 
spirits  sank,  or,  in  the  beautiful  image  of  Goldsmith, 
"  'I  dngsea  '■i  earl"  "too's  b  KnstlieninB  cluJn.' 

"I  traveled  asfarasthetownof  Granard,  and  during 
the  journey,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say,  that  the 
almost  parental  tenderness  and  hospitality  which  I 
received  on  my  way  could  not  be  adequately  described. 
The  reader  will  find  an  attempt  at  it  In  the  story.  The 
parting  tcom  home  and  my  adventures  on  tbe  road 
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"Having  reached  Granard  my  courage  Iiegan  to  fail, 
and  my  family  at  home,  now  tbat  I  had  departed  from 
them,  began  also  to  feel  Eoraething  like  rcmorae  for 
having  pennitted  one  bo  young  and  inesperieneed  aa  I 
then  was,  to  go  abroad  alone  upon  the  world.  My 
mother's  sorrow,  especially,  was  deep,  and  her  cry  waa, 
'  Oh,  why  did  I  let  my  boy  got  Maybe  I  will  never 
see  him  again  I' 

"  On  reaehiag  Graoaril,  I  felt  of  course  fatigued,  and 
EOon  went  to  bpd,  where  I  slept  soundly.  It  was  not, 
however,  a  dreamless  sleep:  I  thought  I  was  going 
along  a  strange  path  to  some  particular  place,  and  that 
a  mad  hull  met  me  on  tht  road,  and  pursued  me  with 
such  speed  and  fury  that  I  awoke  in  a  state  of  singular 
terror  That  waa  euCBoieat ,  my  mind  had  been  already 
\iavermg  and  the  dream  determined  me.  The  next 
morning  after  breakfust  I  l>ent  my  steps  homewards, 
and  OS  it  happened  my  return  took  a  weighty  load  of 
gci"f  from  the  heart  of  my  mother  and  family.  The 
bouse  I  stopped  at  in  Granard  was  a  kind  of  small  inn, 
kept  by  a  man  whose  name  waa  Peter  Grehan.  Such 
were  the  incidents  which  gave  rise  to  the  tale  of  '  The 
Poor  Scholar.'" 
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One  day  about  the  middle  of  rfovember,  in 
the  year  18 — ,  Dominick  M'Evoj  and  his  son 
Jemmy  were  digging  potatoes  on  the  side  of  a 
hard,  barren  hill;  called  Esker  Dhu.  The  day 
was  bitter  and  wintry,  the  men  were  thinly  c!ad, 
and  as  the  keen  blast  swept  across  the  hill  with 
considerable  violence,  the  slect^like  rain  which 
it  bore  along,  pelted  into  their  garments  with 
pitiless  severity.  The  father  had  advanced  into 
more  than  middle  age;  and  having  held,  at  a 
raek-rent,  the  miserable  waste  of  farm  which  he 
ot-eupied,  he  was  compelled  to  exert  himself  in 
its  cultivation,  despite  either  obduracy  of  f.oil, 
or  inclemency  of  weather.  This  day,  however, 
was  so  unusually  severe,  that  the  old  man  begau 
to  feel  incapable  of  continaing  his  toil      The 
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SOI.  bore  it  better;  but  whenever  a  cold  nish  of 
stormy  rain  came  over  them,  both  were  com- 
pelled to  stand  with  their  sides  agsunst  it,  and 
their  heads  turned,  so  as  that  the  ear  almost 
rested  back  upon  the  shoulder,  iu  order  to  throw 
the  rain  off  theu-  faces.  Of  each,  however,  that 
cheek  which  was  exposed  to  the  rain  and  storm 
was  beaten  into  a  red  hue;  whilst  the  otlier 
part  of  theu-  faces  was  both  pale  aud  hunger- 


The  father  paiised  to  take  breath,  and,  sup- 
ported by  his  spade,  looked  down  upon  the  shel- 
tered inland  which,  inhabited  chiefly  by  Protes- 
tants and  Presbyterians,  ky  rich  and  warm- 
looking  under  him. 

"  Why  thill,"  he  exclaimed  to  the  son— a 
lad  about  fifteen,  —  "sure  I  know  well  I 
oughtn't  to  curse  yez,  anyway,  you  black  set  1 
an'  yit,  the  Lord  forgive  me  my  sins,  I  'm  almost 
timpted  to  give  yez  a  volley,  an'  that  from 
my  heart  out!  Look  at  thim,  Jimmy  agra — 
only  look  at  the  black  thieves  1  how  warm  an' 
wealthy  they  sit  there  in  our  own  ould  posses- 
sions, an'  here  we  must  toil  till  our  fingers  are 
worn  to  the  stumps,  upon    this    thievin'  bent. 
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The  cnrse  of  Cromwell  on  iti— Ton  might  as 
well  as  the  divil  for  a  blessin',  as  expect  any- 
thing like  a  dacent  crop  out  of  it. — Look  at 
thim  two  ridges  I— such  a  poor  sthriiig  o'  prar 
ties  is  in  it ! — one  here  an'  one  there — an'  yit 
we  mast  tarn  up  the  whole  ridge  for  that  same! 
Well,  God  sind  the  time  soon,  when  the  right 
will  take  place,  Jimmy  agrali !" 

"An' doesn't  Pasthor'ni  say  it  ?  Snre  whin 
Twenty-five  cornea  icell  have  our  own  agin: 
the  right  w  11  overcone  tie  m^ht — the  bot- 
tomless pit  w  11 1  e  locked — ay  double  bouUed, 
if  St.  Pether  gets  the  Lay  for  1  e  i  the  very 
boy  that  will  a  commodite  the  heretics  wid  a 
warm  comer  an  yit  f  th  tl  er  s  many  o' 
thim  that  n  yself  ud  ]  at  n  a  goo  1  word  for, 
afther  all." 

"  Throth,  aa  here  s  the  same  Jimmy  There's 
Jack  Stuart  a  f  tlere  s  a  cool  corner  in  hell, 
the  same  Jack  will  get  it — an'  that  he  may,  1 
pray  Gor  this  day,  an*  amin.  The  Lord  sind  it 
to  him  1  for  he  richly  desarves  it.  Kind,  neigh- 
borly, and  frindly,  is  he  an'  all  bclongin'  to 
him;  an'  I  wouldn't  be  where  a  hard  word  'ud 
be  ppoken  of  him,  nor  a  dog  in  connexion  wid 
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the  family  ill  tbratcd;  for  which  rason  may  he 
get  a  cool  corner  in  hell,  I  humbly  sufflicate." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Jack  Taylor  ?  Will 
he  be  cosey  ?" 

"  Throth,  I  doubt  so — a  blessed  youth  is 
Jack  ;  yit  mjscif  'nd  hardly  b  ish  it.  He 's  a 
heerum-ateerum,  divil-m ay-care  fellow,  no  doubt 
of  it,  an'  laughs  at  the  priests,  which  same  I'm 
thinkin'  will  get  him  below  stairs  more  Dor  a 
new-milk  heat,  any  way ;  but  thin,  agin,  he 
thrates  thim  dacont,  an'  gires  thira  good  dinners, 
'  aa'  they  take  all  this  roUiken  in  good  port,  so 
that  it's  likely  he's  not  in  aifncst  in  it,  an' 
surely  they  ought  to  know  best,  Jimmy." 

"  What  do  yon  think  of  Yallow  Sam  ? — 
honest  Sam,  that  they  say  was  bom  widout  a 
heart,  an'  carries  the  btad:  wool  in  his  ears, 
to  keep  oat  the  criPS  of  the  widows  an'  the 
orphans,  that  are  long  rotten  in  their  graves 
through  his  dark  villany? — Ho '11  get  a  snug 
birth  I"* 

•  This  was  acluallj  said  of  the  person  nUuded  to— a  celo- 
brated  usnrer  aid  agent  to  two  or  tliree  eatatos,  who  waa  a 
little  di^af,  and  had  bia  ears  oecasionallj  aUffcd  with  black 
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\iUoD  San  rcpiel  the  old  rain  ';luwlv 
aul  A  dJil.  '.Iiade  of  micnse  hitrcl  lUckutl 
his  wcath  r  bpatoii  eountenincp  as  he  looked 
in  the  direction  from   which  the  storm  llei^ 

tnas  he  Lft  ns  where  we  re  standiii  Jiramy 
— undher  tl  is  bhst  that  s  towldher  an  bit 
thtrer  nor  i  step-mothers  bieith  thif  tuttn 
Hy  !  Twaa  ^  turned  us  on  tiie  wide  «orld 
ivhin  jDur  poor  mother  was  risin  out  of  hei 
fwer  Tivaf  he  iqieiched  tlehearth  wh  n  si  e 
wisnt  alletoiaie  the  bou=t  till  learned  her 
m  mv  rro'  into  Paddy  Cassidys — the  tear? 
fill  1  fiom  my  lyes  upon  her  face  tl  at  I  loied 
next  to  God.  Didn't  he  give  our  farm  to  his 
bastard  son,  a  purple  Orangeman  ?  Out  we 
went,  to  the  winds  an'  skies  of  heaven,  bekase 
the  rich  hodagh  made  intherest  against  us.  I 
tould  him  whin  he  chated  me  out  o'  my  fifteen 
goolden  guineas,  that  his  masther,  the  landlord, 
should  hear  of  it;  bat  I  could  never  get  next  or 
near  him,  to  make  my  complaint.  Eh?— a 
snug  birthl  I'm  only  afoard  that  hell  has  no 
corner  hot  enough  for  him — hut  lave  that  to  the 
divil  himself:  if  he  doesn't  give  him  the  best 
tUratement  hell  can  afford,  why  I'm  not  here." 
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"  Divil  k  one  o'  the  ould  hoy's  so  bad  as  tlicy 
say,  father;  he  gives  to  (Aim  hot  an'  heavy,  at 
all  evints." 

"  Why  even  if  he  was  at  a  loss  about  Sam, 
depind  upon  it,  ho  'd  get  a  hint  from  his  bet- 
thera  above,  that  'ud  be  sarviceable." 

"They  say  he  visits  him  as  it  is,  an'  that 
Sam  can't  sleep  widout  some  one  in  the  room 
wid  him.  Dan  Philips  eaya  the  priest  was 
there,  an'  had  a  Mass  in  every  room  in  the 
honse;  but  Charley  Mack  tells  me  there's  no 
thruth  in  it.  He  was  advised  to  it,  he  says;  but 
it  seems  the  oald  boy  has  too  strong  a  hoult  of 
biin,  for  Sam  said  he  'd  have  the  divil  any  time 
sooner  nor  the  priest,  and  its  likest  what  he 
woald  say." 

"  Oeh,  och,  Jimmy,  avick,  I'm  tir'd  out  1 
We  liad  betther  give  in  ;  the  day's  too  hard,  an' 
there's  no  use  in  standin'  agin  the  weather 
tiiat  's  in  it.  Lave  the  ouM  villain  to  God,  who 
he  can't  ehate,  any  way." 

"Well,  may  our  curse  go  along  wid  the  rest 
upon  him,  for  dhrivin'  ua  to  sich  an  unnatural 
jpot  as  this!  Hot  an'  heavy,  into  the  eowl  an' 
marrow  of  him  may  it   pencthrate  I     An'  sure 
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that's  no  more  than  ali  tLe  counthry's  wishin' 
liiiQ,  whether  or  not — not  to  inintion  the  cnrses 
that 's  risitt'  out  o'  the  grave  agin  him,  loud  an' 

"God  knows  it's  not  siavin'  yourself  on  sich 
a  day  as  this  yoTt  'd  be,  only  for  liim.  Had  we 
kep  our  farm,  you'd  be  now  wd!  an'  in  your 
laruin'  for  a  priest— an'  there  'ud  be  one  o'  the 
family  snre  to  be  a  gintleman,  any  how;  but 
tkat  'a  gone  too,  agra.  Look  at  the  smoke,  iiow 
comfortable  it  rises  from  Jack  Sullivan's,  where 
the  priest  has  a  Station  to-day.  Tisn't  fishin' 
for  a  Btliray  pratie  ie  is,  upon  a  ridge  like  this. 
But  it  can't  be  helped;  an'  God's  will  be  done! 
Not  himself  I — faix,  it 's  he  that  '11  get  the  height 
of  good  thratcmenf ,  an'  can  ride  home,  well  lined, 
both  inside  an'  outside.  Much  good  may  it  do 
him! — ^'tis  but  his  right." 

The  lad  now  paused  in  his  tara,  looked  do^ra 
on  Jack  Sullivan's  comfortable  house,  sheltered 
by  a  clamp  of  trees,  and  certainly  saw  sacli  a 
smoke  tossed  up  from  the  chimney,  as  gave  un- 
equivocal evidence  of  preparation  for  a  good 
dinner.  He  next  looked  "behind  the  wind," 
with  a  visage  made  more  blank  and  meagi'e  by 
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the  contrast;  after  which  he  reflected  for  a  few 
minntes,  as  if  working  up  his  mind  to  some  sud- 
den determination.  The  deliberation,  however, 
was  sliort.  ho  struck  his  open  hand  upon  the 
head  of  the  spade  with  much  animation,  aud 
instantly  took  it  in  both  hands,  exclaiming  : 

"  Here,  father,  here  goes;  to  the  divil  once 
an'  for  ever  I  pitch  slavery,"*  apd,  as  he  spoke, 
the  spade  was  sent  as  far  from  him  as  he  had 
strength  to  throw  it.  "To  the  divil  I  pitch 
slavery  !  An'  now,  father,  wid  the  help  o'  God, 
this  is  the  last  day's  work  I'll  ever  put  my  hand 
to.  There's  no  way  of  lamin'  Latin  here;  hut 
off  to  Munster  I'll  start,  an'  my  face  you'll 
never  see  in  this  parisii,  till  I  come  home  either 
a  priest  an'  a  gintleraan  I  But  that  'a  not  all, 
father  dear;  1 11  rise  you  out  of  yoar  distress,  or 
die  in  the  struggle.  I  can't  bear  to  see  your 
grey  hairs  in  sorrow  and  poverty." 

"  Well,  Jimmy— well,  agra — God  enable  you, 
avourneen;  'tis  a  good  intintion.  The  divil  a 
one  o'  me  will  turn  another  spadeful  aither,  for 
this  day:  I'm  dhrooHn'^  wid  the  rain.  We'll 
go  home  an'  take  an  air  o'  the  fire — we  want  it ; 

•  Toil-labor.  f  Dripping-Terj  wet. 
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and  aftlierwards  we  can  talk  abont  what  yoo.  're 
on  *  for." 

It  is  usual  to  attribute  to  the  English  and 
Scotch  character,  esclusively,  a  cool  and  perse- 
if'ring  energy  in  the  pursuit  of  such  olijects  as 
iiicliiiation  or  interest  may  propose  for  attain- 
ment; wiilst  Irishmen  are  considered  too  mncii 
the  creatures  of  impulse  to  reach  a  point  that 
requires  coolness,  condensation  of  thought,  and 
efforts  successively  repeated.  Tliis  is  a  mistake. 
It  is  the  opinion  of  Engli'.hmen  and  Scotchmen 
who  know  not  the  Irish  character  thoroughly. 
The  fact  is,  that  in  the  attainment  of  an  object, 
where  a  sad-faced  Englishman  would  despair,  an 
Irishman  will,  probaUy,  laugh,  drink,  weep,  and 
fight,  during  his  progress  to  accomplish  it.  A 
Scotchman  will  miss  it,  perhaps,  Viut,  having 
done  all  that  could  lie  done,  he  will  try  ariother 
speculation.  The  Irishman  may  miss  it  too  ;  but 
to  console  himseK  he  will  break  the  head  of  any 
man  who  may  have  impeded  him  in  his  efforts,  as 
a  proof  that  he  ought  to  have  succeeded  ;  or  if 
he  cannot  manage  that  point,  he  will  crack  the 
pate  of  the  first  man  he  meets,  or  he  will  get 
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drunk,  or  he  will  marrj-  a  wifi",  or  swear  a  gaagor 
never  to  fcSiow  liis  face  in  that  quarter  again  ; 
or  he  will  exclaim,  if  it  be  concerning  a  farm, 
with  a  conufeTiance  full  of  simplicity—"  God  bless 
jour  honur,  long  life  and  honor  to  you,  Sir  ! 
Sure  an'  't  was  but  a  thrifie,  any  Low,  that  yonr 
Reverence  will  make  up  for  me  another  time. 
An'  'tia  well  I  know  your  Lor^phip  'ud  be  tlie 
last  man  on  airth  to  give  mo  the  cowld  sliouldcr, 
so  jon  would,  an'  I  an  ould  residenthur  on  your 
own  father's  estate,  the  Lord  be  praised  for  that 
same!  An'  'tis  a  happiness,  an'  nothia'  else,  so  it 
is,  even  if  I  payed  double  rint— wherein,  maybe, 
1  'm  not  a  day's  journey  from  that  same,  manin' 
the  double  riut,  yer  honor;  only  that  one  would 
do  a  great  deal  for  the  honor  an'  glory  of  livin' 
under  a  raal  gintleman— an  that's  but  rason." 

There  is,  in  ihort,  a  far-sightedness  in  an 
Irishman  which  is  not  properly  understood,  be- 
cause it  is  difScult  to  understand  it.  I  do  jiot 
think  there  is  a  nation  on  earth,  whoso  inhabi^ 
ants  mis  up  their  interest  and  their  feelings  to- 
gether more  happily,  shrewdly,  and  yet  less 
ostensibly,  than  Irishmen  contrive  to  do  An 
Irishman  will  make  you  laugh  at  his  joke,  while 
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the  object  of  that  joke  is  wrapped  up  from  yon 
in  the  profoundest  mystery,  and  jou  will  conse- 
qnentlj  make  the  concession  to  a  certain  point 
of  his  character,  whicli  has  been  really  obtained 
by  a  faculty  you  had  not  penetration  to  discover, 
or,  rather,  which  he  had  too  much  sagacity  to 
exhibit.  Of  course,  as  soon  aB  your  bacli  ia 
turned,  the  bipad  grin  is  on  him,  and  one  of  hia 
cheeks  is  stuck  out  two  inches  beyond  the  other, 
because  his  tongue  is  in  it — at  your  stupidity, 
simplicity,  or  folly.  Of  ail  the  national  charac- 
ters on  this  habitable  globe,  I  verily  believe  that 
that  of  the  Irish  is  the  most  profound  and  un- 
fathomable; and  the  most  difficult  on  which  to 
form  a  system,  either  social,  moral,  or  religious. 
It  would  be  difBcult,  for  example,  to  produce 
a  more  signal  instance  of  energy,  system,  and 
perseverance  than  that  exhibited  in  Ireland 
during  the  atru^le  for  Emancipation.  Was 
there  not  flattery  to  the  dust?  blarney  to  tlie 
eyes  ?  heads  broken  ?  throats  cut  ?  houses 
burned?  and  cattle  houghed?  And  why? 
Was  it  for  the  ■mere  pleasure  of  blarney — of 
breaking  heads  (I  won't  dispute  the  last  point, 
though,  because  I  scorn  to  give  up  the  glory  of 
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the  national  character),— of  cutting  throats — 
burning  houses-— or  houghing  cattle?  No ;  but 
to  secure  Emancipation.  In  attaining  that 
object  was  exempliSed  the  Irisli  method  of  gain- 
ing a  point. 

"\  d  J  mm        t     the  divil  I  pitch 

slavery      I     II     m   1    m     1 1    to  rise  yez  from 


your  r        ty 

h  w  my  face  In  the 

parish    f  B  lly          th 

Wh      tl     1  i     1  t    m 

t    n  was  mentioned 

to  his  m  til         1  th    f 

Ij    there  was  a  loud 

and  s                t    y    g 

t    t    for  DO  circura- 

stance  is      I  h  d  tl    t 

t  kea  away  a  mem- 

bei-  from  an  Irish  hearth 

no  matter  what  the 

nature  of  that  circumstance  may  be. 

"  Och,  tliin,  is  it  for  that  hocaun  *  of  a  boy 
to  set  off  wid  himself,  rnnnin'  through  the  wide 
world  afther  larnin',  widout  money  or  friends  1 
Avourneen,  put  it  out  of  yer  head.  No;  strug- 
gle on  as  the  rest  of  us  is  doin',  an'  maybe  ye'U 
come  as  well  off  at  the  long  run." 

"Mother  dear,"  said  the  son,  "I  wouldn't 
wish  to  go  agin  what  you'd  say;  but  I  made  a 
promise  to  myself  to  rise  yez  out  of  your  poverty 
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if  I  can,  an'  my  miDd's  made  up  on  it;  so  don't 
cross  me,  or  be  the  manes  of  my  liayin'  bad 
luck  on  mj  journey,  in  regard  of  me  goiu'  aginst 
yer  will,  when  you  know  'twould  be  the  last 
thing  I'd  wish  to  do." 

"  Let  the  gossoon  take  his  way.  Vara.  Who 
knows  but  it  was  the  Almighty  put  the  thoughts 
of  it  into  his  head.  Pasthorini  says  that  there 
will  soon  be  a  change,  an'  'tis  a  good  skame  it 
'ill  be  to  have  him  a  sogarlh  when  the  fat  liviiia 
will  be  waikin'  back  to  their  ould  owners." 

"  Oh,  an'  may  the  Man  above  grant  that,  1 
pray  Jamini  this  day  1  for  are  n't  we  harrished 
out  of  our  lives,  serapin'  an'  scramblin'  for  the 
black  thieves,  what  we  ought  to  put  on  our 
backs,  an'  into  our  own  mouths.  Well,  they  saj 
it's  not  lacky  to  take  money  from  a  priest,  be- 
cause it's  the  price  o'  sin,  an'  no  more  it  can, 
seein'  that  they  want  it  themselves;  but  I'm 
sure  it's  their^  money  that  ouglii  to  carry  the 
bad  luck  to  them,  in  regard  of  their  gettin'  so 
many  bitther  curses  along  wid  it." 

When  a  lad  from  the  hnmblest  classes  resolves 
*o  go  to  Munster  as  a  poor  scholar,  there  is  but 

*  Tho  Protestant  clergy. 
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one  course  to  be  pursued  in  preparing  bis  outSt. 
This  is  by  a  collection  at  the  chapel  among  tlie 
parishioners,  to  whom  the  matter  is  macle  known 
by  the  priest,  from  the  altar,  some  Sunclay  pre- 
vious to  his  departure.  Accordingly,  when  the 
family  had  al!  given  their  consent  to  Jemmy'3 
project,  his  father  went,  on  the  following  day, 
to  communicate  the  matter  to  the  priest,  aud  to 
solicit  his  co-operation  in  making  a  collection  in 
behalf  of  the  lad,  on  the  next  Sunday  but  one  : 
for  there  is  always  a  week's  notice  given,  and 
sometimes  more,  that  the  people  may  come 
prepared. 

The  convei-sation  already  detailed  between 
father  and  son  took  place  on  Friday,  and  on 
Saturday,  a  day  on  which  the  priest  never  hoids 
a  Station,  and,  of  coarse,  is  generally  at  home,  . 
Dorainick  M'Evoy  went  to  his  house  with  the 
object  already  specified  in  vieiv.  The  priest  was 
at  home;  a  truly  benevolent  man,  but  like  the 
worthies  of  his  day,  not  overburdened  with  learn- 
ing, though  brimful  of  kindness  and  hospitality 
mixed  up  with  drollery  and  simple  cunning, 

"Good  morning,  Dorainick!"  said  the  priest^ 
as  Dominick  entered. 
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"  Good  morrow  kindly,  Sir,"  replied  Dommick: 
"  1  hope  your  ReYerence  is  well,  and  in  good 
health." 

"  Troth  I  am,  Dominick  1  I  hope  there's 
nothing  wrong  at  home ;  how  is  the  wife  and 
children  E" 

"  I  humbly  thank  yoar  Reverence  for  axin'  1 
Troth  thei-e's  no  rason  for  complainiu'  in  regard 
o'  the  health;  sarra  one  o'  them  but's  bravely, 
consitherin'  all  things;  I  believe  I'm  the  worst  o' 
tliem,  myself,  yer  Reverence.  I'm  gettin'  onld, 
you  see,  an'  stiff,  an'  wuie;  bat  that's  only  in  the 
cooree  o'  nathor;  a  man  can't  last  always.  Wait 
till  them  that's  young  an'  hearty  now,  harrows  as 
mnch  aa  I  ploughed  in  my  day,  an'  they  won't 
have  mnch  to  brag  of.  Why,  thin,  but  yer 
Reverence  stands  it  bravely — faix,  wondtier- 
fiilly  itself — the  Lord  be  praised  !  an'  it  warms 
my  own  heart  to  see  you  look  so  well." 

Thank  jou,  Dommick  Indeed,  my  health, 
God  be  ihankied,  is  very  good.  EUish,"  he 
iuldtd  calling  to  an  old  female  servant — "you'll 
tain  a  gU'!*,  Dominick,  the  day  is  cowldish — 
hlhsh,  here  take  the  kay,  and  get  some  spirits-— 
t  I  ^rteen   Ellish — to  the  light  hand  in  the  copi- 
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board.  Indeed,  my  health  is  very  good,  Dotni- 
nick.  Father  Murray  says  he  iiivies  me  my 
appetite,  an'  I  tel!  him  he's  guilty  of  one  of  the 
Seven  deadly  sins." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  I — Faix,  an'  Invy  U  one  o'  tlicm 
sure  enough;  hut  a  joke  13  a  joke  in  the  roane 
time.  A  pleascut  gliitleman  is  the  same  Father 
Murray,  but  ycr  Reverence  is  too  deep  for  him 
in  the  jokin'  line,  for  all  that.  Ethen,  Sir,  but 
it's  you  that  gave  ould  Cokely  the  keen  cut  about 
Lis  religion — ha,  ha,  ha  1  Myself  laughed  till  I 
was  sick  for  two  days  afther  it— the  ould  thief  1" 

"  Eh  ?— Did  yon  hear  that,  Dominick  ?  Are 
you  sure  that's  the  poteen,  EUish  ?  Ay,  an'  the 
best  of  it  all  was,  that  Lis  patLrun,  Lord  Fox- 
lianter,  was  present.  Come,  Dominick,  try  tLat 
— it  never  seen  wather.  But  the  best  of  it  all 
was— 

- — "  'Well,  I'ather  Kavanagh,'  said  he,  '  who 
put  yon  into  the  church  1  Now,'  said  Le, '  yon'll 
come  over  me  wid  your  regular  successioa  from 
St.  Peter,  bat  I  won't  allow  that." 

" '  Why,  Mr.  Cokely,'  says  I,  back  to  Lira, 
'I'll  give  up  the  succession;'  says  I,  'and  what 
is  more,  I'll  grant  that  yoit-  have  been  called  by 
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tlie  Lord,  and  that  I  have  not;  but  the  Lord 
that  called  joa,'  says  I,  '  was  Lord  Foxhunier.' 
Mao,  jou'd  tie  hia  Lordship  wid  a  cobweb,  lie 
laughed  so  heartily." 

'"Bravo,  Father  Eavanagb/ said  he.  'Cokcly, 
you're  late,''  said  he;  'aud  upon  my  honor,  you 
mast  both  dine  with  me  to-day,'  says  he — and 
capital  claret  he  keeps." 

"Your  health.  Father  Kavanagh,  an'  God 
spare  you  to  us  1  Hali  1  wather  I  Oil,  tiie 
divil  a  taste  itself  did  the  same  stuff  see !  Why, 
thin,  I  think  your  Reverence  an'  me's  about  an 
age.  I  bleeve  I'm  a  thrifle  onlder;  but  1  don't 
bear  it  so  well  as  you  do.  The  family,  yon  see, 
au'  the  childhre,  an'  the  carea  o'  the  world,  pull 
me  down :  throth,  the  same  family's  a  throuble 
to  me.  I  wish  I  had  them  all  settled  safe,  any 
way." 

"What  do  you  intend  to  do  with  them, 
Dominick  1" 

"  In  throth,  that's  what  brought  me  to  yer 
Revere  nee.  I've  one  boy — Jimmy — a  smart 
chap  entirely,  an'  ho  has  taken  it  into  his  head 
to  go  as  a  poor  scholar  to  Munster.  He's  fon(" 
o'  the  lamin,'  there's  not  a  doubt  o'  that,  an 
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Email  blame  to  him  to  be  sure;  but  then  again, 
whut  caQ  I  do!  lie's  bint  on  goin',  an'  I'm  not 
able  to  help  him,  poor  fellow,  in  aoy  shape;  bo  I 
madeboull  to  see  jer  Revere  ce  about  t  n 
hopes  tl  at  yo  m  gl  1 1  e  able  to  plan  oat  some- 
thing for  h  m  It  0  c  1  etti  er  nor  I  could  do  I 
have  the  gool  w  shes  of  the  n  ghbor  and 
iudeed  of  the  1  ole  p^  1  1  t  t!  e  tli  g  go  as 
it  maj  " 

"I  know  that  D  mn  k  a  J  for  tl  e  san  e 
rason  11  have  a  coll  to  at  the  th  e  althar 
I'll  m  nt  ou  t  to  them  after  Ma  s  to-mo  ov 
and  let  them  be  prej  ar  1  for  bu  lay  w  ek 
when  ve  c  n  make  the  ollect  on  Hut  man 
never  fear  well  ^et  as  nud  as  wdl  senl  hm 
halftt  ay  to  11  c  pr  ebthoo  1  an  1 1 1!  tell  you  what 
Domnuck,  1 11  never  Le  the  man  to  refase  giving 
him  a  conple  of  gnincas  myself." 

"May  the  heavenly  Father  bless  an'  keep 
your  Reverence.  I'm  snre  'tis  a  good  right  the 
boy  has,  as  well  as  all  of  us,  to  never  forget 
yonr  kindness.  But  as  to  the  money — he'll  be 
proud  of  your  assistance  the  other  way,  Sir — so 
not  a  penny — 'tis  only  your  good-will  wo  want — 
hem — except  indeed,  that  you'd  wish  yourself  to 
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makp,  a  piece  of  kiadness  of  it  to  the  poor  boj. 
Oh,  not  a  drop  more.  Sir — I  declare  it'll  be  apt 
to  get  into  my  head.  Well,  well — sare  an' 
we're  not  to  disobey  oar  clargy,  whether  or  not: 
so  here's  your  health  over  again,  your  ReTercnee 
an'  success  to  the  poor  child  that's  bint  on 
good !" 

"Two  guineas  his  Reverence  is  to  give  you 
from  himself,  Jimmy,"  said  the  father,  on  relat- 
ing the  success  of  this  interview  with  the 
priest;"  an' falx  I  was  widin  one  of  refusin' it, 
for  feard  it  might  bring  something  wducky*  wid 
it;  bnt,  thought  I  on  the  spur,  it's  best  to  take 
it,  any  way  We  ctn  asily  pnt  it  off  on  some  o' 
these  black  mouthed  Presbytomns  or  Oringe- 
men,  by  way  of  changin'  it,  an'  if  there  s  any 
hard  fortune  in  it,  let  them  have  the  full  benefit 
of  it,  ershi  rnisha  '  f 

It  is  by  trifles  of  this  nature  that  the  unrea- 
sonable thnugli  enduring  hatred  with  which  the 
religious  sects  of  Iielind  look  upon  those  of  a 
different  creed  is  best  known  This  feeling, 
however,  is  sufBciently  mutual      Yet  on  both 

*  Ther«  i'<  a  iinper^t  tious  belief  in  some  pnrls  of  Ireland, 
that  pt  Pat  a  monej  is  uullliJiy 
t  SajL 
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Bides  tliere  is  eomething  more  Bpeculatii-e  than 
practical  in  its  nature.  When  they,  speak  of 
each  other  as  a  distinct  class,  the  animosity, 
though  abstracted,  appears  to  be  most  deep;  but 
when  they  mingle  in  the  necessary  intercourse  of 
life,  it  is  curious  to  soe  them  frequently  descend, 
on  both  sides,  from  the  general  rule  to  those 
esceptions  of  good-wil!  and  kindness,  which 
natural  benevolence  and  mutual  obligation, 
together  with  a  correct  knowledge  of  each 
other's  real  characters,  frequently  produce.  Even 
this  abstracted  hatred,  however,  has  been  the 
curse  of  our  unhappy  country;  it  has  kept  us 
too  much  asunder,  or  when  we  met,  exhibited  us 
to  each  other  in  our  darkest  and  most  ofTenslTe 
aspects. 

Dominlck's  conduct  in  the  matter  of  the 
priest's  money  was  also  a  happy  illustration  of 
that  mixture  of  simplicity  and  shrewdness  with 
which  an  Irishman  can  frequently  make  points 
meet,  which  superstition,  alone  without  such 
ingenuity,  would  keep  separate  for  ever  Many 
another  man  might  have  refused  the  money  from 
an  ignorant  dread  of  its  proving  uiilackt/;  but 
his   mode  of  reasoning    on    the    subject  was 
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satisfactory  to  himself,  and  certainly  tlie  most 
ingenious  which,  according  to  his  beiief,  he 
could  have  adopted— ^that  of  foisting  it  upon  a 
heretic. 

The  eloquence  of  a  country  priest,  thoufrh 
rude,  and  by  no  means  elevated,  is  sometimes 
well  adapted  to  the  end  in  view,  to  the  feelings 
of  bis  auditory,  and  to  the  nature  of  the  subject 
on  which  he  speaks.  Pathos  and  humor  are  the 
two  levers  by  which  thp  Inih  ehaficter  is  ra  sed 
or  depressed;  and  these  are  blended  m  a  manner 
too  anomalous  to  be  evtr  properly  described 
Whoever  could  be  present  at  a  sermon  on  the 
Sunday  when  a  Purgitomn  Society  is  to  be 
established,  would  hear  j.athoa  and  see  grief  of 
the  first  water.  It  is  then  he  would  get  a 
"nate"  and  glowing  dcscnption  of  Purgatory 
and  see  the  broad,  humorous  Milesian  fices  of 
three  or  four  thousand  perwns  of  both  se\e 
shaped  into  an  expre'isiou  of  tlie  moit  grotf^ine 
and  clamorous  grief  Tlip  priest  however  on 
particular  occasions  ot  this  nature  very  shrewdly 
gives  notice  of  the  sermon  and  of  the  pnrposo 
for  which  it  is  to  be  preached  — if  it  be  graie 
the    people    are   prepared    to   cry;    but    if   it 
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be  for  a  political,  or  any  other  purpose  not 
decidedly  religions,  there  will  be  abundance  of 
that  rough,  blunt  satire  and  mirth,  so  keenly 
relished  by  the  peasantry,  illostrated,  too,  by 
the  most  comical  and  ridiculous  allusions.  That 
priest,  indeed,  who  is  the  best  master  of  this 
latter  faculty  is  uniformly  the  greatest  favorite. 
It  is  no  unfrequent  thing  to  see  the  majority  of 
an  Irish  congregation  drowned  in  sorrow  and 
tears,  even  when  they  are  utterly  ignorant  of  the 
language  spoken;  particularly  in  those  districts 
where  the  Irish  is  still  the  Tcrnacular  tongue. 
This  is  what  renders  notice  of  the  sermon  and 
its  purport  necessary ;  otherwise  the  honest 
people  might  he  seriously  at  a  loss  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry. 

"Bllish  avourneen,  gko  dhe  dirshaf—^\\i%\ 
my  dear,  what  is  he  saying?" 

"  Ock,  muska  nid  eshigku/m,  ahagur — ta  sha  er 
PargalAor,  ta  barlhum. —  Och,  I  dunna  that, 
jewel;  I  believe  he's  on  Purgatory." 

"  Oc/i,  cch,  oh- — och,  edi,  oh — oh,  i,  ah,  i,  oh  !" 

And  on  understanding  that  Purgatory  is  the 
subject,  they  commence  their  grief  with  a  rock- 
ing motion,  wringing  their  hands,  and  uncoDSci- 
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ously  passing  their  beads  through  their  fingers, 
whilst  their  bodies  are  bent  forward  towards 
the  earth. 

On  the  contrary,  when  the  priest  gets  jocular 
—which  I  should  have  premised,  he  never  does 
in  what  is  announced  as  a  solemn  sermon — you 
might  observe  several  faces  charged  with  mirth 
and  laughter,  turned,  even  whilo  beaming  with 
this  expression,  to  those  who  kneel  beside  them, 
inquiring  : 

"  Arrab,  Barny,  what  is  it — ha,  ha,  ha  I 
— what  is  it  he's  sayin'?  The  Lord  spare  hira 
among  us,  any  how,  the  dariin'  of  a  man!  Eh, 
Barny,  yon  that's  in  the  inside  the  English?" 
This,  of  course,  is  spoken  in  Irish. 

Barny,  however,  is  generally  too  much  ab- 
sorbed in  the  fun  to  become  interpreter  just  then ; 
but  as  soon  as  the  joke  is  nearly  heard  out,  in 
compliance  with  the  importunity  of  his  neighbors, 
bo  gives  them  a  brief  bint  or  two,  and  instantly 
the  full  chorus  is  rung  out,  long,  loud,  and 
jocular. 

On  the  Sunday  in  question,  as  the  subject  couhl 
not  be  called  strictly  religious,  the  priest,  who 
knew  that  a  joke  or  two  wonld  bring  in  many 
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an  additional  crown  to  Jemmj's  an/been*  was 
determined  that  Ihpy  shoold  at  least  Jiave  a 
laugh  for  their  money.  The  man,  besides,  was 
benevolent,  and  knew  the  way  to  the  Irish  heart; 
a  knowledge  which  he  felt  happy  in  turning  to 
the  benefit  of  the  lad  in  question. 

With  this  object  in  view,  he  addressed  the 
people  somewhat  in  the  following  laDguage  : 

"  BltSicd  IS  he  thai  giielh  his  money  lo  him  thai 
standetk  %n  -need  of  tl 

"These  words,  mj  brethren  are  taktn  from 
St.  Paul,  who,  among  ourselves,  knen  the  valiie 
of  a  friend  m  distress  as  well  as  iby  other  apos- 
tle in  the  thiee  kmgdoms — htm  It's  a  nate 
text,  mj  frieni]-*,  J.ny  how  He  mines,  however, 
when  we  have  it  to  give,  my  own  true,  well  tried, 
ould  friends!— when  we  have  it  to  giTe.  Its  ab- 
sence althers  the  ease,  in  toto;  because  yon  hare 
all  heard  the  proverb — '  there  is  tio  takin'  money 
out  of  an  empty  purse;'  or,  as  an  ould  ancient 
anthor  said  long  ago  upon  the  same  subject : 

'CaoUWt  nbocliiuj  coram  Uthtone  niiall.ur }' 

He  that  carries  an  empty  purse  may  whistle  at 
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tbe  thief.  It's  sing  iu  the  Latin;  but  sing  or 
whistle,  ill  my  opinion,  he  that  goes  wid  an 
empty  purse  seldom  sings  or  whistles  to  a  plea- 
sant tune.  Melancholy  music  I'd  call  it,  au' 
wouldn't,  may  be,  mnch  astray  afther. — Hem. 
At  all  evints,  may  none  of  this  present  congrega- 
tion, whin  at  their  devotions,  ever  sing  or  whis- 
tle to  the  same  tunel  No;  let  it  he  to  '  money 
in  both  pockets,'  if  you  sing  at  all;  and  as  long 
as  you  have  that,  never  fear  but  you'll  also  have 
the  'priest  in  his  boots' into  the  bargain — ("Ha, 
ha,  ha ! — God  bless  him,  isn't  he  the  pleasant 
gentleman,  all  out — ha,  ha,  ha!— moreover,  an' 
by  the  same,  a  token,  it's  thrne  as  Gospel,  so  it 
is,") — for  well  I  know  that  you're  the  high- 
spirited  people,  who  wouldn't  see  your  priest 
without  them,  while  a  fat  parson,  with  half-a- 
dozen  chins  upon  him,  red  and  rosy,  goes  about 
every  day  in  the  week  bo^ed  in  boots,  like  a 
horse-trooper  I— (Ha,  ha,  ha  I — good,  Father 
Dan!  More  power  to  yon — ha,  ha,  ha!  We're 
the  boys  that  wouldn't  see  you  in  want  o'  them, 
sure  enough.     Isn't  he  the  droll  crathur  ?") 

"  But  suppose  a  man  hasn't  money,  what  is  he 
to  do  ?    Kow  this  divides  itself  into  what  is 
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called  Hydrostatics  an'  Metaphuysics,  and  lousl 
be  proved  logically  in  the  following  maimer : 

"  First,  we  suppose  him  not  to  have  tlie 
money — there  I  may  be  wrong  or  I  may  be 
right;  now  for  the  illustration  and  the  logic. 

"  Pether  Donovan." 

"  Here,  your  Reverence." 

"  Now,  Pether,  if  I  suppose  you  to  have  mo 
money,  am  I  right,  or  am  I  wrong  ?" 

"  Why,  thin,  I'd  be  sarry  to  prove  jonr  Reve- 
rence to  be  wrong,  so  I  would  ;  but,  for  all  that, 
I  believe  I  must  give  it  aginst  you." 

"  How  much  have  you  got,  Pether  ?" 

"  Ethen,  bnt 'tis  yer  Reverence  that's  comin' 
close  upon  me;  two  or  three  small  notes  an' 
some  silver." 

"  How  mnch  silver,  Pether  ?" 

"  I'll  tell  your  Reverence  ia  a  jiffy.  I  ought 
to  have  a  ten  siiillin',  barrin'  the  price  of  a  quar- 
ther  o'  tobaccy  that  I  bought  at  the  crass-roads 
beyant.  Nine  shillins  an'  some  hapuns,  yer 
Reverence." 

"Very  good,  Pether,  you  must  hand  me  the 
siiver,  till  I  give  the  rest  of  the  illustration  wid 


6d  by  Google 


THE  POOE  SCHOLAK.  35 

"  But  does  yer  Reverence  mind  another  ould 
proverb-? — 'a  fool  an'  his  money's  as}'  parted.' 
Sure  an'  I  know  you're  goin'  to  do  a  joke  upon 

("Give  hira  the  money,  Pether," from  a  linn- 
dred  voices — "^ve  liis  ReTcrence  the  money, 
jou  nager  you — give  him  the  silter,  jou  dirty 
spalpeen  you — hand  it  out,  you  raisert.") 

"  Fether,  if  you  don't  give  it  dacently,  I'll  not 
take  it;  and  in  that  case—" 

"  Here,  here,  yonr  Reverence— here  it  is;  sure 
I  wouldn't  have  your  ill-will  for  all  I'm  worth." 

"Why,  you  nager,  if  I  wasn't  the  first  orathor 
lirin',  barrin'  Cicero  or  Demosthenes  himself, 
I  couldn't  sdtreie  a  penny  out  o'  youl  Now, 
Pother,  there's  a  specimen  of  logic  for  yon ;  an' 
if  it  wasn't  good,  depind  upon  it  the  money 
wonld  he  in  your  pocket  still,  I've  never  known 
you  to  give  a  penny  for  any  charitaWo  purpose, 
since  ever  I  saw  your  face;  hut  I'm  doin'  a  good 
action  in  your  behalf  for  once;  so  if  you  have 
any  movin'  words  to  say  to  the  money  in  ques- 
tion, Bay  them,  for  you'll  never  finger  it  more." 

A  burst  of  the  most  uproarious  mirth  followed 
this  manceuvre,  in  which  the  simnlo  oriest  him- 
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self  joined  heartily;  whilst  the  melancholy  of 
Pother's  face  was  ludicrously  contrasted  with  the 
glee  which  characterised  those  that  surrounded 

"  Hem  I— Secondly — A  man,  you  see,  may 
have  money,  or  he  may  not,  when  his  fellow- 
creature  who  stands  in  need  of  it  piaTtes  an 
appale  to  hia  dacency  and  his  feelings;  and  sorry 
I'd  be  to  think  that  there's  a  man  before  me,  or 
a  woman  either,  who'd  refuse  to  assist  the  dis- 
tresses of  any  one,  of  any  creed,  church,  or 
persuasion,  whether  whit«,  black,  or  yailow— no; 
I  don't  except  the  bluebellies  themselTcs.  It's 
what  I  nerer  tanght  you,  nor  neTcr  will  tache 
yoQ  to  the  day  of  my  death  I  To  be  snre,  a 
fellow-creatnre  may  say,  'help  me,  my  brother,  I 
am  distressed,'  or, '  I  am  bent  on  a  good  purpose, 
that  yonr  kindness  can  enable  me  to  accomplish.' 
But  suppose  that  you  have  not  the  money  abo-ut 
you  at  the  time,  wouldn't  you  fee!  sorry  to  the 
back-bone  ?  Ay,  would  yez — to  the  very  core 
of  the  heart  itself.  Or  if  any  man — an'  he'd  bo 
nothing  else  than  a  iodagh  that  would  say  it — 
if  any  man  would  tell  me  that  yon  wonld  not, 
I'd— yes— I'd  give  him  his  answer,  as  good  as  I 
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gaye  to  ould  Cokely  long  ago,  and  you  all  know 
wliat  that  was." 

"The  nest  point  is,  what  would  jou  do  if  voa 
hadn't  it  about  yoa?  It's  I  that  can  tell  you 
what  you'd  do: — ^you'd  say,  '  I  haven't  got  it, 
brother,'— for  every  created  bein'  of  the  human 
kind  is  yoqr  brother,  barrin'  the  women,  an'  they 
are  your  sisters — [this  produced  a  grin  upon 
many  faces') — '  bat,'  says  you,  '  if  you,  wait  a  bit 
for  a  day  or  two,  or  a  week,  or  maybe  for  a 
fortnight,  I'll  try  what  I  can  do  to  help  jou.' 

"  Picture  to  yourselves  a  feliow-creatnre  in 
distress — suppose  him  to  have  neitlier  hat,  shoe, 
nor  stocking — -[this  was  a  touch  of  the  pathetic] 
— and  altogether  in  a  state  of  utter  destitution  ! 
Can  there  he  a  more  melancholy  picture  than 
thisE  No,  there  can't.  But  'tisn't  the  tithe  of 
it! — a  barefaced  robbery  is  the  same  tithe — 
think  of  him  withont  father,  mother,  or  friend 
upon  the  earth — both  dead,  and  ne'er  another  to 
be  had  for  love  or  money — maybe  he  Laa  poor 
health— maybe  he's  sick,  an'  in  a  sthrange 
country — [here  Jemmy's  mother  and  friends 
sobbed  aloud,  and  the  contagion  began  to  spreat* 
— the  priest,  in  fact,  knew  where  to  tonch] — hi 
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face  ia  pale — his  eyes  sunk  with  sickness  and 
sorrow  in  his  head— his  bones  are  cattin'  the 
skin^he  knows  not  where  to  tnrn  himself — 
hungjer  and  sickness  are  strivin'  for  him. — [Here 
the  grief  became  lond  and  general,  and  even  the 
good-natured  preaeher's  own  voice  got  somewhat 
unsteady.]  —  He's  in  a  bad  state  entirely — 
miserable  I  more  miserable  I !  most  miserable  1 1 1 
[och,  och,  oh  I]  sick,  sore,  and  sorry  1— he's  to 
he  pitied,  felt  for,  and  compassionated ! — [a 
general  outcry] — 'tis  a  faver  he  has,  or  an  ague, 
or  a  rhuniatism,  or  a  lumbago  on  the  limbs,  or 
the  king's  evil,  or  a  consumption,  or  a  decline, 
or  God  knows  but  it's  the  falling-sickness— [och, 
ocli,  oh  I — och,  och,  oh  1  from  the  whole  congre- 
gation, whilst  the  simple  old  man's  eyes  were 
blinded  with  tears  from  the  force  of  the  picture 
he  drew.] — Ay,  maybe  it's  the  falti^-slckjiess, 
and  in  that  case  how  on  earth  can  he  stand  it. — 
[He  can't,  he  can't,  wurra  strew,  wurra  strew  1 
^^>ch,  och,  oh ! — ogh,  ogh,  ogh  I] — The  Lord 
in  heaven  look  down  upon  him — [amin,  amin, 
this  blessed  an'  holy  Sunday  that's  in  it !— och, 
oh  I] — pity  him— [amin,  amin  ! — och,  och,  an' 
amin'  1] — with  miscracordial  feeling  and  benedic- 
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tion !  He  hasn't  a  rap  la  his  Lorapany  !^ 
moQcyless,  friendleii  hoa'^elc^'.  an'  homeless ! 
Ay,  my  friends  yoa  have  all  homei— hat  he  has 
none  1  Thrust  back  by  every  hard-hearted 
spalpeen,  and  he  raa\be  a  better  father's  son 
than  the  Turk  that  refuses  him  1  Look  at  jour 
own  childre,  my  friends  1  Bri  o-  tl  e  ca  e  home  to 
yourselves  !  Suppose  he  was  one  of  tl  e  u — 
alone  on  the  earth,  and  none  to  p  ty  h  m  q  i 
sorrows  !  Your  owu  childre  I  siy  a  a  tTin''e 
land. — [Here  the  outcry  became  astound  ng 
men,  women,  and  children  in  on  general  uproar 
of  grief.] — An'  this  may  all  Le  J  mm  M  Evoy  « 
case,  that's  going  in  a  week  or  two  t  Muuster 
as  a  poor  scholar — may  be  his  case  I  ay  eifc  pt 
joa  befriend  him  and  show  your  da  ency  and 
fedings,  like  Christians  and  Catl  ol  cs  and  tor 
either  daccncy  or  kindness,  I  d  t  m  yea  a^a  t 
any  other  congregation  in  the  d  oce  f  or  tl  e 
kingdo.ii — ay,  or  against  Dublin  itself,  if  it  was 
convanient,  or  in  the  neighborhood." 

Now  here  was  a  eoitp  dt  Bwiji— not  a  syllable 
mentioned  about  Jemmy  M'Eroy  until  he  had 
melted  them  down,  ready  for  the  impression, 
which  he  accordingly  made  to  his  heart's  content 
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"Ay,"  he  went  on,  "an'  'tis  the  parish  of 
Ballysogarth  that  has  the  name,  far  and  near, 
for  both,  and  well  thej  deserve  it.  Yon  won't 
see  the  poor  gorsoon  go  to  a  sthrange  conntry 
with  empty  jiockets.  He's  the  son  of  an  honest 
man — one  of  yourselves;  and  although  he's  a 
poor  man,  joa  know't  was  Yallow  Sam  that 
made  him  so — that  put  him  out  of  his  comfort 
able  farm  and  slipped  a  hlack-iTumtk*  into  it. 
You  won't  turn  your  hacks  on  the  son  in  regard 
of  that,  any  way.  As  for  Sam,  let  him  pass; 
he'll  not  grind  the  poor  nor  truckle  to  the  rich, 
when  he  gives  up  his  stewardship  in  the  kingdom 
come.  Lave  him  to  the  friend  of  the  poor — to 
his  God ,  hut  the  son  of  them  that  he  oppressed, 
you  will  stand  np  for  He's  going  to  Munster, 
to  learn,  'to  go  upon  the  Mission,'  and,  on 
Sunday  next,  there  will  be  a  collection  made 
here,  and  at  the  other  two  althais  for  him,  and, 
as  your  own  characters  are  at  stake,  I  trust  it 
will  be  neither  mane  nor  shabby.  There  will  be 
Protestants  here,  111  engage,  and  you  must  act 
dacently  before  them,  if  it  was  only  to  set  them 

■  In  the  north  of  Ireland  the  word  tlaoimouth  moojis  a 
Presbyterian. 
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a  good  example.  And  dow  I'll  tell  yez  a  story 
that  the  mintion  of  the  Protestauts  brings  to 
my  mind : — 

"  There  was,  you  see  a  Protestant  man  and  a 
Catholic  woman  once  married  together  The 
man  wan  a  swearing  dr  nk  ng  w  eked  rat.eal, 
and  his  wife  the  Ban  e  betw  en  thera  they  were 
a  blessed  pair  to  be  <;  re  She  never  bent  her 
knee  under  a  priest  unt  1  the  was  on  1  d  th 
bed;  nor  was  he  known  to  enter  a  chn  h  1 
or  to  give  a  shilling  m  char  ty  bnt  on  that 
being  as  follows; — He  was  pass  ng  a  C  th  I 
place  of  worship  one  &u  lay  on  h  a  w  y  t  f  wl 
— for  he  had  his  dog  adgu  wtlJm  —  t  was 
beside  a  road,  and  many  of  the  congregat  on 
were  kneeling  oat  across  the  way  Jnst  as  he 
passed  they  were  mak  a  collect  for  a  poor 
scholar — and  surely  thej  t]  at  love  the  lirn  ng 
desarve  to  be  encourage  I  Well  behold  you, 
says  one  of  them,  '  will  yon  remember  the  poor 
scholar,'  says  he,  '  and  pat  something  in  the  hat  ? 
You  don't  know,'  says  he,  'bnt  his  prayers  will 
be  before  you.'*  '  True  enough,  maybe,'  says 
the  man,  'and  there's  a  crown  to  him,  for  God's 

•  Iq  tha  other  world. 
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sake.'  Well  and  good;  the  man  died,  and  so 
did  Hie  wife:  but  some  days  before  Ler  departare, 
she  got  a  scapular,  and  died  ia  it  She  had  one 
sister,  Iiowever,  a  good  crature,  that  did  nothing 
but  fast  and  pray,  and  make  her  sowl.  This 
woman  had  stiong  doubts  npou  her  mind,  and 
was  very  much  troubled  as  to  whether  or  not  her 
sister  went  to  heaven,  and  she  begged  it  as  a 
favor  fiom  the  blessed  Virgin,  that  the  state  of 
her  sister's  sow!  might  be  revealed  to  her.  Her 
prayer  was  granted  One  night,  abont  a  week 
after  her  death,  her  sister  came  back  to  her, 
dressed  all  in  white,  and  circled  round  by  a  veil 
of  glory. 

"  '  Is  that  Mary  ?'  said  the  living  sister. 

"'It  is,' said  the  other;  'I  have  got  liberty 
to  appear  to  you,'  says  she,  '  and  to  tell  you  that 
I'm  happy.' 

"  '  May  the  Holy  Tirgin  be  praisedl'  said  the 
other.  '  Mary,  dear,  jou  have  taken  a  great 
weight  off  of  me,'  says  she:  'I  thought  you'd 
have  a  bad  chance,  in  regard  of  the  life  yoa  led.' 

"  '  "When  I  died,'  said  the  spirit,  '  and  was  on 
my  way  to  the  other  world,  I  came  to  a  place 
where  the  road  divided  itself  into  three  parts; — 
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Olio  to  heaven,  another  to  hell,  and  a  third  to 
purgatory.  There  was  a  dark  gulf  between  roe 
and  beayen,  aDd  a  breach  between  me  and  pnr- 
gatory  that  I  couldn't  etep  across,  and  if  I  had 
missed  inj  foot  there,  I  would  have  dropped  into 
dell.  So  I  would,  too,  only  that  the  blessed 
Virgin  put  mj  own  scapular  over  the  breach, 
and  it  became  firm,  and  I  stepped  on  it,  and  got 
over.  The  Virgin  then  desired  me  to  look  into 
hell,  and  the  first  person  I  saw  was  my  own  hus- 
band, standing  with  a  green  sod  under  his  feetl 
"  He  got  that  favor,"  said  the  blessed  Virgin, 
"  in  consequence  of  the  prayers  of  a  holy  priest, 
that  had  once  been  a  poor  scholar,  that  he  gave 
assistance  to,  at  a  collection  made  for  him  in 
such  a  chapel,"  says  she.  Then,'  continued  the 
EOwl,  '  Mary,'  says  she,  'bat  there's  some  great 
change  in  the  world  since  I  died,  or  why  would 
the  people  live  so  long  ?  It  can't  be  less  than 
six  thousand  years  since  I  departed,  and  yet  I 
find  every  one  of  my  friends  just  as  I  left  them.' 

"  'Why,'  replied  the  living  sister,  'you're  only 
sis  days  dead.' 

"'Ah,  avourncen!'  said  the  other,  'it  can't 
lie — it  can't  be!  for  I  have  been  thousands  on 
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thousaads  of  years  in  pain!' — and  as  she  s 


"  Now  there's  a  proof  of  the  pains  of  purga- 
tory, where  one  day  seems  as  long  as  a  thousand 
years;  and  you  know  we  oughn't  to  grudge  a 
thrifle  to  a  fellow-erature,  that  we  may  avoid  it. 
So  you  see,  my  friends,  there's  nothing  lilie  good 
works.  You  know  not  when  or  where  this  lad's 
prayers  may  henefit  yon.  If  he  gets  ordained, 
the  first  mass  he  says  will  bo  for  his  benefactors; 
and  in  every  one  he  celebrates  after  that,  they 
must  also  be  remembered:  the  words  are— ^o 
ommhus  benefadorilms  mew,  ^r  omnia  secula 
sectiiorv/m .' 

"  Thirdly— hem— I  now  lave  the  thing  to 
yonrselres. 

"  But  wasn't  I  a  match  for  Pether  Donovan, 
that  would  brake  a  stone  for  the  marrow* — Eh? 

•  I  know  not  wbether  this  may  be  oonaidered  northj  of  a 
nolo  or  not.  I  have  mjaelt  ftequcntlj  seen  and  tasted  what 
ia  appropriatelj  termed  by  the  psaaantry  "  Stone  Marroir." 
It  IB  found  ia  the  heart  of  a  kind  of  soft  grauite,  or  perhaps 
I  should  rather  sny  freestone.  The  country  people  use  it 
medjeinally,  but  I  cannot  remeniber  what  particular  disease 
it  is  said  to  cure.  It  ia  a  soft  saponaoeouB  Bubstfutce,  Dot 
unpleasant  to  the  taste,  of  a  bluiah  color,  and  melta  in  tla 
mouth,  like  the  fat  of  eold  meat,  leaving  the  palate  greasy. 
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— (a  broad  laugh  at  Petlier's  rueful  visage) — 
Pether,  you  Turk,  will  your  heart  never  soften — 
will  you  never  have  daeency,  an'  you  the  only 
man  of  your  family  that's  so  ?  Sure  they  say 
you're  going  to  be  marrid  some  of  these  days. 
Well,  If  you  get  .joor  wife  in  my  parish,  I  tell 
you,  Pether,  I'll  give  yon  a  fleccin',  for  don't 
think  I'll  marry  you  as  chape  as  I  would  a  poor 
honest  man.  I'll  make  you  shell  out  the  yallow- 
boya,  and  'tis  that  will  go  to  your  lieart,  you 
nager  you;  and  then  I'll  eat  you  out  of  house 
and  home  at  the  Stations.  May  the  Lord  grant 
us,  in  the  mane  time,  a  dacent  appetite,  a  bless- 
ing which  I  wish  you  all, etc." 

At  this  moment  the  congregation  was  once 
more  in  convulsions  of  laughter  at  the  dressing 
which  Peter,  whose  character  was  drawn  with 
much  truth  and  humor,  received  at  the  hands  of 
the  worthy  pastor. 

Our  readers  will  perceive  that  there  was  not 

How  far  aa  investigation  into  ila  DBtnre  aod  properties 
migbt  be  useful  to  lie  geelogiat  or  pijsioian,  it  is  not  for 
me  tu  cunjcctnie.    As  tba  fact  nppesred  (o  be  n  curieus  one, 

the  lait,  I  tbought  it  not  amiss  to  mention  it.  It  may  be  a 
ioime  boveht  for  Ibe  geologists. 
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a  Buigle  prejudice,  or  weakness,  or  Tirtue,  in  the 
disposition  of  his  auditory,  left  uutouched  in  this 
address.  He  moved  their  pride  of  character, 
their  dread  of  hell  and  pulsatory,  their  detesta- 
tion of  Yellow  Sajn,  and  the  remembrance  of  the 
injury  so  wantonly  inflicted  on  M'Evoy's  family, 
he  glanced  at  the  advantage  to  be  derived  from 
the  lad's  prayers,  the  example  they  should  set  to 
Protestants,  made  a  passing  lilt  at  tithes;  and 
indulged  in  the  humorou'!,  the  pathetic,  and  the 
miraculons.  In  short,  he  left  no  avenue  to  their 
hearts  untonched;  and  in  the  process  by  which 
he  attempted  to  accomphsh  his  object  he  was 
successful. 

There  is,  in  fact,  much  rude,  unpolished  elo- 
quence among  the  Roman  Catholic  priesthood, 
and  not  a  little  which,  if  duly  cultivated  by  study 
and  a  more  liberal  education,  would  de&erve  to 
be  ranked  very  high 

We  do  not  give  this  as  a  specimen  of  their 
modern,  puljnt  eloquence,  but  as  a  sample  of  that 
in  whieb  some  of  those  Irish  clergy  shone,  who, 
before  the  establishment  of  Mayoooth,  were  ad- 
mitted to  orders  immediately  from  the  bedge- 
schoois,  in  consequence  of  the  dearth  of  priests 
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winch  tliea  existed  la  IrcHnd  It  wa&  castrun 
arv  in  thosp  days  to  ordtrn  them  eipii  hcfore 
tl  ev  departed  for  the  continental  colleges,  in 
irder  that  they  might,  by  saying  masses  and 
[.erforming  other  clerical  duties  be  enabled  to 
add  something  to  the  scanty  pittance  which  was 
appropriated  to  their  sup^jort.  Of  the  class  to 
which  Father  Kayanagh  belonged,  there  are  few, 
if  any,  remtouing.  They  sometimes  were  called 
"Hedge-priests,"*  by  way  of  reproach;  thongh 
for  onr  own  parts,  we  wish  their  non-interference 
in  politics,  unaffected  piety,  and  simplicity  of 
character,  had  remained  behind  them. 

On  the  Sunday  following,  Dominick  M'Evoy 
and  his  son  Jemmy  attended  mass,  whilst  the 
otlier  members  of  the  family,  with  that  sense  of 
honest  pride  which  is  more  strongly  inherent  in 
Irish  character  than  is  generally  supposed,  re- 
mained at  home,  from  a  reluctance  to  witness 
what  they  could  not  but  consider  a  degradation. 
This  decency  of  feeling  was  anticipated  by  the 
priest,  and  not  overlooked  by  the  people;  for  the 

•This  nickgamewas  first  bestoirednpoD  Ibem  by  the  con- 
tmental  pri«Ets,  wbo  geoeraltj  ridiculBd  them  for  thcic  tuI- 
garity.    Tbey  were,  for  the  most  psrt,  eimple  but  worthy 
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former,  the  reader  may  have  observed,  in  tlie 
whole  com'se  of  his  address  never  once  mentioned 
the  word  "charity;"  nor  did  the  latter  permit 
the  circumstance  to  go  without  its  reward,  ac- 
cording to  the  best  of  their'  ability.  So  keen 
and  delicate  are  the  perceptions  of  the  Irish,  and 
BO  acately  alive  are  they  to  those  nice  distinc- 
tions of  kindness  and  courtesy,  which  have  in 
their  hearts  a  spontaneous  and  sturdy  growth, 
that  mocks  at  the  stunted  virtues  of  artificial 
life. 

In  the  parish  of  Ballysogarth  there  were  three 
altars,  or  places  of  Roman  Catholic  worship; 
and  the  reader  may  suppose  that  the  collection 
made  at  each  place  was  considerable.  In  truth, 
both  father  and  son's  anticipations  were  far 
under  the  sum  collected.  Protestants  and 
Presbyterians  attended  with  their  contributions, 
and  those  of  the  latt«r  who  scrupled  to  be  present 
at  what  they  considered  to  be  an  idolatrous 
worship,  did  not  hesitate  to  send  their  quota  by 
some  Roman  Catholic  neighbor. 

Their  names  were  accordingly  announced  with 
an  encomium  from  the  priest,  which  ncTcr  failed 
to  excite  a  warm-hearted  mnrmur  of  approbation. 
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Nor  was  this  feeling  tranBiect,  for,  we  will  ven- 
ture to  say,  that  had  political  excitement  flamed 
up  even  to  rebellion  and  mutual  slaughter,  the 
persons  and  property  of  those  indiTiduals  would 
have  been  held  sacred. 

At  length  Jemmy  was  equipped;  and  sad  and 
heavy  became  the  hearts  of  his  parents  and 
immediate  relations  as  the  morning  appointed 
for  his  departure  drew  nigh.  On  the  evening 
before,  several  of  his  more  distant  relatives  came 
to  take  their  farewell  of  him,  and,  in  compliance 
with  the  usages  of  Irish  hospitality,  they  were 
detained  for  the  night.  They  did  not,  however, 
come  empty-handed:  some  brought  money;  some 
brought  linen,  stockings,  or  small  presents— 
"jist  Jimmy  asthore,  to  keep  we  in  yer  memory, 
sure — and  nothin'  else  it  is  for,  mavourneen." 

Except  Jemmy  himself,  and  one  of  his 
brothers  who  was  to  accompany  him  part  of  the 
way,  none  of  the  family  slept.  The  motSer 
exhibited  deep  sorrow,  and  Dominick,  although 
he  made  a  show  of  firmness,  felt,  now  that  the 
crisis  was  at  hand,  nearly  incapable  of  parting 
with  the  boy.  The  conversation  of  their  friends 
and  the  cheering  effects  of  the  poteen,  enabled 
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them  to  Eustaia  his  loss  better  than  they  other- 
wise would  have  done,  and  the  hope  of  seeing 
him  one  day  "an  ordained  priest,"  contribated 
more  than  either  to  snpport  them. 

When  the  night  was  nearly  half  spent,  the 
mother  took  a  candle  and  privately  withdrew  to 
the  room  in  which  the  boy  slept.  The  youth  was 
fair,  and  interesting  to  look  upon — the  clustering 
locks  of  his  white  forehead  were  divided;  yet 
there  was  on  his  otherwise  open  brow,  a  shade 
of  sorrow,  produced  by  the  coming  separation, 
which  even  sleep  could  not  efface.  The  mother 
held  the  candle  gently  towards  hia  face,  shading 
it  with  one  hand,  lest  the  light  might  suddenly 
awake  him;  she  then  snrveyed  his  featates 
long  and  affectionately,  whilst  the  tears  fell  in 
showers  from  her  cheeks. 

"There  you  lie,"  she  softly  sobbed  ont,  in 
Irish,  "the  sweet  pulse  of  your  mother's  heart; 
the'  flower  of  our  flock,  the  pride  of  our  eyes, 
and  the  music  of  our  hearth!  Jimmy,  avoumeen 
machrec,  an'  how  can  I  part  wid  you,  my  darlin' 
son  1  Sure,  when  I  look  at  your  mild  face,  and 
think  that  you're  takin'  the  world  on  your  head 
to  rise  us  oat  of  our  poverty,  isn't  my  heart 
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brakiii' !  A  looely  lioase  we'll  have  aftli<  t  jou, 
acuslla  I  Goin'  out  or  comin'  io,  at  liunie  or 
abroad,  your  voice  won't  be  in  mj  ears,  nor  your 
eye  sniiliji'  upon  me;  an'  thin  to  tliink  of  what 
you  may  suffer  in  a  sthrange  land  1  If  yonr 
head  aciies,  on  what  tendher  breast  will  it  lie  ? 
or    who    will   bind    'he   ribbon   of   comfort* 

'  The  folloffiDg  i^uototioa  taken  from  a  sketch  called 
"The  Irish  Midntfe,"  b;  the  nnthor,  gires  sa  illustratioa 
a!  thia  pasaagtr: — "  The  firEt,  mcauiDg  puia  ia  the  head,  the 
cures  by  a  very  formal  aai  serious  process  called  '  ineasiiring 
the  head.'  This  is  done  b;  a  ribbon,  nhich  the  puts  round 
the  cranium,  repeating  during  the  admeasurement  a  certain 
prayer  or  charm  from  which  the  operation  ia  to  derive  ita 
whole  efficacy.  The  rDeosaring  is  performed  twice— in  the 
first  instance,  to  shotr  that  its  sutures  are  separated  by  dis- 
ease, or,  to  speak  more  plainly,  that  the  bones  of  the  head 
are  absolutely  opened,  and  that  as  a  natural  oonjcquonce  the 
head  must  be  much  larger  than  whoa  the  patient  is  in  a 
state  of  health.  The  circumforonco  of  the  first  admeasure- 
mint  IS  marked  npon  a  ribbon,  after  «hieh  she  repeats  the 
charm  that  b  Io  remove  the  headneho,  and  measures  the 
cranium  again,  in  order  to  shoir,  by  a  comparison  of  ths  two 
-,  that  the  sutures  have  been  closed,  the  charm  suc- 
cessful, and  the  headncho    immedialoly  removed.      It    is 

raght  about ;  but  be  that  aa  it  may,  the  writer  of  this  has 
ijuentlv  laen  the  operation  performed  in  such  a  way  aa  to 
■5  the  must  sorutiniaing  aye  to  detect  any  appearance  otim- 
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round  it  ?  or  wipe  your  fair  brow  in  slirkiiess  ? 
Oh,  Blessed  Motlier ! — hunger,  sickness,  and 
sorrow  may  come  apon  you  whtn  you'll  he  far 
from  your  own,  an'  from  them  thai  loves  you  !" 

This  melancholy  picture  was  too  much  for  the 
tenderness  of  the  mother ;  she  eat  down  beside 
the  bed,  rested  her  face  t'  her  open  hand;  and 
wept  in  Babdued  but  bitter  grief  At  this 
moment  his  father,  who  probably  suspected  the 
cause  of  lier  absence,  came  in  and  perceived  her 
distress. 

"  Vara,"  said  he  in  Irish  also,  "  is  my  dariin' 
son  asleep  ?" 

She  looked  op  with  streaming  eyes,  as  he 
spoke,  and  replied  to  him  in  a  manner  so  exqui- 
sitely affecting,  when  the  circumstances  of  the 
boy,  and  the  tender  allnsaon  made  by  the  sorrow- 
ing mother,  are  considered — that  in  point  of  fact 
no  heart— certainly  no  Irish  heart — could  with- 
stand it.  There  is  an  old  Irish  melody  unsur- 
passed in  pathos,  simplicity,  and  beauty — named 
in  Irish  "  Tha  ma  machnlla  's  na  fosca!  me,'' — or 
in  English,  "  I  am  asleep,  and  don't  waken  me." 
The  position  of  the  boy  cansed  the  reeolleetion 
of   the  old  melody  to  flash  into  the  mother's 
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heart — ';he  simply  pointed  to  !iim  as  the  words 
stre'imed  in  a  low  melodious  murmur,  but  one 
full  of  heartrending  sorroTv,  from  her  lips.  The 
old  sacred  association — for  it  was  one  which  she 
had  sung  for  him  a  thousand  times — until  warned 
to  desLst  by  his  tearsi— deepened  the  tenderness 
of  her  heart,  and  shi  "id  with  difficulty,  whilst 
Khe  iuyolutarily  held  over  the  candle  to  gratify 
the  father's  heart  by  a  sight  of  him. 

"  I  was  keepin'  him  before  my  eye,"  she  said; 
"  God  knows  but  it  may  be  the  last  niglit  we'll 
ever  see  him  nndher  our  own  roof !  Dominick, 
aehora,  I  douht  I  can't  part  wid  him  from  my 

"  Then  how  can  I,  Tara  ?"  he  replied. 
"Wasn't  he  my  right  hand  in  every th ing  ? 
When  was  he  from  me,  ever  since  he  took  a 
man's  work  upon  him  ?  And  when  he'd  finish 
his  own  task  for  the  day,  how  kindly  he'd  begin 
an'  help  rae  wid  mine !  No,  Vara,  it  goes  to  my 
heart  to  let  him  go  away  upon  sich  a  plan,  and 
I  wish  he  hadn't  taken  the  notion  into  his  head 
at  all." 

"  It's  not  too  late,  maybe,"  replied  his  mother; 
"  I  think  it  wouldn't  be  hard  to  pnt  him  off  of 
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it;  the  crathnr's  own  heart  ie  failin'  him  to  lave 
Q8.    He  has  Borrow  upon  his  face  where  he  lies." 

The  father  looked  at  the  expression  of  affec- 
tionate melancholy  which  shaded  his  features  as 
he  slept;  and  the  perception  of  the  boy's  inter- 
nal straggle  against  his  own  domestic  attach- 
ments in  accomplishing  his  first  determination, 
powerfully  touched  his  heart. 

"  Yara,"  said  he,  "  I  know  the  boy— he  won't 
give  it  up ;  and  't  would  be  a  pity-— maybe  a  sin 
— to  put  him  from  it,  Let  the  child  get  fair 
play,  and  thry  his  coMse.  If  he  fails,  he  can 
come  back  to  us,  an'  our  arms  an'  hearts  will  be 
open  to  welcome  himl  But,  if  God  prospers 
him,  wouldn't  it  be  a  blessin'  that  we  never  ex- 
pected, to  see  him  in  the  white  robes,  celebratin' 
one  mass  for  his  paarcnts.  If  these  ould  eyes 
coald  see  that,  I.  would  be  continted  to  close 
them  in  pace  an'  happiness  for  ever." 

"An'  well  you'd  become  them,  avonrneen 
raachreel  Well  wonid  yonr  mild  and  handsome 
countenance  look  wid  the  long  heavenly  stole  of 
innocence  npon  you!  and  although  it's  atin'  into 
my  heart,  I'll  bear  it  for  the  sake  of  seein'  the 
same  blessed  sight.     Look  at  that  face,  Domi- 
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nick;  mightn't  many  a  lord  of  the  land  be  proud 
to  have  Kicb  a  son  f  May  the  heavens  sliower 
down  its  blessin'  npon  himi" 

The  father  burst  into  tears.  "It  is— it  is  1" 
said  he,  "  It  is  the  face  that  'ud  make  many  a 
noble  heart  proud  to  iook  at  iti  Is  it  any  won- 
dher  it  'ad  ent  o%r  hearts,  thin,  to  have  it  taken 
from  afore  our  eyes  ?  Come  away.  Vara,  come 
away  or  1 11  not  be  ible  to  pirt  wid  it  It  is 
the  lovely  faoe — an  kmd  is  the  heart  of  mv 
darl  n  chldl  As  he  spoke  he  sfoojed  down 
and  kisiipd  the  youth  b  cheek  on  whi  h  the  w  arm 
tpars  of  affection  ffll  feoft  a<!  the  dew  from 
1  eaven  The  raotl  er  f  llowed  his  example  and 
thej  \  otli  left  the  room 

We  mnst  bear  it  said  Dominick  as  they 
passed  into  another  apartment  the  monf  j  s 
gathered  an  it  wouldnt  look  well  to  be  goin 
back  wid  it  to  thtm  that  befnnded  us  Tied 
have  the  1  lash  upon  our  face  for  it  an  the  child 
no  alvantage 

ThrueforyoQ,  Domini<k,  and  we  mnst  make 
up  onr  minds  to  live  widout  him  for  a  while." 

The  following  morning  was  dark  and  cloudy, 
but  calm  and  without  rain.    When  the  family 
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were  all  asHembled,  every  member  of  it  evinoecl 
traces  of  deep  feeling,  and  every  eje  waa  fixed 
upon  the  sereae  bat  melancholy  countenance  of 
the  boj  with  tenderness  and  sorrow.  He  him- 
self maintained  a  quiet  equanimity,  which,  though 
apparently  liable  to  be  broken  by  the  struggles 
of  domestic  affection,  and  in  character  with  his 
meek  and  unassuming  disposition,  yet  was  sup- 
ported by  more  Iirmness  than  might  be  expected 
from  a  mind  in  which  kindness  and  sensibility 
were  so  strongly  predominant.  At  this  time, 
however,  his  character  was  not  developed,  or  at 
least  not  understood,  by  those  that  surrounded 
him.  To  strong  feelings  and  enduring  affections, 
he  a  lied  a  keenne'i'fl  of  perception  and  a  bitttr 
ness  of  invective  of  which  in  his  conversat  on 
w  th  h  s  fatl  er  concern  ng  "i  ellow  S-un  the 
reader  has  already  had  snlBcient  proofs  At 
1  reakfast  1  ttle  or  nothing  was  eaten  the  boy 
1  im  elf  I  ould  i  ot  taste  a  morsel  nor  auv  other 
per  on  m  the  fam  ly  When  the  form  of  tl  e 
meal  was  ovtr  the  father  kueit  down—  It  s 
right,"  said  he,  "  that  we  shonld  all  go  to  our 
knees,  and  join  in  a  Rosary  in  behalf  of  the  child 
that's  goin'  on  a  good  intlntion.    He  won't  thrive 
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the  worse  bekase  the  last  words  that  he'll  hear 
from  his  father  and  mother's  lips  is  a  prayer  for 
bringiti'  the  blessin'  of  God  down  upon  his  en- 
da  yvors." 

This  was  accordingly  performed,  though  not 
without  tears  and  sobs,  aod  frequent  demonstra- 
tions of  grief;  for  religion  among  the  peasantry 
is  often  associated  with  bursts  of  deep  and  pow- 
erful feeling. 

When  the  prayer  was  over,  the  boy  rose  and 
calmly  strapped  to  his  back  a  satchel  covered 
with  deer-skin,  containing  a  few  books,  linen, 
and  a  change  of  very  plain  apparel.  While  en- 
gaged in  this,  the  uproar  of  grief  in  the  house 
was  perfectly  heart-rending.  When  just  ready 
to  set  out,  he  reverently  took  off  his  hat,  knelt 
down,  and  with  tears  streaming  from  his  eyes, 
craved  humbly  aod  meekly  the  blessing  and  for- 
giveness of  his  father  and  mother.  The  mother 
caught  him  in  her  arms,  kissed  his  lips,  and 
kneeling  also,  sobbed  out  a  fervent  benediction 
upon  his  head;  the  father  now,  in  the  grief  of  a 
strong  man,  pressed  Mm  to  his  heart,  until  the 
big  burning  tears  fell  upon  the  boy's  face;  his 
brothers  and  sisters  embraced  him  wildly  ;  nest 
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hie  more  distant  relations;  and  lastly,  the  neigh- 
bors who  were  crowded  about  the  door.  After 
this  he  took  a  light  staff  in  his  hand,  and,  first 
blessing  himself  after  the  form  of  his  cliurch, 
proceeded  to  a  strange  land  in  quest  of  edac^ 
tion. 

He  had  not  gone  more  than  a  few  perches 
from  the  door,  when  his  mother  followed  him 
with  a  small  bottle  of  holy  water.  "  Jirainj,  a 
lanna,  vnghi,"*  said  she,  "  here's  this,  an'  carry  it 
about  you— it  will  keep  evil  from  you;  an'  be 
Eure  to  .take  good  care  of  the  written  correckther 
you  got  from  the  priest  an'  Square  Benson;  an', 
dariin',  don't  be  Jookin'  too  often  at  the  cuff  o' 
your  coat,  for  feard  the  people  might  get  a  no- 
tion that  jou  have  the  bank-notes  sewed  in  it 
An',  Jimmy  agra,  don't  be  too  lavish  upon  their 
Munster  crame,  they  say  it's  apt  to  give  people 
the  ague.  Kiss  me  agin,  agra ;  an'  the  heavens 
above  keep  yoo  safe  and  well  till  we  see  you 
once  more  1" 

She  then  tenderly,  and  still  with  melancholy 
pride,  settled  his  shirt  collar,  which  she  thought 
did  not  sit  well  about  his  neck:  and  kissing  him 

•  My  poor  child. 
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again,  with  renewed  sorrow  leSt  him  to  pursue 
bis  jonrney: 

M'Bvoy's  Lonse  was  situated  on  the  side  of  a 
dark  hHl — one  of  that  barren  description  which 
'an  be  called  neither  inland  nor  moantsun.  It 
(ommanded  a  wide  and  extended  prospect,  and 
the  road  along  which  the  lad  travelled  was  visi- 
ble for  a  ooniiderable  distance  from  it.  On  a 
Braali  hillock  before  the  door,  aat  Dominick  and 
bis  wife,  who,  as  long  as  their  son  was  visible, 
kept  their  eyes,  which  were  nearly  blinded  with 
tears,  rivetted  upon  his  person.  It  was  now 
they  gave  full  vent  to  their  grief,  and  diaeussed 
with  painful  and  melancholy  satiafactiou,  all  the 
excellent  quahties  which  he  possessed.  As  James 
himself  advanced,  one  neighbor  after  another 
fell  away  from  the  train  which  accompanied  him, 
not,  however,  until  they  had  affectionately  em- 
braced and  bid  him  adien,  and,  perhaps,  slipped 
with  peculiar  delicacy  an  additional  mite  into 
his  waist-coat  pocket.  After  the  neighbors,  then 
followed  the  gradnal  separation  from  his  friends 
— one  by  one  left  him,  as  in  the  great  journey 
of  life,  and  in  a  few  hours  he  found  himself 
accompanied  only  by  his  favorite  brother. 
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This  to  him  was  the  greatest  trial  he  liad  yet 
felt;  long  and  heart-rending  was  their  embrace. 
Jetcmj'  soothed  and  comforted  his  beloTed 
brother,  but  in  vain.  The  lad  threw  himself  o» 
the  spot  at  which  they  parted,  and  remained 
there  until  Jemmy  turned  an  angle  of  the  road 
which  brought  him  ont  of  his  sight,  when  the 
poor  boy  kissed  the  marks  of  his  brother's  feet 
repeatedly,  and  then  returned  home,  hoarse  and 
broken  down  with  the  violence  of  his  grief. 

He  was  now  alone,  and  for  the  first  time,  felt 
keenly  the  strange  object  on  which  he  was  bent, 
together  with  al!  the  difSculties  connected  with 
its  attainment.  He  was  yonng  and  unedncated, 
and  many  years,  he  knew,  must  elapse  e'er  he 
could  find  himself  in  po^es^ion  of  hLi  wishes. 
But  time  would  pass  at  home,  as  well  as  abroad, 
he  thought;  and  as  there  lay  no  impediment  oi 
peculiar  difficulty  in  his  way,  he  collected  a!l  his 
firmness  and  proceeded. 

There  is  no  country  on  the  earth  in  which 
either  education,  or  the  desire  to  pro'.ure  it,  is  so 
much  reverenced  as  in  Ireland.  Next  to  the 
claims  of  the  priest  and  schoolmaster  come  those 
of  tlie  poor  scholar  for  the  respect  of  the  people. 
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It  matters  not  Low  poor  or  how  miserable  he 
may  be;  so  loag  as  they  see  him  straggling  with 
poverty  in  the  prosecution  of  a  purpose  so 
laadable,  they  will  treat  him  with  atteatton  and 
kindaess.  Here  there  is  no  danger  of  his  being 
seut  to  the  workhouse,  committed  as  a  vagrant— 
or  passed  from  parish  to  parish,  until  he  reaches 
his  own  settlement.  Here  the  humble  lad  is  not 
met  by  the  sneer  of  purse-proud  insolence,  or  bis 
simple  tale  answered  only  by  the  frown  of  heart- 
less contempt.  No— no— no.  The  best  bit  and 
sup  are  placed  before  hira;  and  whilst  his  poor, 
but  warm-hearted  entertainer  can  afford  only 
potatoes  at\d  salt  to  his  own  half-starved  family, 
he  will  make  a  struggle  to  procure  something 
better  for  the  poor  scholar;  "£ekase  k^s  far 
from  Hs  own,  the  cratkur  !  An'  sure  the  intin- 
tion  in  him  is  good,  any  how ;  the  Lord  prosper 
him,  an'  every  one  that  has  the  heart  set  upon 
the  lainin'  1" 

As  Jemmy  proceeded,  he  found  that  his 
satchel  of  books  and  apparel  gare  as  clear  an 
intimation  of  his  purpose,  as  if  he  had  carried  a 
label  to  that  effect  upon  his  back. 

"God  save  you,  a  bouchal!"  said  a  warm, 
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honest-looking  conntry man,  whom  he  met  driving 
home  his  cows  in  the  evening,  within  a  few 
miles  of  the  town  in  which  he  purposed  to  sleep. 

"  God  eave  yon  kindly  1" 

"  Why,  thin,  'tis  a  long  journey  yon  have 
before  you,  alanna,  for  I  know  well  it's  for 
Mnnstfir  you're  bound," 

"  Throe  for  you,  'tis  there  wid  the  help  of  God 
I'm  goin'.  A  great  scarcity  of  larnin'  was  in  my 
own  place,  or  I  wouldn't  have  to  go  at  all,"  said 
the  boy,  whilst  his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"  'Tis  no  discredit  in  life,"  replied  the  country- 
man, with  untaught  natural  delica^iy,  for  he 
perceived  that  a  sense  of  pride  lingered  about 
the  boy,  which  made  the  character  of  poor 
scholar  sit  painfully  npon  him;  "  'tis  no  discredit, 
dear,  nor  don't  be  cast  down.  I'll  warrant  you 
that  God  will  prosper  you;  an'  that  he  may, 
avick,  I  pray  this  day  ["  and  as  he  spoke,  he 
raised  his  hat  in  reverence  to  the  Being  whom 
he  iuToked.  "  An'  tell  me,  dear — where  do  you 
intend  to  sleep  to-night  ?" 

"  In  the  town  forrid  here,"  replied  Jemmy. 
'  I'm  itt  hopes  I'll  be  able  to  reach  it  before 
lark." 
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■ "  Pooh  I  asy  you  will.  Have  you  any  friends 
or  acquaintances  there  that  'ud  welcome  you, 
a  hoiickal  dhas  (ray  handsome  boy)  V 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Jemmy,  "  they're  all  stran- 
gers to  me ;  bat  I  can  etop  in  '  dhry  lodgin','  for 
it's  chaper." 

"Well,  alanna,  I  believo  yon;  but  I'm  no 
stravger  to  youso  come  home  wid  me  to-night; 
where  you'll  get  a  good  bed,  an'  bettiier  tlirate- 
raent  nor  in  any  of  their  dhry  lodging.  Give  me 
your  books,  an'  I'll  carry  them  for  yon.  Ethen, 
hut  yon  have  a  great  batch  rf  them  entirely. 
Can  you  make  any  Iiand  o'  the  Latin  at  all 
yet?" 

"No,  indeed,"  replied  Jemmy,  somewhat 
EoiTOwfnlly;  "I  didn't  ever  open  a  Latin  book, 
at  all  at  all," 

"  Well,  aeushla,  everything  has  a  beginnin'; — 
you  won't  be  so.  An'  I  know  by  your  face  that 
you'll  be  bi'ight  at  it,  an'  a  credit  to  them  that 
owes*  you.  There's  my  house  in  the  fields 
beyant,  where  you'll  be  well  kept  for  one  night, 
any  way,  or  for  twinty,  or  for  ten  times  twinty 
if  you  wanted  them." 
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Tbe  honest  farmer  thea  commenced  the  song 
of  Colleen  dhas  Crothn,  na  Mho*  which  he  sang  in 
a  clear  mellow  voice,  antil  they  reached  the  house. 

"  Alley,"  said  the  man  to  his  wife,  on  entering, 
"  here's  a  stranger  I'ye  brought  yon." 

"  Well,"  replied  Alley,  "  he's  welcome  sure, 
any  way;  Kead  milUa  faUta  ghud,  alanna  1  Bit 
over  to  the  fire.  Brian,  get  up  dear,"  said 
she  to  one  of  the  children,  "  an'  let  the  stranger 
to  the  hob." 

"  He's  goin'  on  a  good  errand,  the  Lord  hless 
himl"  said  the  husband,  "up  the  country  for 
the  larnin'.  Put  thim  books  over  on  the  settle; 
an'  whin  the  girskas  are  done  milkin',  give  him  a 
brave  dhrink  of  the  sweet  milk;  it's  the  stuff  to 
tbravel  on." 

"Throth,  an'  I  will,  wid  a  heart  and  a  half, 
wishin'  it  was  betther  I  had  to  give  him.  Here, 
Xelly,  pot  down  a  pot  o'  watlier,  an'  lave  soap 
an'  a  pras/ceea,  afore  yon  go  to  milk,  till  I  bathe 
the  dacent  boy's  feet.  Sore  an'  tired  they  are 
afther  his  journey,  poor  young  crathur." 

When  Jemmy  placed  himself  npon  the  hob, 
he  saw  that  some  peculiarly  good  fortune  had 

•  The  pretty  girl  milking  bet  cow. 
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conducted  liira  to  so  comfort  ible  a  resting  plai.e 
He  considered  tliis  ai  a  f,ood  omen  and  feit  in 
fact  mach  relieyed  for  ILe  bense  of  loaelmesa 
among  stringers  was  remoTcd 

The  house  evidently  belonged  to  a  wealtby 
farmer  well  to  do  m  the  world  the  cl  imney 
nas  stuMed  w  th  sdes  upon  sides  of  yellow 
smoke-dnel  bicon  ham  ar  i  hung  Kef  in 
al  undauce  The  kitchen  tables  were  lai^e  and 
white  as  milk  and  the  dresser  rich  in  its  shining 
anaj  of  delf  and  pewter  ETcrjthing  iii  fact 
was  upon  a  iai^e  scale.  Huge  meal  chests  were 
ranged  on  one  side,  and  two  or  three  settle  beds 
on  the  other,  conspicuous,  aa  I  have  said,  for 
their  uncommon  cleanliness ;  whilst  hung  from 
the  ceiling  were  the  glaiks,  a  machine  for  churn- 
ing ;  and  beside  the  dresser  stood  an  immense 
churn,  certainly  too  unwieldly  to  be  managed 
except  by  machinery.  The  farmer  was  a  ruddy- 
faced  Milesian,  who  wore  a  drab  frieze  coat, 
with  a  velvet  collar,  buff  waistcoat,  corduroy 
small-clothes,  and  top-boots  well  greased  from 
the  tops  down.*     He  was  not  only  an  agricul- 

-  This,  aJmost  in  evoiy  inatanoo,  is  the  dresa  of  a.  wo&lthy 
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turist,  l>nt  a  graaier — remarkable  for  shrewdness 
and  good  sense,  generally  attended  fairs  and 
markets,  and  bronght  three  or  fonr  large  droves 
of  fat  cattle  to  England  every  year.  From  his 
fob  hung  the  brass  chain  and  almost  rusty  key 
of  a  watch,  which  he  kept  certainly  more  for  use 
than  ornament. 

"A  little  sup  o'  this,"  said  he,  "won't  take 
your  life,"  approaching  Jemmy  with  a  bottle  of 
85  good  poteen  as  ever  escaped  the  eye  of  an 
exciseman;  "it'll  refresh  you — for  you're  tired, 
or  I  wouldn't  offer  it,  by  rason  that  one  bint  on 
what  you're  bint  on,  oughtn't  to  be  makin'  free- 
doms wid  the  same  dhrink.  Ent  there's  a  time 
for  everything,  an'  there's  &  time  for  this.—- — 
Thank  yon,  agra,"  he  added,  in  reply  to  Jemmy, 
who  had  drunk  hk  health.  "Kow,  don't  be 
frettin' — bat  make  yourself  as  aisy  as  if  yon 
were  at  your  own  father's  hearth.  You'll  have 
everything  to  your  heart's  contint  for  this  night; 
the  carts  are  goin'  in  to  the  market  to-morrow 
airly— you  can  sit  upon  them,  an'  maybe  you'll 
get  EOmethin'  more  nor  you  expect:  snre  the 
Lord  has  given  it  to  mo,  an'  why  wouldn't  I 
share  it  wid  them  that  wants  it  more  nor  I  do  ?" 
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Tiie  lad'a  heart  yearned  to  the  generons 
farmer,  for  he  felt  that  his  kindness  had  the 
stamp  of  trnth  and  sincerity  upon  it.  He  could 
only  raise  his  eyes  in  a  fiilent  prayer,  that  none 
belonging  to  him  might  ever  he  compelled,  as 
strangers  and  way-farers,  to  commit  themselves, 
as  he  did,  to  the  casualties  of  life,  in  pursuit  of 
those  attainments  which  poverty  cannot  otlier- 
wiKe  command.  Fervent,  indeed,  was  his  prayer; 
and  certain  we  are,  that  because  it  was  sincere, 
it  must  have  been  hearJ. 

In  the  meantime,  the  good  woman,  or  vani- 
Ihet,  had  got  the  pot  of  water  warmed,  in  which 
Jemmy  was  made  to  pnt  his  feet.  She  then 
stripped  up  lier  arms  to  the  elbows,  and,  with 
Boap  aiid  seedy  meal,  affectionately  bathed  his 
legs  and  feet :  then,  taking  the  praskeen,  or 
coarse  towel,  she  wiped  them  with  a  kindness 
which  thrilled  to  his  heart. 

"And  now,"  said  she,  "I  must  give  you  a 
cnre  for  blisthers,  an'  it's  this: — -In  the  mornin', 
if  we're  all  spared,  as  we  wifl,  plase  the  Al- 
mighty, I'll  give  yoQ  a  needle  an'  some  white 
woollen  thread,  well  soaped.  When  your  blisthers 
gets  Tip,  dhraw  the  soapy  thread  through  them, 
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.  dip  it  on  each  Bide,  an',  mj  life  for  jonrs,  they 
won't  tbrouble  you.  Sure  I  thried  it  the  year  I 
went  oa  my  Station  to  Lough  Derg,  an'  I  linow 
it  to  be  the  rale  cure," 

"  Here,  Nelly,"  said  the  farmer, — who  sat 
■with  a  placid  benevolent  face,  smoking  his  pipe 
on  the  opposite  hob — to  one  of  the  maids  who 
came  in  from  milking—"  bring  up  a  no^in  of 
that  milk,  we  want  it  here;  let  it  bo  none  of 
yonr  washy  foremilh,  but  the  strippim,  Nelly, 
that  has  the  strinth  in  it.  Up  wid  it  here,  a 
colleen." 

"The  never  a  one  o'  the  maa  but's  doatiii' 
downright,  so  he  is,"  observed  the  wife,  "  to  go 
to  fll!  the  tired  child's  stomach  wid  plash.  Can't 
you  wait  till  he  ates  a  thrifle  o'  somethio'  stout, 
to  keep  life  in  him,  afther  his  hard  journey  ? 
Does  your  feet  feel  themselves  cool  an'  asy  now, 
a  hagnr  ?" 

"  Indeed,"  said  Jemmy,  "  I'm  almost  as  fresh 
as  when  I  set  oat.  'Twas  iittle  thought  I  had, 
when  I  came  away  this  mornin',  that  I'd  meet 
wid  so  much  friendship  ou  my  journey.  I  hops 
it's  a  sign  that  God's  on  my  side  in  my  under- 
takin'!" 
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"  I  hope  so,  avourneen — I  hope  so,  an.'  it  is, 
too,"  replied  the  farmer,  taking  the  pipe  ont  of 
hia  mouth,  and  mildly  whiffing  away  the  emoke, 
"  an'  God  'II  be  always  on  yonr  side,  as  long  as 
yoar  intentions  are  good.  Now  ate  somethin' — 
you  must  want  it  by  this;  an'  thin,  when  you 
rest  yourself  bravely,  take  a  tass  into  a  good 
featiier-bed,  where  you  can  sleep  ringg  round 
yoii.*  Who  knows  hut  you'l!  be  able  to  say 
maBs  for  me  or  some  o'  my  family  yit.  God 
grant  that,  any  way,  avick !" 

Poor  James's  heart  was  too  full  to  eat  much; 
he  took,  therefore,  only  a  very  slender  portion 
of  the  refreshments  set  before  him;  but  his  hos- 
pitable entertainer  lind  no  notion  of  permitting 
him  to  use  the  free  exercise  of  hia  discretion  on 
this  important  point.  When  James  pot  away 
the  knife  and  fork,  as  an  indication  of  his  having 
concluded  the  meal,  the  farmer  and  his  wife 
turned  about,  both  at  the  same  moment,  with  a 
kind  of  astonishment — 

"  Eh  ?  is  it  givin'  over  that  way  you  are  f 
Why,  a  lanna,  it's  nothiu'  at  all  you've  tuck  ; 
^re  little  Brian  there  would  make  a  fool  of  you, 
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BO  be  wonld,  at  the  atiu'.  Corae,  come,  a  bouchal 
—don't  bo  ashamed,  or  make  any  way  sthraDge 
at  all,  but  ate  hearty." 

"  I  declare  I  have  ate  heartily,  thank  you,"  re- 
pliedJames;  "oceans  itself,  bo  I  did.  I  couidn' 
ewally  a  bit  more  if  the  house  was  fall." 

"Arrah,  Brian,"  said  the  wife,  "cut  him  up 
more  o'  that  hung  beef,  it's  ashamed  the  crathur 
isl  Take  it,  avick;  don't  we  know  the  journey 
you  had  ?  Faix,  if  one  o'  the  boys  was  out  on  a 
day's  thravellin',  you'd  see  how  he'd  handle  him- 
Belf." 

"  Indeed,"  smd  James,  "  I  can't — if  I  coald  I 
would.  Sure  I  would  be  no  way  backward  at 
all,  so  I  wouldn't." 

"Throth,  an'  you  can  an'  must,"  said  the 
farmer:  "tho  never  a  rise  yon'll  rise,  till  yon 
finish  that" — putting  over  a  complement  out  of 
all  reasonable  proportion  with  his  age  and  size 

"  There  now's  a  small  taste,  an'  you  must 
finish  it.  To  go  to  ate  nothin'  at  alll  Hut  tat! 
by  the  tops  o'  my  boots,  you  must  put  that  clear 
an'  clane  out  o'  my  sight,  or  I'll  go  mad  an'  bum 
thcro." 

The  lad  recommenced,  and  continued  to  eat 
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as  long  as  he  could  possibly  hold  oat ;  at  length 
he  ceased : 

"I  can't  go  on,"  said  he;  "don't  ax  me:  I 
eau't  indeed  " 

"  Bad  manuPrs  to  the  word  I'll  hear  till  yon 
finish  it:  you  know  it's  but  a  thrifle  to  spake  of. 
Thry  agin,  avick,  but  take  your  time ;  you'll  ha 
able  for  it " 

The  poor  lad's  heart  was  engaged  on  other 
thoughts  aud  other  scenes;  his  home,  and  its  he- 
loved  inmates — sorrow,  and  the  gush  of  young 
affections,  were  ready  to  burst  forth, 

"  I  cannot  ate,"  said  he,  and  he  looked  im- 
ploringly on  the  farmer  and  his  wife,  whilst  the 
tears  started  to  his  eyes — "  don't  as  me,  for  my 
heart's  wid  them  I  left  behind  me,  that  I  may 
never  see  agin;"  and  be  wept  in  a  burst  of  grief 
which  he  could  not  restrain. 

Neither  the  strength  nor  tenderness  of  the 
lad's  affection  was  unappreciated  by  this  excel- 
lent couple.  In  a  moment  the  farmer's  wife  was 
also  in  tears;  nor  did  her  husband  break  the 
silence  for  some  minutes. 

"  The  Almighty  pity  oa'  strengthen  him  !" 
said  the  farmer's  wife,  "  but  he  has  the  good  an' 
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the  kind  heart,  an'  would  be  a  credit  to  any 
family. — ^Whisht,  acushla  machree— whisht,  we 
won't  as  jou  to  ate— no  indeed.  It  was  out  o' 
kindness  we  did  it:  don't  be  cast  down  aither; 
sure  it  isn't  the  ocean  yon're  crossin';  bnt  goin' 
from  one  county  like  to  another.  God'll  guard 
an'  take  care  o'  you,  so  he  will.  Tour  iotintion's 
good,  an'  he'll  prosper  it." 

"  He  will,  avick,"  said  the  farmer  himself — 
"he  will.  Cheer  np,  my  good  boyl  I  know 
thim  that's  larned  an'  creditable  clargy  this  day, 
that  went  as  yon're  goin'— ay,  an'  that  rls  an' 
helped  their  parents,  an'  put  them  above  poverty 
an'  distress;  an  never  fear,  wid  a  blessin',  but 
you'll  do  the  same." 

"  That's  what  brings  mo  at  all,"  replied  the 
boy,  drying  his  tears;  "if  I  was  once  able  to 
take  them  out  o'  their  distresses,  I'd  be  happy  : 
only  I'm  afeaifl  the  carea  o'  the  world  will  break 
my  father's  heart  before  I  have  it  in  my  power 
to  assist  him." 

"  No  snch  thing,  darlin',"said  the  good  woman. 
"  Sure  his  hopes  out  o'  you,  an'  his  Jove  for  you, 
will  keep  him  up;  an'  you  dunna  but  God  may 
give  him  a  blessin'  too,  avick." 
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"  Mix  another  sup  o'  that  for  him,"  said  the 
farmer:  "he's  low  spirited,  an'  it's  t«o  strong 
to  give  him  any  more  of  it  as  it  is.  Childhre, 
wliere's  the  masther  from  ns — eh?  Why,  thin, 
God  help  them,  the  crathurs — wasn't  it  thought- 
ful* o'  them  to  lave  the  place  while  Tie  was  at 
his  dinner,  for  fraid  he'd  be  dashed — raaniii'  them 
young  crathurs,  Alley.  But  can  you  tell  us 
where  the  'masther'  is?  Isn't  this  his  night 
wid  US  ?    I  know  he  tuck  his  dinner  here." 

"Ay did  he;  but  it's  np  to  Larry  Murphy's 
he's  gone,  to  thry  his  sou  in  his  book-kcepin'. 
Mavrone,  but  he  had  time  enough  to  put  him 
well  through  it  afore  this,  any  way." 

As  she  spoke,  a  short  thickset  man,  with  black 
twinkling  ojes  and  raddy  cheeks  entered.  This 
personage  was  no  other  than  the  schoolmaster 
of  that  district,  who  cirenlated,  like  a  newspaper, 
from  one  farmer's  house  to  another,  in  order  to 
exponnd  for  his  kind  entertainers  the  news  of 
the  day,  his  own  learning,  and  the  very  eyident 
extent  of  their  ignorance. 

The  moment  he  came  in,  the  farmer  and  his 
wife  rose  with  an  air  of  much  deference,  ani? 

■  Conflideratc. 
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placed  a  chair  for  him  exactly  oppoate  the  fire, 
leaving  a  respectful  distance  on  each  side,  with- 
in which  no  illiterate  mortal  durst  prcauiae  to 
Bit. 

"  Misther  Corcoran,"  said  the  farmer,  presents 
in^  Jemftiy's  satchel,  through  which  the  shapes 
of  the  books  were  quite  plain,  "thig  in  thit 
shinn  ?*  aud  as  he  spoke  he  looked  significantly 
at  its  owner. 

"Ah!"  replied  the  man  of  letters,  "tkigum, 
thigum.f  God  be  wid  the  day  when  I  carried 
the  likes  of  it  'Tis  a  badge  of  polite  genius, 
that  no  boy  need  be  ashamed  of.  So  mj  young 
snckiing  of  litheratnre,  joa're  bound  for  Muq- 
ster?- — for  that  counthrj  where  the  swallows  fly 
ill  conic  sections — where  the  magpies  and  the 
turkeys  confab  in  Latin,  and  the  cows  and  bul- 
locks will  roar  yoa  Doric  Greek— bo-a-o — clanio. 
What's  jour'pathroiiymic? — quo  mmi-ne  govides, 
Domint  doclmme  ?" 

The  lad  was  silent;  bnt  the  farmer's  wife 
turned  up  the  whites  of  her  eyes  with  an  ex- 
pression of  wonder  and  surprise  at  the  erudition 
of  the  "raasther." 

•  Do  you  nndcratand  thial       -f  I  underatand— I  undersland. 
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"  I  persave  you  are  as  yet  uninitiated  into  the 
elementary  jJrwayM  of  the  languages;  well — the 
honor  is  still  before  yon.     What's  yonr  name  ?" 

"  James  M'Evoj,  sir." 

Just  now  the  farmer's  family  began  to  as- 
BL-mble  ronnd  the  spacious  hearth ;  the  young 
lads,  whose  instruction  the  worthy  teacher 
claimed  as  his  own  peculiar  task,  came  timidly 
forward,  together  with  two  or  three  pretty  bash- 
ful girls  with  sweet  flashing  eyes,  and  counte- 
nances full  of  feeling  and  intelligence.  Behind 
on  the  settles,  half-a-dozen  servants  of  both  sexes 
sat  in  pairs — each  boy  placing  himself  beside 
his  favorite  girl.  These  a^ppearcd  to  be  as  strong- 
ly interested  in  the  learned  conversation  which 
the  master  held,  as  if  they  were  masters  and 
mistresses  of  Mnnster  Latin  and  Doric  Greek 
tliem'ielves ;  but  an  occasiional  thump  cautiously 
bestowed  by  no  slender  female  hand  upon  the 
sturdy  shoulder  of  her  companion,  or  a  dry  cough 
from  one  of  the  young  men,  fabricated  to  drown 
tiie  coming  blow,  gave  slight  indications  that 
they  contrived  to  have  a  little  amusement  among 
themselves,  altogether  independent  of  Mr,  Cor- 
coran's  erudition. 
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WhBii  tlie  latter  came  in,  Jemmy  was  taking 
the  tumbler  of  punch  which  the  farmer's  wife 
had  mixed  for  him;  on  this  he  fixed  an  expres- 
sive glance,  which  instantly  reverted  to  the 
vanitJue,  and  from  her  to  the  large  bottle  whieli 
stood  in  a  window  to  the  right  of  the  fire.  It  is 
a  quick  eye,  however,  that  can  anticipate  Iriah 
hospitality. 

"Alley,"  said  the  fanner,  ere  the  wife  had 
time  to  comply  with  the  hint  conveyed  by  the 
black,  twinkling  eye  of  the  schoolmaster;  "why, 
Alley"— 

"  Sure,  I  am,"  she  replied,  "  an'  will  have  it 
for  yoa  in  less  than  no  time." 

She  accordingly  addressed  herself  to  the  bot^ 
t!e,  and  in  a  few  minutes  handed  a  reeking  jug 
of  punch  to  the  Farithct,  or  good  man. 

"Come  Masther,  by  the  hand  o'  my  body,  I 
do'nt  like  dhry  talk  so  long  as  I  can  get  any- 
thing to  moisten  the  discoorse.  Here's  your 
health,  Masther,"  continued  the  farmer,  winking 
at  the  rest,  "  and  a  speedy  conclusion  to  what 
you  know  1  In  throth,  she's  the  pick  of  a  good 
girl — not  to  mirition  what  she  has  for  her  portion. 
I'm  a  frind  to  the  same  family,  an'  will  pnt  a 
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spoke    in    your  wheel,    Mastber,   that'll    earve 
70U." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Lanigan,  very  well,  sir — very  well 
— you're  becoming  quite  facetious  upon  me,"  said 
the  little  man,  rather  confused;  "but  upon  my 
credit  and  reputation,  except  the  amorous  incH- 
nation  in  regard  to  me  is  on  her  side,"  and  he 
looked  sheepishly  at  his  hands,  "  I  can't  say  that 
the  arrows  of  Cupid  have  as  yet  pinethrated  the 
sintiminta!  side  of  my  heart.  It  is  not  with  me 
as  it  waa  wid  Dido — hem — 

Nou  '  hEret  later!  lethalis  aninao,' 
as  Virgil  says.  Yet  I  can't  say,  but  if  a  friend 
were  to  become  spokesman  for  me,  and  insinuate 
in  ray  behalf  a  small  taste  of  amorous  sinti- 
raintality,  why — hem,  hem,  hem  I  The  com- 
pany's health !  Lad,  James  M'Evoy,  your 
health,  and  suceesa  to  you,  my  good  boy!— hem, 
hem  1" 

"Here's  wiahin'  him  the  samel"  said  the 
farmer. 

"James,"  said  the  schoolmaster,  "you  are 
goin'  to  Munsther,  an'  I  can  say  that  I  hare 
travelled  it  from  end  to  end,  not  to  a  bad  pur- 
pose, I  hope— hem!     Well,  a  bouchal,  there  are 
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hard  days- and  nights  before  yoa,  so  keep  a  firm 
heart.  If  you  have  money,  as  'tis  like  jou  have, 
don't  let  a  single  rap  of  it  into  the  hands  of  the 
schoolmaster,  althougli  the  first  thing  he'll  do 
will  be  to  bring  jou  home  to  his  own  honse,  an' 
palaver  yoa  night  an'  day,  till  he  succeeds  in 
persuading  j  on  to  leive  it  id  Lis  hands  for  security, 
\oa  mit,ht  if  not  duh  j-rc-admoiiishefl,  sur- 
render it  to  hiB  soliLitat  ons  for — 

Nemo  mortal  um  omn  bus  horis  sapit.' 

MiLhiel    «hat  la'.e   is  mortaUuml"  added   he, 

suddenly  addressing  one  of  the  farmer's  sons: 

come    now  Michael  where  a  jour  brightness ! 

What  case  is  moTlahvm^ 

The  boy  was  taken  by  surprise,  and  for  a  few 
minutes  could  not  reply. 

"Come  man,"  said  the  father,  "be  sharp, 
spake  out  bravely,  an'  don't  be  afeard;  nor 
don't    be    in    a    iiurry   aither,    we'll    wait  for 

"  Let  him  alone — ^let  him  alone,"  said  Corco- 
ran: "  I'll  face  the  same  hoy  agin  the  county  for 
catemss.  If  lie  doesn't  esponnd  that,  I'll  never 
constbre  a  line  of  Latin,  or  Greek,  or  Maso- 
retic,  while  I'm  livin'." 
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His  cunning  master  Lncw  right  well  that  the 
boy,  who  was  onlj  confaseil  at  the  su  Idenuess 
of  the  quest  on  would  fee!  no  diflioulty  m 
answering  it  to  his  satisfaction  Indeed  it  was 
iapossible  for  him  to  miss  it  as  he  was  then 
reading  the  seventh  book  of  "V  ii^il  and  the 
fourth  of  Homer  It  it  however  a  trick  with 
some  masters  to  put  simple  questnns  of  that 
nature  to  their  pupili  when  at  the  houses  of 
their  parents  as  knotty  and  difficult  aid  when 
they  are  answered  to  assume  an  air  of  astonish 
ment  at  the  profound  reaoh  of  thouglit  displayed 
by  the  pup  1 

When  Michael  recovered  himself  he  mstantiy 
replied,  "  MoTlaiiitm  is  the  ginitive  case  of  iiemo, 
by  '  NoTttiiui  Partkiva.' " 

Corcoran  laid  down  the  tumbler,  which  he  was 
in  the  act  of  raising  to  his  lips,  and  looked  at 
the  lad  with  an  air  of  surprise  and  delight,  then 
at  the  farmer  and  his  wife,  altei'natclj,  and 
shook  his  head  with  much  mystery,  "Michael," 
said  he  to  the  lad,  "  will  you  go  out,  and  tell  us 
what  the  night's  doin'." 

The  boy  accordingly  went  ont^— "  Why,"  said 
Corcoran,  in  his  absence,  "  if  ever  there  was  a 
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phanis,  and  that  boy  will  be  the  bird — an  Irish 
phanix  he  will  be,  a 

Rara  avis  iu  terris,  nigroque  sjmillima  oygno! 
There's  no  batiti'  him  at  anything  lie  iindhertakes. 
Wliy,  there's  thim  that  are  makin'  good  bread 
by  their  iarnin',  that  couldn't  resolve  that;  and 
yon  all  saw  how  he  did  it  widout  the  book ! 
Why,  if  lie  goes  on  at  this  rate,  I'm  afraid  he'll 
soon  be  too  many  for  myself — hem  I" 

"Too  many  for  yourself  1  Fill  the  inasther's 
tambler,  Alley.  Too  many  for  yonrself !  No, 
no!  I  doubt  he'll  never  see  that  day,  bright  as 
he  is,  an'  cnte.  That's  it— put  a  hape  upon  it. 
Give  mo  your  hand,  masther.  I  thank  you  for 
your  attintion  to  him,  an'  the  boy  is  a  credit  to 
us.  Come  over,  Michael,  avouraeen.  Here, 
take  what's  io  this  tumbler,  an'  finish  it.  Be  a 
good  boy,  an'  mind  your  lessons,  an'  do  every- 
thing the  masther  here — ^the  Lord  bless  hira ! — 
bids  you;  an'  you'll  never  want  a  frind,  masther, 
nor  a  dinner,  nor  a  bed,  nor  a  guinea,  while  the 
Lord  spares  me  aither  the  one  or  the  other." 

"I  know  it  Mr.  Lanigan,  I  know  it;  and  I 
will  make  that  boy  the  pride  of  Ireland,  if  I'm 
spared.    Ill  show  him  eramboes  that  would  puzzl 
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the  great  Soaliger  himself;  and  many  other  difS- 
culties  I'li  let  him  into,  that  I  have  never  let  out 
yet,  except  to  Tim  Kearney,  that  bate  them  all 
at  Thrinity  CoHege  in  Dublia  up,  last  June." 

"  Arrah,  how  was  that,  Masther  ?" 

"Tim,  you  see,  went  in  to  his  Entranco 
Examinayshuns,  and  one  of  the  Fellows  came  to 
examine  him,  but  divil  a  long  it  was  till  Tim 
sacked  him. 

"  '  Go  back  agin,'  says  Tim,  '  and  sind  some 
one  that's  able  to  tache  me,  for  you're  noi.' 

"  So  another  greater  scholar  agin  came  to 
thry  Tim,  and  did  thry  him,  and  Tim  made  a 
hare  of  /dm,  before  all  that  was  in  the  place — 
five  or  six  thousand  ladies  and  gintlemen,  at 

lflSt«l 

"  The  great  learned  Fellows  thin  began  to  look 
odd  enough;  so  they  picked  out  the  best  scholar 
among  them  but  one,  and  slipped  him  at  Tim: 
but  well  becomes  Tim,  the  never  a  long;  it  was 
till  he  had  kirn  too,  as  dumb  as  a  post.  The 
fellow  went  back — 

"  '  Gintlemen,'  says  he  to  the  rest,  '  we'll  be 
disgraced  all  out,'  says  he  'for  except  the 
Prowost  sacks  that  Munsther  spalpeen,  he'll  bate 
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ns  all,  an'  we'll  never  be  able  to  honlil  up  onr 
heads  afther.' 

"Accordingly,  the  Frowost  attacks  Tim;  and 
snch  a  meetin'  as  they  had,  never  was  seen  in 
Thrinity  College  since  its  establishment.  At  last 
when  they  had  been  nine  hoars  and  a  half  at  it, 
the  Prowost  put  one  word  to  him  that  Tim 
couldn't  expound,  so  he  lost  it  by  one  word  only. 
For  the  last  two  hours  the  Prowost  can-ied  au 
the  examinnshun  in  Hebrew,  thinking,  you  see, 
he  6ad  Tim  there;  but  he  was  mistakeu,  for  Tim 
answered  him  in  good  Mnnstiier  Irish,  and  it  so 
happened  that  they  understood  each  other,  for 
the  two  language  are  first  consius,  or,  at  all 
evints,  close  blood  relations.  Tim  was  then  pro- 
nounced to  be  the  best  scholar  in  Ireland  except 
the  Prowost;  though  among  ourselves,  they 
might  have  thought  of  the  man  that  fawghi  him. 
That,  however,  wasn't  all.  A  young  lady  fell  in 
love  wid  Tim,  and  is  to  make  him  a  present  of 
herself  and  her  great  fortune  (three  estates)  the 
moment  he  becomes  a  counsellor;  and  in  the 
meantime  she  allows  him  thirty  pounds  a  year  to 
bear  his  expenses,  and  live  like  a  gintlemac. 

"  Now  to  return  to  the  youth  in  the  corner ; 
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Nemo  mortalmm  omnibus  heris  sapit.  Jemmy, 
keep  your  money,  or  give  it  to  the  priest  to 
keep,  aud  it  will  be  safest;  but  by  no  means  let 
tlie  Ilyblean  honey  of  the  Kchoo! master's  blarney 
deprive  you  of  it,  otherwise  it  will  be  a  vale,  vak, 
Inngum  vaJe  between  yoa.     Crede  experto !" 

"  Masther,"  said  the  farmer,  "  many  a  strange 
accident  yoa  met  wid  on  yer  thravels  through 
MuQSther  V 

"No  doabt  of  that,  Mr.  Lanigan.  I  and 
another  boy  thravelled  it  in  society  together. 
One  day  we  were  walking  towards  a  gintleman's 
house  on  the  road  side,  and  it  happened  that  we 
met  the  owner  of  it  in  the  vicmity,  althougli  we 
didn't  know  him  to  be  snch. 

" '  Salvete,    Domini  f  said  he,  in    good  fresh 

" '  Tu,  eis  salvits,  qiiogue."  said  I  to  him,  for 
iDj  comrade  wasn't  cute,  an'  I  was  always 
orathor. 

"  '  Unde  venitisl'  said  he,  comin'  over  us  wid 
another  deep  piece  of  larnin',  the  construction 
of  which  was,  '  where  do  yez  come  from  V 

"  I  replied,  'Per  varios  casits  et  tot  discrvmna 
rerum,  venimus  a  Mayo.' 
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"'trood!'  said  he,  'you're  bright;  follow 
me.' 

"  So  he  brought  us  over  to  his  own  house,  and 
ordered  us  bread  and  cheese  and  a  posset ;  for  it 
was  Friday,  an'  we  couldn't  touch  mate.  He, 
in  the  mane  time,  sat  an'  chatted  along  wid  us. 
The  thtevin'  cook,  however,  in  making  the  posset, 
kept  the  curds  to  herself,  except  a  slight  taste, 
here  and  there,  that  floated  on  the  top;  but  she 
was  liberal  enough  of  the  whey,  any  how. 

"  Now  I  had  been  well  trained  to  fishing  in 
my  more  youthful  days;  and  no  gorsoon  could 
grope  a,  trout  wid  me.  I  accordingly  sent  the 
spoon  through  the  pond  before  me  wid  the  skill 
of  a  connoisseur;  but  to  no  purpose — it  came  up 
wid  nothin'  but  the  whey. 

"  So,  said  I  off  hand  to  the  gintleman,  honld- 
ing  up  the  bowl,  and  looking  at  it  with  a  disap- 
pointed face. 

Apparent  ran"  mantes  in  gorgife  vasto. 
'This,'  says  I,  'plase  your  hospitality,  may  be 
Pactolus,  hut  the  divil  a  taste  o'  the  proper  sand 
is  in  the  bottom  of  it.' 

"  The  wit  of  this,  yon  see,  pleased  him,  and 
we  got   an  escellent  treat  ia  his  studmrn,  or 
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study ;  for  he  was  determined  to  give  myself 
another  trial. 

" '  What's  the  wickedest  line  in  Tirgil  V  said 
he. 

"  Now  I  had  Vii^il  at  my  fingei^'  ends,  so  I 
answered  him : 

'Flectere  si  nequeo  superoa,  Acheronta  moveho.' 

'"Very  good,'  said  he,  '  you  hare  tlie  genius, 
and  will  come  to  somethin'  yet:  now  tell  me  the 
most  moral  line  in  Virgil.' 

"  I  answered; 
'  IHacfre  jfisliliam  mottili,  el  nan  teranere  divoi." 

"  '  Depend  upon  it,'  said  be,  '  yon  will  be  a  lu- 
minary. The  morning-star  will  be  but  a  farthing 
candle  to  you;  and  if  you  take  in  the  learning  as 
you  do  the  cheese,  in  a  short  time  there  won't 
be  a  man  in  Munstber  fit  to  teach  you,'  and  be 
lauglied,  for  you  see  he  had  a  tendency  to  joco- 
sity. 

"  He  did  not  give  me  up  here,  however,  being 
determined  to  go  deeper  wid  mo. 

"  '  Can  you  translate  o  newspaper  into  Latin 
prose?'  said  he. 

•  He  IE  evidently  drawing  the  long-bow  here ;  this  aneu- 


6d  by  Google 


86  THE  roOB  SUflOLAH. 

"  Row  the  diTil  a  one  tf  me  was  just  then  sure 
about  the  prose,  bo  I  was  goin'  to  tell  him  ;  bat 
before  I  had  time  to  speak,  he  thrust  the  paper 
into  rdy  haud,  and  desired  me  to  thranslate  iialf- 
a-dozen  harbarous  advertisements. 

"  The  first  that  met  mo  was  aboat  a  reward 
offered  for  a  Newfoundland  dog  and  a  terrier, 
that  had  been  stolen  from  a  fishing-tackle  manu- 
facturer, and  then  came  a  list  of  his  shabby  mer- 
chandize, ending  with  a  long-winded  encominm 
upon  hia  gunpowder,  shot,  and  double-barrelled 
guns.  Now,  may  I  be  shot  wid  a  blank  cart- 
ridge, if  I  ever  felt  so  much  at  an  amplnsh  in  my 
Ufe,  and  I  said  so. 

"  '  Your  honor  has  hooted  me  wid  the  fishing- 
hooks,'  said  I ;  '  but  I  grant  the  cheese  waa  good 
bait,  any  how.' 

"  So  he  laughed  heartily,  and  bid  me  go  on. 

"Well,  I  thought  the  first  was  difficult;  but 
the  second  was  Masoretic  to  it — something  about 
■  drawbacks,  excisemen,  and  a  long  cnstom-houso 
list,  that  would  puzzle  Publins  Virgilius  Maro, 
if  he  was  set  to  translate  it.  However,  I  went 
through  wid  it  as  well  as  I  could;  where  I 
couldn't  find  Latin,   I  laid  in  the  Greek,  and 
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where  the  Greek  failed  me,  I  gave  the  Irish, 
which  to  tell  the  truth,  in  consequence  of  its 
veruacularity,  I  found  to  be  the  most  coavauieut. 
Ocb,  oeh,  ma  y  a  larned  s  r  nmage  I  have  sig- 
nalised myself  m  d  ir  ng  my  t  me  Sure  my 
name's  aa  common  as  a  ma  1  eoich  in  Thrinity 
College;  and  t  s  well  known  there  'n  t  a,Fellow 
in  it  but  I  could  sa  k  except  miy  be  the  Pro- 
wost.  That'!  ther  own  op  on  Corcoran,' 
says  the  Pro  vost  s  tl  e  mn  t  lar  ed  man  in 
Ireland  ;  an  I  m  not  a  han  ed,  says  he,  '  to 
acknowledge  that  I'd  rather  decline  meeting  bira 
upon  deep  points.'  Ginte«Is,  all  your  healths — 
hem  '  But  among  ourselves  I  could  bog  him  in 
a  veiy  short  time,  though  I'd  scorn  to  deprive 
the  gititlfraan  of  his  reputaytion  or  his  place, 
even  if  he  sent  me  a  challenge  of  larmn'  to- 
moiiow,  although  he's  too  cute  to  venture  on 
doing  (Aai— hem,  hem  I" 

To  hear  an  obscure  creature,  whose  name  was 
but  faintly  known  ia  the  remote  parts  even  of 
the  parish  in  which  he  lived,  draw  the  long-bow 
at  such  a  rate,  waa  highly  amnsing.  The  credu- 
lous character  of  his  auditory,  however,  was  no 
slight  temptation  to  him;  for  he  knew  that  next 
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to  the  legends  of  their  saints,  or  the  Gospel 
itself,  his  fictions  ranked  in  authenticity;  and  he 
was  determined  that  it  should  not  be  his  fanlt 
if  their  opinion  of  his  learning  and  talents  were 
not  raised  to  the  highest  point. 

The  feeling  experienced  by  the  poor  scholar, 
when  h^awoke  the  next  morning;,  was  one  both 
of  satisfaction  and  sorrow.  He  thought  once 
teore  of  his  home  and  kindred,  and  reflected  that 
it  might  be  possible  he  had  seen  the  last  of  his 
beloved  relations.  His  grief,  however,  was 
checked  when  he  remembered  the  warm  and 
paternal  affection  with  which  lie  was  received  on 
the  preceding  night  by  his  hospitable  country- 
man. He  offered  up  his  prayers  to  God;  humbly 
besought  his  grace  and  protection;  nor  did  ho 
foi^et  to  implore  a  blessing  npon  those  who  had 
thus  soothed  his  early  sorrows,  and  afforded  him, 
though  a  stranger  and  friendless,  shelter,  comfort, 
and  sympathy. 

"  I  hope,"  thought  he,  "  that  I  will  meet  many 
snch,  till  I  overcome  my  difEcuities,  an'  find 
myself  able  to  assist  my  poor  father  an' 
mother  1" 

And  he   did   meet    many  such    among  the 
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humble  and  despised,  and  neglected  of  his 
countrymen  ;  for — and  we  say  it  with  pride — 
the  character  of  this  excellent  farmer  ia  tho- 
roughly that  of  our  peasantry  within  the  range 
of  domestic  life. 

Wlieu  he  had  eaten  a  comfortable  breakfast, 
and  seen  his  satchel  stuffed  with  provision,  for 
his  journey,  tlie  farmer  brought  him  up  to  his 
own  room,  in  which  were  also  his  wift;  and 
children. 

"God,"  said  he,  "has  been  good  to  me; 
blessed  be  his  holy  name! — betther  it  appears, 
in  one  sinse,  than  he  has  been  to  you,  dear, 
though  maybe  I  don't  desarve  it  as  well.  But 
no  mattber,  acnshla;  I  have  it,  an'  yov,  want  it; 
so  here's  a  thrifle  to  help  you  forrid  in  your 
larnin' ;  an'  all  1  ax  from  you  is  to  offer  up  a 
bit  of  a  prayer  for  me,  of  an  odd  time,  an'  if 
ever  you  live  to  be  a  priest,  to  say,  if  it  wouldn't 
be  throublesome,  one  Mass  for  me  an'  those  that 
yon  see  about  me.  It's  not  much,  James  agra — 
only  two  guineas.  They  may  stand  yonr  friend, 
whin  friends  will  be  scarce  wid  yon;  though,  I 
hope,  that  won't  be  the  cose  aither." 

The  tears  were  already  streaming  down  Jem- 
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my's  cheeks.  "  Oh,"  said  the  artless  boy,  "  God 
for  ever  reward  youl  bat  Bure  I  have  a  great 
dale  of  money  in  the — in  the — naff  o'  my  coat 
Indeed,  I  have,  an'  I  won't  want  it'" 

The  farmer,  affected  by  the  utfer  simphcity  of 
he  lad,  looked  at  his  wife  and  smiled,  althongh 
a  tear  stood  in  his  eye  at  the  time  She  wiped 
her  eyes  with  her  apron,  and  backed  the  kmd 
offer  of  her  husband. 

"  Take  it,  asthore;"  she  added,  "  in  your  cuffi 
Musha,  God  help  yout  sure  it's  not  mui'h  yon  or 
the  likes  of  yoa  caa  have  in  yonr  cufT,  avouraeen! 
Don't  be  ashamed,  but  take  it ;  we  can  well 
ff  d  t  (rl  y  h  t  God  f  t !  It  t  gr 
bekfts    y  g        th    w  y  y  — th      h 

th  t  h         t         — b  t  b  k  ir 

htwmdt  thtwfldt 

hk  widh  tlthkfns 

w        th         h      J  t      f,    1     t    f 

th  tyLtmpy       pkt       pt 

th  ra     t     t    Th  t       fe    d  i   y  tl     k  y 
God  bless  an'  prosper  youl  I'm  sore  yoa  wor 
always  biddable." 

"  Now,  childher,"  said  the  farmer,  addressing 
his  sons  and  daughters,  "  never  see  the  sthranger 
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widoiit  a  frind,  nor  wantin'  a  bed  or  a  dinner, 
when  yoa  grow  up  to  be  men  an'  women. 
There's  many  a  turn  in  this  world;  we  may  be 
strangers  onrselTea:  an'  think  of  what  I  would 
feel  if  any  of  yon  was  far  from  me,  widoat 
money  or  friends,  when  I'd  hear  that  yon  met  a 
father  in  a  strange  connthry  that  lightened  your 
hearts  by  his  kindness.  Now,  dear,  the  carts  '11 
be  ready  in  no  time^eh?  Why,  there  they  are 
at  the  gate  waitin'  for  yon.  Gel;  into  one  of 
them,  an'  they'll  lave  you  in  the  next  town. 
Come,  man,  bud-an'  ^e,  be  stout-hearted,  an' 
don't  cry;  sure  we  did  nothin' for  you  to  spake  of." 

lie  shook  the  poor  scholar  by  the  hand,  and 
drawing  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  passed  Imrriedly 
out  of  the  room.  Alley  stooped  down,  kissed 
his  lips,  and  wept;  and  the  chiidren  each  em- 
braced him  with  that  mingled  feeling  of  com- 
passion and  respect  which  is  uniformly  entertained 
for  the  poor  scholar  in  Ireland. 

The  boy  felt  as  if  he  had  been  again  separated 
from  his  parents;  with  a  sobbing  bosom  and  wet 
cheeks  he  bid  them  farewell,  and  mounting  one 
of  the  carts  was  soon  beyond  sight  and  hearing 
of  the  kind-hearted  farmer  and  his  family. 
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Wben  tlie  cart  had  proceeded  about  a  mile,  it 
stopped,  and  one  of  the  men  who  accompanied 
it,  addressing  a  boj  who  passed  with  two  sods 
of  turf  under  his  arm,  desired  him  to  hurry  ou 
and  inform  his  master  that  they  waited  for  him. 

"  Tell  Misther  Corcoran  to  come  into  coort," 
said  the  man,  laughing,  "  my  Lordship's  waitin' 
to  hear  his  defince  for  intlndin,'  wt  to  run  away 
wid  Miss  Judy  Malowny.  Tell  him  Lord  Carly's 
ready  to  pass  sintince  on  him  for  not  staliu'  the 
heart  of  her  wid  his  Rule  o'  Three.  Hal  by 
the  holy  farmer  you'll  get  it  for  stayin'  from 
school  to  this  hour.     Be  quick,  abouchall" 

In  a  few  minutes  the  trembling  urchin,  glad 
of  any  message  that  might  Eerte  to  divert  the 
dreaded  bircii  from  himself,  entered  the  uproari- 
ous "  Simiaary,"  caught  his  forelock,  bobbed 
down  his  head  to  the  master,  and  pitched  his 
"two  sods"  into  a  little  heap  of  turf  which  lay 
in  the  corner  of  the  school. 

"  Arrah,  Pat  Roach,  ia  tiiis  an  hour  to  inter 
into  my  establishment  wid  impunity  f  Eh,  you 
Rosicrusian  ?" 

"Mastlier,  sir,"  replied  the  adroit  raoukey 
"I've  a  message  for  you,  sir,  i'you  plase." 
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"An'  what  might  the  message  be,  Masther 
Pat  Roach  ?  To  dine  to-day  wid  your  worthy 
father,  abonehal?" 

"  No,  sir;  its  from  one  o'  Mr.  Lanigau's  boys 
— him  that  belongs  to  the  carts,  sir;  he  wants 
to  spake  to  yon,  sir,  i'  you  plase." 

"  An'  do  yon  give  that  by  way  of  an  apolo- 
getical  oration  for  your  absence  from  the  advan- 
tages of  my  tuition  until  this  hour  ?  However, 
mm  constat,  Patrid;  I'll  piack  the  crow  wid  yon 
on  my  return.  If  you  don't  find  yourself  a  well- 
flogged  youth  for  your  '  mitchin','  never  say  that 
this  right  hand  can  administer  condign  punish- 
ment to  that  part  of  your  physical  theory  which 
constitntes  the  antithesis  to  your  vacuum  capat. 
En  tt  tcc&,  you  villain,"  he  added,  pointing  to  the 
birch,  "  it's  newly  cut  and  trimmed,  and  pregnant 
wid  alacrity  for  the  operation.  I  correct,  Patri- 
cius,  on  fundamental  principles,  which  you'll 
Eoon/ee^  to  your  cost." 

"  Masther,  sir,"  replied  the  lad,  in  a  friendly, 
conciliating  tone,  "  my  fadher  'ud  be  oblagecl  to 
you,  if  you  'd  take  share  of  a  fat  goose  wid  him 
to-morrow." 

"  Go  to  your  sate,  Paddy,  avourneen;  divil  a 
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(laccnt  boy  in  the  siminary  I  joke  so  much  wid, 
ag  I  do  wid  yourself;  an'  all  oat  of  respect  for 
jour  worthy  pareats.  Faith,  I've  a  great  re- 
gard for  them,  all  oat,  aa'  tell  them  bo." 

He  then  proceeded  to  the  carts,  and  approach- 
ing Jemmy,  gave  him  such  advice  touching  his 
conduct  in  Munster,  as  he  considered  to  be  most 
serviceable  to  an  inexperienced  lad  of  his  years. 

"Here," said  the  kind  hearted  soul — "here, 
James,  is  ray  mite  ;  it's  but  bare  ten  shillings  ; 
but  if  I  could  make  it  a  pound  for  yon,  it  would 
giye  me  a  degree  of  delectability  which  I  have 
not  enjoyed  for  a  long  time.  The  truth  is, 
there's  something  like  the  nodus  matrimonii,  or 
what  they  facetiously  term  the  priest's  gallows, 
dangling  over  my  head,  so  that  any  little  thrifie 
I  may  get  mnst  be  kept  together  for  that  crisis, 
James,  abouchal;  so  that  must  be  my  apology 
for  not  ^ving  yon  more,  joined  to  the  naked 
fact,  that  I  never  was  remarkable  for  a  super- 
fluity of  cash  under  any  circumstances.  Remem- 
ber what  I  told  you  last  night.  Don't  let  a 
shilling  of  your  money  into  the  hands  of  the 
masther  you  settle  wid.  Give  it  to  the  parish 
priest,  and  dhraw  it  from  him  when  you  want  it. 
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Don't  join  the  parties  or  the  factions  of  the 
school.  Above  all,  Bpake  ill  of  nobody;  and  if 
the  masther  is  harsh  npon  yon,  either  bear  it 
patiently,  or  mintion  it  to  the  priest,  or  to  some 
other  person  of  respectability  in  the  parish,  and 
you'll  be  protected.  You'll  be  apt  to  meet  cru- 
elty enough,  my  good  boy;  for  there  are  larned 
Neros  in  Munster,  who'd  flog  if  the  proTince  was 
in  flames. 

"  Now,  James,  I'll  tell  yon  what  you'll  do, 
when  you  reach  the  lamed  south.  Plant  your- 
self on  the  highest  hill  in  the  neighborhood 
wherein  the  academician  with  whom  you  intend 
to  stop,  lives.  Let  the  hour  of  reconnoitring  be 
that  in  which  dinner  is  preparin::;.  WhPn  seated 
there,  James,  take  a  survey  of  the  smoke  that 
ascends  from  the  chimneys  of  the  farmers' houses, 
and  be  sure  to  direct  your  steps  to  that  from 
whit'h  the  highest  and  merriest  column  is'^nes. 
This  is  the  old  plan,  and  it  is  a  sure  one.  The 
highest  smoke  rises  from  the  largest  fire,  the 
largest  fire  boils  the  biggest  pot,  the  biggest  pot 
generally  holds  the  fattest  bacon,  and  tlie  fattest 
bacon  is  kept  by  the  richest  farmer.  It's  a 
wholesome  and  comfoi-table  dim/iv,  my  boy,  and 
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one  by  which  I  myself  waa  enabled  to  keep  a 
dacent  portion  of  edncated  flesh  between  the 
master's  birch  and  ray  ribs.  The  science  itself 
is  called  Gastric  Geography,  and  is  peculiar  only 
to  itiaerant  young  gintlemen  who  seek  for  know 
ledge  in  the  classical  province  of  Mnnster. 

"  Here's  a  book  that  thraTcllod  along  wid 
myself  through  all  my  peregrinations — Creech's 
Translation  of  Horace.  Keep  it  for  my  sake ; 
and  when  you  accomplish  your  education,  if  you 
return  home  this  way,  I'd  thank  you  to  gire  me 
a  call.  Farewell!  God  bless  yon  and  prosper 
you  as  I  wish,  and  as  I  am  sure  you  desarve." 

He  shook  the  lad  by  the  hand;  and  as.it  was 
probable  that  his  own  former  struggles  with 
poverty,  when  in  the  pursuit  of  education,  came 
with  all  the  power  of  awakened  recollection  to 
his  mind,  he  hastily  drew  his  hand  across  his 
eyes,  and  returned  to  resume  the  brief  but  harm- 
less authority  of  the  ferula. 

After  arriving  at  the  nest  town,  Jemmy  found 
himself  once  more  prosecuting  his  journey  alone. 
In  proportion  as  he  advanced  into  a  strange 
land,  his  spirits  became  depressed,  and  his  heart 
cleaved  more  and  more  to  those  whom  he  had 


6d  by  Google 


THE  POOR  SCHOLAR.  67 

left  behind  him  Theie  m,  howKvei,  an  entho 
Masm  m  the  vis  ons  of  jooth,  in  the  speculations 
of  a  jOQug  heart,  which  frequently  overcomes 
difficulties  that  a  mmd  taught  by  the  experience 
of  life  would  often  shrink  Irom  encountering. 
We  may  all  remamber  the  utter  recklessness  of 
dangei  with  winch,  in  onr  youthful  days,  we 
cros.sed  floods,  or  stood  upou  the  brow  of  yawn 
ing  precipices — ^feats  whuh,  m  after  jears,  the 
wealth  of  kmgdoms  could  not  induce  us  to  per- 
form Eiperieuce,  as  well  as  conscience,  makes 
cowards  of  us  all. 

Tlie  poor  scholar  in  the  conrse  of  his  journey 
had  the  satisfaction  of  finding  himself  an  object 
of  kind  and  hospitable  attention  to  his  country- 
men. His  satchel  of  books  was  literally  a  pass- 
port to  their  hearts  For  instance  as  he  wended 
h  Itay  ydp  d  dt  Iw  h 
w      f   q      tlj  a       t  d  hy  1  1  f    m  b  1     d 

adthnth  Id         dft^  a 

1     f  1    f    y    f  th      tj    t   h     h  d  w 

1  ght  i  t  w  1  h  t  m  f  ID 
h  ab        hh  radfptk 

1  th      m    1     E        th       p  t  h 
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called  "dhry  lodging,"  like  Incas  a.  lum  laando, 
beiTause  thej  never  keep  out  the  rain,  and  have 
mostly  a  bottle  of  whiskey  for  those  who  know 
how  to  call  for  it, — even  they,  in  most  instances, 
not  only  refused  to  chaise  the  poor  scholar  for 
his  bed,  bat  declined  receiving  any  remuneration 
for  his  Bnbsistence. 

"  Och,  och,  no,  you  poor  young  crathur,  not 
from  yiTO.  No,  no;  if  we  wouldn't  help  the  likes 
o'  you,  who  ought  we  to  help?  No  dear;  but 
instead o'  the  airighad*  jist  lave  ttsyonr  blessin', 
an'  maybe  we'll  thrive  as  well  wid  that,  as  we 
would  wid  your  little  pences,  that  you'll  be 
wantiii'  for  yoarseSf,  whin  your  frinds  won't  be 
near  to  help  you." 

Many,  in  fact,  were  the  little  marks  of  kind- 
ness and  attention  which  the  poor  lad  received 
on  his  way.  Sometimes  a  ra^ed  peasaat,  if  he 
happened  to  be  his  fellow-traveller,  would  carry 
his  satchel  so  long  as  they  travelled  together,  or 
a  carman  would  ^ve  him  a  lift  on  his  empty  car; 
or  some  humorous  postilion,  or  tipsy  "  shay-boy," 
with  a  comical  lear  in  his  eye,  would  shove  him 
into  his  vehicle,  remarking — 
'  Money, 
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"  Bedad,  let  nobody  say  you're  a  poor  scholar 
(WW,  an'  you  goin'  to  school  in  a  coadil  Be  the 
piper  that  played  afore  Moses,  if  ever  any  rascal 
upbraids  you  wid  it,  tell  him,  says  you — '  You 
damned  rap,'  says  yon,  '  I  wint  to  school  ia  a 
coach !  an'  that,'  says  you,  '  was  what  none  o'  yer 
beggarly  ^neratloa  was  ever  able  to  do,'  says 
yoa;  'an'  moreoTcr,  be  the  same  token,'  says 
yon,  'be  the  holy  farmer,  if  you  bring  it  up  to 
me,  I'll  make  a  third  eye  in  your  forehead  wid 
the  butt  o'this  whip,' says  you.  Whish!  darlinsl 
That's  thegol    There's  drivin',  Barnyl  Eh^" 

At  Jength,  after  much  toil  and  travel,  he 
reached  the  South,  having  experienced  as  ho 
proceeded  a  series  of  affectionate  attentions, 
which  had,  at  least,  the  effect  of  reconciling  him 
to  the  measure  he  had  taken,  and  impressing 
upon  his  heart  a  deeper  confidence  in  the  kitid- 
uesiS  and  hospitality  of  his  countrymen. 

Upon  the  evening  of  the  day  on  which  he  ter- 
minated his  journey,  twilight  was  nearly  falling  ; 
the  town  in  which  he  intended  to  stop  for  the 
night  was  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  before  him, 
yet  he  was  scarcely  able  to  reach  it;  his  short, 
yielding  steps  were  evidently  those  of  a  young 
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and  fatigued  traveller :  his  brow  was  moist  with 
perspiration;  he  had  just  begun,  too,  to  consider 
in  what  manner  he  should  introdnce  himself  to 
the  master  who  taught  the  school  at  which  he 
had  been  advised  to  stop,  when  he  heard  a  step 
behind  him,  and  on  lodking  back,  he  discovered  a 
tali,  weU-made,  rnddy-faced  young  man,  dressed  in 
blaek,  with  a  hook  in  his  hand,  walking  after  him. 

"  Vhde  et  quo  viator  1"  said  the  stranger  on 
coming  up  with  him. 

"  Oh,  Sir,"  replied  Jemmy,  "  I  have  not  Latin 
yd." 

"  You  are  on  yonr  way  to  seek  it,  however," 
replied  the  other.     "  Have  yon  travelled  far  ?'' 

"A  long  way,  indeed.  Sir;  I  came  from  the 
County ,  Sir, — the  upper  part  of  it." 

"  Have  yOtt  letters  from  your  parish  priest  ?" 

"  I  have.  Sir,  and  one  from  my  father's  land- 
lord. Square  Benson,  if  you  ever  heard  of  him  " 

"What's  your  object  in  learning  Latin  ?" 

"To  be  a  priest,  Sir,  wid  the  help  o'  God;  an' 
to  rise  my  poor  father  an'  mother  out  of  their 
poverty." 

His  companion,  after  hearing  this  reply,  bent 
a  glance  npon  him,  that  indicated  the  awakening 


6d  by  Google 


THE   POOn  3CH0LAP.  101 

of  an  interest  in  the  lad  much  greater  tiiau  he 
probably  otherwise  would  have  felt. 

"  It's  only  of  Iat«,"  continued  the  boy,  "  that 
my  ftttlier  aa'  mother  got  poor ;  they  were  once 
very  wel!  to  do  in  the  world.  But  they  were  put 
out  o'  their  farm  in.  ordher  that  tlie  agint  might 
put  a  man  that  had  married  a  gel*  of  bis  own 
into  it.  My  father  intended  to  lay  his  case  be- 
fore Colonel  B ,  the  landlord;  but  he  couldn't 

see  him  at  a!!,  bekaae  he  never  comes  near  the 
estate.  The  agint's  called  Yallow  Sam,  Sir; 
he's  rich  through  cheatcry  an'  dishonesty;  puts 
money  out  at  intherest,  then  goes  to  law,  an' 
brakes  the  people  entirely;  for,  somehow,  he 
never  was  known  to  lose  a  law-suit  at  all,  Sir. 
They  say  it's  the  divil,  Sir,  that  keeps  the  law- 
yers on  his  side ;  an'  that  when  he  an'  the  lawyers 
do  be  dhrawin'  up  their  writins,  the  devil — God 
betuiie  me  an'  harm! — does  be  helpiu'tlieral" 

"And  is  Colonel  B actually — or,  rather, 

was  he  your  father's  landlord  ?" 

"  He  was,  indeed,  Sh-;  it's  thrath  I'mtelliu' 
you." 

"  Singular  enough!     Stand  beside  me  here^ 

•A  lerm  implying  illegitimacy. 
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do  yoti  Bee  that  large  house  to  the  right  among 
the  trees  ? " 

"  I  do,  Sir ;  a  great  big  house,  entirely — like 
a  castle,  Sir." 

"The  same.     Well,  that  house  belongs  to 

Colonel  B ,  and  1  am  very  intimate  with 

him.  I  am  Catholic  curate  of  tbis  parish;  ami 
I  wae,  heforo  my  crdination,  private  tntor  in  his 
family  for  four  years." 

"  Maybe,  Sir,  yon  might  have  intherest  to  get 
my  father  back  into  his  farm  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  that,  my  good  lad,  for  I  am 

told  that  Colonel  B is  rather  embarrassed, 

and,  if  I  mistake  not,  in  the  power  of  the  man 
yon  call  Yellow  Sam,  who  has,  I  believe,  heavy 
mortgages  upon  his  property.  But  no  matter ; 
if  I  cannot  help  your  father,  I  shall  be  able  to 
serve  yourself.  Where  do  you  intend  to  stop  for 
the  night !" 

"  In  dhry  lodgin',  Sir,  that's  where  my  father 
an'  mother  bid  mo  stop  always.  They  war  very 
kind  to  me.  Sir,  in  the  dhry  lodgins." 

"Who  is  there  in  Ireland  who  would  not  be 
kind  to  ymi,  my  good  boy  ?  I  trust  yon  do  not 
neglect  your  religions  duties  7" 
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"  Wid  the  help  o'  God,  Sir,  I  strire  to  attind 
to  them  as  well  as  I  can ;  particularly  since  I 
left  my  father  and  mother.  Every  night  an' 
raornin'.  Sir,  I  say  five  Fathers,  five  Avea,  an'  a 
Creed;  an'  sometimes  when  I'm  walkin' the  road, 
I  slip  np  an  odd  Father,  Sir,  ao'  Ave,  that  God 
may  grant  me  good  luck." 

The  priest  smiled  at  his  candor  and  artleas- 
ness,  and  could  not  help  ferling  the  interest  which 
the  boy  had  already  excited  in  him  increase. 

"  You  do  right,"  said  he,  "and  take  care  that 
you  neglect  not  the  wor'ihip  of  God.  Avoid 
ba*l  company;  be  not  quarrelsome  at  school; 
stndy  to  improve  yourself  diligently ;  attend 
mass  regularly ;  and  be  punctual  in  going  to 
confession," 

After  some  farther  conversation  the  priest 
and  he  entered  the  town  together. 

"  This  is  my  honse,"  said  the  former,  "  or  if 
not  altogether  mine — at  least,  that  in  whii-h  I 
lodge;  let  me  see  you  here  at  two  o'clock  to- 
morrow. In  the  mean  time,  follow  rae,  and  I 
shall  place  you  with    a  family  where  you  will 


experience   every 


kindness    and  attention  that 


I  make  yon  comfortable." 
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He  then  led  him  a  few  doors  up  the  street,  til! 
hs  stopped  at  a  decent-looking  "  Iloa'^e  of  En- 
tertainment," to  the  proprietors  of  which  he 
introdncod  him. 

"  Be  kind  to  this  strange  boy,"  said  the  woi^ 
thy  clergyman,  "and  whatever  the  charges  of  his 
board  and  lodging  may  be  until  we  get  him  set- 
tled, I  shall  be  accountable  for  them." 

"  God  forbid,  your  Keverence,  that  erer  a 
penny  belongin'  to  a  poor  boy  lookin'  for  his 
lamin'  should  go  into  onr  pockets,  if  he  was  wid 
us  twelve  months  in  the  year.  No — no!  He 
can  stay  with  the  bouchaleens;*  let  them  be 
thryin'  one  another  in  their  books.  If  he  is 
fardher  on  in  the  Latin  then  Andy,  he  can  help 
Andy ;  an'  if  Andy  has  the  foreway  of  him,  why 
Andy  can  help  him.  Come  here,  boys,  all  of  ycz. 
Here's  a  comrade  for  yez— a  dacent  boy  that's 
iookiti'  for  his  larnin',  the  Lord  enable  him  1 
Now  be  kind  to  him,  an'  whisper,"  he  added,  in 
an  nndcr-tone,  "don't  be  bringin'  a  blush  to  the 
gorsoon's  face.  Do  ye  hear  ?  JIa  chorp!  if  ye 
dol — Now  mind  it.  Ye  know  what  I  can  do 
whin  I'm  well  vesedl     Go,  now,  an'  get  him 

*  Little  bays. 
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Bometliiti'  to  ate  an'  dhrink,  an'  let  him  sleep  wid 
Baroey  in  the  feather  heA." 

Daring  the  course  of  the  next  day,  the  bene- 
volent cnrate  introdueed  him  to  the  parish  priest, 
who,  fi-om  the  freqaent  claims  urged  by  poor 
Bcholara  upon  bis  patronage,  felt  no  particular 
interest  in  his  case.  He  wrote  a  short  letter, 
however,  to  the  master  with  whom  Jemmy  in- 
tended to  become  a  pupil,  stating  that  "  he  was 
an  honest  boy,  the  son  of  legitimate  parents,  and 
worthy  of  consideration  " 

The  cnrate,  who  saw  furtber  into  the  boy's 
character  than  the  parish  priest,  accompanied 
him  on  the  following  day  to.  the  school;  intro- 
daced  him  to  the  master  in  the  most  favorable 
manner,  and  recommended  him  in  general  to  the 
hospitable  care  of  all  the  pupils.  This  introduc- 
tion did  not  serve  the  boy  bo  much  as  might 
have  been  expected;  there  was  nothing  parti- 
cular in  the  letter  of  the  pans/i  priest,  and  the 
curate  was  but  a  curate — no  formidable  person- 
age in  any  church,  where  the  goodwill  of  the 
rector  has  not  been  already  secured. 

Jemmy  returned  that  day  to  his  lodgings,  and 
(he  next  morning,    with    his   Latin   Grammer 
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under  his  arm,  he  went  to  the  school,  to  taste 
the  first  bitter  fruits  of  the  tree  of  know- 
ledge, 

On  entering  it,  which  he  did  with  a  beating 
heart,  he  found  the  despot  of  a  hundred  subjects 
sittiug  behind  a  desk,  with  his  hat  on,  a  brow 
superciliously  severe,  and  his  nose  crimped  into 
a  most  cutting  and  Tin egar  curl.  The  truth  was, 
the  master  knew  the  character  of  the  curate,  and 
felt  that  because  he  had  taken  JemUiy  under 
his  protection,  no  opportunity  remained  for  him 
of  fleecing  the  boy,  under  the  pretence  of  secur- 
ing his  money,  and  that  consequently  the  arrival 
of  the  poor  scholar  would  be  no  windfall,  as  he 
had  expected. 

When  Jemmy  entered,  he  looked  first  at  the 
master  for  his  welcome;  but  the  master,  who 
verified  the  proverb,  that  there  are  none  so 
blind  as  those  who  will  not  see,  took  no  notice 
whatsoever  of  him.  The  boy  then  looked 
timidly  about  the  school  in  quest  of  a  friendly 
face,  and  indeed  few  faces  except  friendly  oueg 
were  turned  upon  hiin. 

Several  of  the  scholars  rose  up  simultaneously 
to  speak  to  him;   but  the  pedagogue    angrily 
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inquired  why  they  had  kft  their  seats  and  their 
basin  ess. 

"  Why,  Sir,"  saiil  a  yonng  Maiisterman,  with 
a  fine  Milesian  face — "  be  Gorra,  Sir,  I  lielieve 
if  ice  don't  welcome  the  poor  scholar,  I  think 
yoM  won't.  This  is  the  boy,  Sir,  that  Mr. 
O'Brien  came  along  wid  yistherday,  an'  spoke  so 
well  of." 

"I  know  that,  Thady;  and  Misther  O'Brien 
thinks,  that  because  he  himself  first  passed 
through  that  overgrown  hedge-school  wid  slates 
upon  the  roof  of  it,  called  Thrinity  College,  and 
matriculated  in  Maynooth  afther,  that  he  has 
legal  authority  to  recommend  every  young  vagrant 
to  the  gratuitous  benefits  of  legitimate  classi- 
eality.  An',  I  suppose,  that  you  are  acting  the 
Pathrun,  too,  Thady,  and  intind  to  take  this 
young  wild-goose  under  your  protection  ?" 

"Why,  Sir,  isn't  he  a  poor  scholar?"  Sure 
he  mustn't  want  his  bit  an'  sup,  nor  his  night's 
lodgia',  any  how.  You're  to  give  him  his  larnin' 
only,  Sir." 

"I  suppose  80,  Mr.  Thaddeus;  but  this  is  the 
(lenaUy  of  celebrity.  If  I  weren't  so  celebrated 
a  man  for  classics  as  I  am.  I  would  have  none 
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of  this  work.  I  tell  you,  Thadj,  if  I  had  fifty 
sons  I  wouldD't  make  one  o'  them  celebrated." 

"  Wait  till  you  have  one  first,  Sir,  then  yon 
may  make  him  as  great  a  numskull  as  yon 
plase,  Masther." 

"But  in  the  mean  time,  Thady,  I'll  have  no 
dictation  from  jou,  as  to  whetlicr  I'll  have  one 
or  fifty;  or  as  to  whether  he'll  be  an  aea  or 
a  Newton.  I  say,  ttiat  a  dearth  of  laraiu'  ia 
like  a  year  of  famine  id  Ireland.  When  the 
people  are  hard  pushed,  they  bleed  the  fattest 
huUocks,  and  live  on  their  blood;  an'  so  it  is 
wid  us  Academicians.  It's  always  he  that  has 
the  most  lamed  blood  in  his  veiDS,  and  the 
greatest  quantity  of  it,  that  such  hungry  leeches 
fasten  on." 

"Thrue  for  you.  Sir,"  said  the  youth  with  a 
smile;  "  but  they  say  the  bullocks  always  fatten 
the  betther  for  it.  I  hope  you'll  bleed  well  now, 
Sir." 

"Thady,  I  don't  like  the  curl  of  your  nose; 
an',  moreover,  I  have  always  found  you  prone  to 
sedition.  Yon  remember  yoar  conduct  at  the 
'Earring  out.'  I  tell  you  it's  well  that  you. 
worthy  father  is  a  dacent  wealthy  man,  or  I'd  ba 
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apt  to  give  you  a  iMmoria  tecknica,  oa  the  sui- 
tratwm,  Tliady." 

"  God  be  praised  for  my  father's  wealth,  Sir  I 
Bat  I'd  never  wish  to  hare  a  good  memory  in 
the  way  yon  mention." 

"  Faith,  an'  I'll  be  apt  to  add  that  to  your 
other  qualities,  if  you  don't  take  care  of 
yourself." 

"I  want  no  Bach  addition,  Masther:  if  yon 
do  yon'll  be  apt  to  snbtraot  yonrself  from  this 
neighborhood,  an',  may  be,  there  won't  be  more 
than  a  cipher  gone  out  of  it,  afther  all." 

"Thady,  you're  a  wa^,"  exclaimed  the  crest- 
fallen pedagogue;  "take  the  lad  to  your  own 
sate,  and  show  him  his  task.  How  is  vour 
sister's  sore  throat,  Thady  V 

"  Why,  Sir,"  replied  the  benevolent  young  wit, 
"she's  betther  than  I  am.  She  can  swallow 
more,  Sir." 

"Not  of  lamin',  Thady;  there  you've  the 
widest  gullet  in  the  parish." 

"  My  father's  the  richest  man  in  it,  Masther," 
replied  Thady.  "I  think,  Sir,  ray  galiet  and 
his  purse  are  much  about  the  same  size — wit" 
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"Thadj,  you're  firstrate  at  a  reply;  but  ex- 
ceedingly deficient  in  tlie  retort  corteous.  Take 
the  lad  to  your  sate,  I  say,  and  see  how  far  lie 
is  advanced,  and  what  lie  is  fit  for.  I  snppose, 
as  you  are  so  ginerous,  you  will  Tolunteer  to 
taclie  liim  yourself." 

"I'll  do  that  wid  pleasure.  Sir;  but  I'd  like 
to  know  whether  you  intind  to  tache  him  or 
rot." 

"An' I'd  like  to  know,  Thady,  who's  to  pay 
me  for  it,  if  I  do.  A  purty  riiturn  Michael 
Rooiiey  made  me  for  making  him  snch  a  linguist 
as  he  is,  '  You're  a  tyrant,'  said  he,  when  he 
grew  up,  '  and  instead  of  expecting  me  to  thank 
you  for  your  instructions,  yon  onght  to  thank 
me  for  not  preparing  you  for  the  county  hospital 
as  a  memento  of  the  ernelty  and  brutality  you 
made  me  feel,  when  I  had  the  misfortune  to  be  a 
poor  scholar  under  you.'  And  so,  because  he 
hecame  curate  of  the  parish,  he  showed  me  the 
outside  of  it." 

"  But  will  you  tache  this  poor  young  boy. 
Sir  ?" 

"  Let  me  know  who's  to  guarantee  his  pay- 
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"  I  have  money  myself,  Sir,  to  pay  you  for 
two  years,"  replied  Jemmy.  "  They  told  me, 
Sir,  that  yOQ  were  a  great  scholar,  aa'  I  refused 
to  stop  in  other  schools  by  rason  of  tlie  name 
you  liave  for  Latin  and  Greek." 

"Verbum  sai.,"  exclaimed  the  barefaced  knave. 
"  Come  here.  Now,  you  see,  I  persave  yon 
have  dacency.  Here  is  your  task;  get  that  half 
page  by  fienrt.  You  have  a  cntc  look,  an'  I've 
no  doubt  but  the  stuff's  in  you.  Come  to  me 
afthcr  dismiss,  'till  we  have  a  little  talk  to- 
gether." 

He  accordingly  pointed  out  the  task,  after 
which  ho  placed  him  at  his  &ide,  lest  the  inex- 
perienced boy  might  be  put  on  his  guard  by  any 
of  the  i-cholars.  In  this  intention,  however,  he 
was  frustrated  by  Thady,  who,  as  he  thoroughly 
detested  the  knavish  tyrant,  resolved  to  caution 
the  poor  scholar  against  his  dishonesty.  Thady, 
indeed,  most  heartily  despised  the  mercenary 
pedagogue,  not  only  for  his  obsequiousness  to 
the  rich,  but  on  account  of  his  severity  to  the 
children  of  the  poor.  About  two  o'clock  the 
youn^  wng  went  out  for  a  few  miautes,  and  im- 
mediately returned  in  great  haste  to  inform  th 
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master,  that  Mr.  Delany,  the  parish  priest,  and 
two  other  gentlemen,  wished  to  see  him  over  at 
the  Cross-Keys,  aa  inn  which  was  kept  at  a 
place  called  the  Nine  Mile  Hoase,  within  a  few 
perches  of  the  school.  The  parish  priest,  thongh 
an  ignorant  insipid  old  man,  was  the  master's 
patron,  and  his  slightest  wish  a  dirine  law  to  him. 
Tlie  little  despot,  forgetting  his  prey,  instantly 
repaired  to  the  Cross-Eejs,  and  in  hia  absence, 
Tliady,  tc^ether  with  the  lai^er  boys  of  the 
school,  made  M'Evoy  acqnainted  with  the  fraud 
about  to  be  practised  on  him. 

"  His  intintion,"  said  they,  "  is  to  keep  jon  at 
home  to-night,  in  ordher  to  get  whatever  money 
you  have  into  his  own  hands,  that  he  may  keep 
it  safe  for  you;  but  if  you  give  him  a  penny,  you 
may  bid  farewell  to  it.  Pnt  it  in  the  curate's 
hands,"  added  Thady,  "  or  in  my  father's,  an' 
thin  it  '11  be  safe.  At  all  evints,  don't  stay  wid 
him  this  night.  He'll  take  your  money  and 
then  turn  you  off  in  three  or  four  weeks." 

"  I  didn't  intind  to  give  him  my  money,"  re- 
plied Jemmy ;  "  a  schoolmaster  I  met  on  my 
way  here,  bid  me  not  to  do  it.  I'll  give  it  to 
the  priest." 
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"  Give  it  to  the  cnrate,"  said  Thady — "  wid 
him  it'll  be  safe;  for  the  parish  priest  doesn't 
like  to  throable  himself  wid  anjthlDg  of  the 

This  was  agreed  upon ;  the  boy  was  prepared 
against  the  designs  of  the  master,  and  a  plan 
laid  down  for  his  future  conduct.  In  the  mean 
time,  the  latter  re-entered  the  school  in  a  glow 
of  indignation  and  disappointment. 

Thady,  however,  disregarded  him  ;  and  as  the 
master  knew  that  the  iiillnence  of  the  boy's 
father  could  at  any  time  remove  him  from  the 
parish,  his  anger  subsided  without  any  very  vio- 
lent consequences.  The  parish  priest  was  his 
avowed  patron,  it  is  true;  but  if  the  parish  priest 
knew  that  Mr.  OTlorke  was  dissatisfied  with 
him,  ttiat  moment  he  would  join  Mr.  O'Rorke 
in  e.xpelling  him  from  the  neighborhood.  Mr, 
O'Rorke  was  a  wealthy  and  a  hospitable  man, 
bnt  the  schoolmaster  was  neither  the  oiie  acr 
the  other. 

During  school-hoars  that  day,  many  a  warm- 
hearted urchin  entered  into  conversation  with 
the  poor  scholar;  some  moved  by  curiosity  to 
hear  his  brief  and  simple  history ;  others  anxioas 
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to  offer  liim  a  temporary  asylum  in  their  fatliera' 
lioufies;  and  several  to  know  if  lie  !iad  the  requi- 
site books,  asfiaring  Iiim  that  if  he  had  not,  they 
would  lend  tliem  to  hita.  These  proofs  of  artless 
generosity  tonched  the  homeless  youth's  heart 
tiie  nioro  acntely,  inasmuch  as  he  coald  perceive 
but  too  clearly  that  the  eye  of  the  master  rested 
upon  him,  from  time  to  time,  with  no  ausplcioaa 
gUmcp, 

When  the  scholars  were  dismissed,  a  sociio 
occurred  which  was  calculated  to  produce  a 
^milc,  althoagh  it  certainly  placed  the  poor 
scholar  in  a  predicament  by  no  means  agreeable. 
It  resulted  from  a  contest  among  the  boys  as  to 
who  bhoald  first  bring  him  home.  Tlie  master 
who,  by  that  cunning  for  which  the  linavish  are 
remarkable,  had  discovered  in  the  cour.se  of  the 
day  that  his  design  apon  the  boy's  money  was 
understood,  did  not  ask  him  to  his  house.  The 
contest  was,  therefore,  among  the  scholars ; 
who,  when  the  master  had  disappeared  from  the 
school-room,  formed  themselves  into  a  circle,  of 
which  Jemmy  was  the  centre,  each  pressing  his 
laim  to  secure  him. 
'"  The  right's  wid  me,"  exclaimed  Thady;  "  I 
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Btood  to  him  all  day,  an'  I  say  I'll  hare  him  for 
this  nigVit.  Come  wid  me,  Jimmy.  Dida't  I  do 
most  for  jott  to-day  ?" 

"  I'll  never  forget  your  kindness,"  r  pi  d  poor 
Jemmy,  at  the  boisterous  symptoms  of  pn  1  m 
which  already  began  to  appear.  In  i  t  m  ny 
a  tiny  fist  was  &hut,  as  a  suitable  a  npan 
ment  to  the  arguments  with  which  they  enfo  d 
their  assumed  rights. 

"There,  now," continued  Thady,  '  th  t  pat 
an  ind  to  it;  he  says  hell  never  forget  my  k  nd 
ness.     That's  enough;  come  wid  ine,  Jimmy." 

"7s  il  enough?"  said  a  lad,  who,  if  his  father 
was  less  wealthy  than  Thady's,  was  resolved  to 
put  strength  of  arm  against  strength  of  purse. 
"  Maylje  it  isn't  enoughl  7say  I  bar  it,  if  your 
fadher  was  fifty  times  as  rickl — Riehl  Arrab, 
don't  be  comin'  over  us  in  regard  of  your  riches, 
man  alivel  I'll  bring  the  stiirange  boy  home 
this  very  night,  an'  it  isn't  your  father's  dirty 
money  that  '11  prevint  me." 

"  I'd  advise  you  to  get  a  double  ditch  about 
your  nose,"  replied  Thody,  "before  you  begin  to 
say  anything  disrespectful  aginst  my  father. — 
Don't  think  to  baliyrag  over  me.     I'll  bring  the 
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boy,  for  I  haye  the  best  right  to  him.  Didn't  I 
do*  the  masther  on  his  account?" 

"  A  double  ditch  about  my  nose  ?" 

'■  Aiye  I" 

"  Are  yoa  able  to  fight  me  f" 

"  I'm  able  to  thry  it,  any  how,  an'  willin' 
too." 

"  Do  you  sa.y  you're  able  to  fight  mc  ?" 

"  I'll  bring  the  boy  home  whether  or  not." 

"Thady's  not  yonr  match,  Jack  Ratigan," 
said  another  boy.  "Why  don't  you  challenge 
your  match?" 

"  If  ynv.  say  a  word,  V\\  half-sole  your  eye. 
Let  hira  say  whether  he's  able  to  fight  me  like  a 
man  or  not.     That's  the  chat." 

"Half-sole  my  eye  !  Thin  here  I  am,  an'  why 
don't  you  do  it.  You're  crowln'  over  a  boy  that 
you're  bigger  than,  I'll  fight  you  for  Thady. 
Now  half-solo  my  eye  if  you  dar  I    Eh  ?     Here's 

my  eye,  now  1     Arrah,  be  the  holy  man,  I'd 

Don't  we  know  the  white  hen's  in  you.  Didn't 
Barny  Murtagh  cow  yon  at  the  back-pool,  on 
Thursday  last,  whin  we  wor  bathin'  ?" 

"  Come,  Ratigan,"  said   Thady,   "  peel,   an 
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turn  out.  I  say,  I  am  able  to  figlit  you;  an'  I'll 
make  jou  ate  your  words  against  my  father,  by 
way  of  givin'yon  yoar  dinner.  An'  I'll  make 
the  dacent  strange  boy  walk  home  wid  me  over 
your  body — that  is,  if  he'd  Bot  be  afraid  to  dirty 
his  feet." 

Eatigan  and  Thady  immediately  set  to,  and 
in  a  few  mmutos  there  were  scarcely  a  little  pair 
of  fists  present  that  were  not  at  work,  either  on 
behalf  of  the  two  first  combatants,  or  with  a 
view  to  determine  their  own  private  rights  iu 
being  the  first  to  exercise  hopitality  towards  the 
amazed  poor  scholar.  Tlie  fact  was,  that  while 
the  two  largest  boya  were  argumg  the  point, 
about  thirty  or  forty  minor  disputes  all  ran 
parallel  to  theirs,  and  their  mode  of  deci&ion  was 
immediately  adopted  by  the  pugnacious  urchins 
of  the  school.  In  this  manner  they  were  en- 
gaged, poor  Jemmy  attempting  to  tranquillise 
and  separate  them,  when  the  master,  armed  in 
all  his  terrors,  presented  himself. 

With  the  taet  of  a  sly  old  disciplinarian,  he 
first  secured  the  door,  and  instantly  commenced 
the  agreeable  task  of  promiscnoas  castigation. 
Heavy  and  vindictive  did  his  arm  descend  upon 
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those  fthorn  he  sQspected  to  have  ciutionel  the 
boy  aa;ainst  his  rapacity  nor  amu  i^st  the 
warmhearted  lids  whom  he  thwacked  so  cun 
nittgly  wa'.  Thady  passed  over  with  a  tender 
hand  Springs  bonncinga  doubhngs  blowing 
of  fingers  scratching  of  heads  and  rubbing  of 
elbows — shonts  of  pain  and  doleful  exclama 
tions  accompanied  by  act  on  that  dispKyed 
sarpassing  agility— -marked  the  effect  with  which 
he  plied  the  mftrument  of  punishment  In 
the  mean  time  the  spirit  of  reaction  to  use 
a  modern  phrise  becj'in  to  set  in  The  master 
whilp  thus  enqa^ed  in  dipensm^  justice  iirst 
received  a  nther  Ti,forous  thwai.k  on  the  ear 
from  behind  by  an  anonymous  contnbutor  who 
gifted  him  with  what  is  called  a  mu'^icil  e'sr  for 
it  sant;  during  five  minutes  aftcrwirdi  The 
monarch  when  turning  round  to  ascertim  the 
traitor  received  another  mault  on  the  moat 
indefensible  wde  and  that  with  a  corduhty  of 
manner  thit  induced  him  to  &end  his  i  ^ht  hand 
a  reconnoitring  the  invaded  part  He  ^s  heeled 
round  a  second  time  with  more  alacrity  than 
before  but  nothing  le  s  than  the  head  of  Jsnus 
could  hiv  spfured  him  on  the  occasion     The 
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a  contributor  sent  him  a  fresh  article. 
Ilm  ftds  supported  by  acothei  kick  beliind  the 
tuif  liBfjan  to  fly  oue  after  another  came  ia 
contact  w  ith  hit  head  and  shoulders  =0  rapidly, 
hat  he  found  himself  instead  of  being  the 
assailant,  actually  placed  apou  his  drfence  The 
insurrection  spreid  the  turf  flew  mure  thickly; 
his  sabjectb  closed  in  upon  him  m  a  more  compact 
body;  every  little  fist  itched  to  be  at  Lim;  the 
larger  boys  boldly  laid  in  the  facers,  punched 
him  in  the  stomach,  treated  him  most  opprobri- 
ously  behind,  every  kick  and  cuff  accompanied 
by  a  memento  of  his  craelty;  and  In  short,  they 
compelled  him,  like  Charles  the  Tenth  igno- 
miuiously  to  llyfrom  his  dominions. 

On  finding  the  throne  vacant,  some  of  them 
suggested  that  it  ought  to  be  overturned  alto- 
gether. Thady,  however,  vflio  was  the  ring- 
leader of  the  rebellion,  persuaded  them  to  be 
satisfied  with  what  they  had  accompli slied,  and 
consequently  succeeded  in  preventing  them  from 
destroying  the  fixtures. 

Again  they  surrounded  the  poor  scholar,  who, 
feeling  himself  the  cause  of  tlie  insurrection, 
appeared  an  object  of  much  pity.     Such  was  his 
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gnef  that  he  conld  scarcely  rpply  to  thorn 
Their  consolation  on  witnessing  his  distiess  nas 
ovenshelmiDg  They  desired  liim  to  think 
nothing  of  it,  if  the  master,  they  told  him 
should  \ireck  his  resentment  on  hm,  'he  the 
holy  firmer  they  would  yay*  the  ma\th&r  ' 
Thady'a  claim  was  now  undisputed  With  only 
the  injury  of  a  lilotk  eye,  and  a  lip  swcllpd  to 
the  size  of  a  san'iage,  he  walked  home  m  triumph 
the  poor  scholar  accompanying  hira 

The  ma'iter  who  feared  the  open  contempt  of 
hib  authority,  running  up,  as  it  did,  into  a  very 
ttnpleasaiit  "species  of  retahition,  was  something 
like  a  signal  for  him  to  leave  the  paiish,  felt 
rather  more  of  the  penitent  the  nest  morning 
than  did  iny  of  hLs  pupils  He  was  by  no 
meant,  displeased,  therefore,  to  see  them  drop  in 
ahont  the  usual  hour  They  came,  however,  not 
one  by  one  but  m  compact  groups,  each  officered 
by  two  or  thiee  of  the  lirger  boys,  fo»  they 
feared  that,  had  they  entered  singly,  he  might 
ha>e  ])uni!ihcd  them  imgly,  untU  his  vcngeince 
should  be  satisfied.  It  was  by  bitter  and  obsti- 
nate straggles  that  tliey  succeeded  in  repressmg 
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their  mirtb,  when  he  appeared  at  his  desk  with 
one  of  his  eyes  literally  closed,  and  his  noso  con- 
siderably improved  in  size  and  richness  of  color. 
When  they  were  all  assembled,  he  hemmed 
several  times,  and,  in  a  woe-begone  tone  of 
Toice,  split — by  a  feeble  attempt  at  maintaining 
authority,  and  suppressing  his  terrors — into  two 
parti,  that  jarred  most  ladicronsly,  he  briefly 
addressed  them  as  follows : — 

"  Giutlemen  classics,  I  have  been  now  twenty- 
six  years  engaged  in  the  propagation  of  Latin 
and  Greek  litheratare,  in  conjunction  wid  mathe- 
matics, but  never,  until  yesterday,  has  my  influ- 
ence been  spurned;  ncTer,  until  yesterday,  have 
sacrilegious  hands  been  laid  upon  my  person ; 
never,  until  yesterday,  have  I  been  kicked — insi- 
diously, ungallantjy,  and  treacherously  kicked — 
by  ray  own  subjects  No,  gintlemen — and 
whether  I  ought  to  bestow  that  respectable 
epithet  upon  you  after  yesterday's  proceedings  is 
a  matter  which  admits  of  dispute — never  before 
has  the  lid  of  my  eye  been  laid  drooping,  and 
that  in  such  a  manner  that  I  must  be  blind  to 
the  conduct  of  half  of  my  pupils,  whether  I  will 
or  not.     You  have  complained,  it  appears,  of  my 
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want  of  impartiality;  but,  God  knows,  yoa  have 
compplled  me  io  be  partial  for  a  week  to  come. 
Neither  blamo  me  if  I  maj  appear  to  look  upon 
jou  with  scorn  for  the  next  fortniglit;  for  I  am 
compelled  to  turn  np  my  nose  at  youmnch  against 
my  own  inclination  Ton  need  never  want  an 
illustration  of  the  naso  adwnco  of  Horace  again; 
I'm  a  living  example  of  it.  That,  and  the 
doctnne  of  projectile  forces,  have  been  exem- 
plified in  a  manner  that  will  prevent  mo  from 
ever  relishing  these  subjects  in  future.  No  kii^ 
can  coDsidOT  himself  properly  such,  until  after 
he  has  received  the  oil  of  consecration;  but  yoa, 
it  appears,  think  differently.  Tou  have  unkinged 
me  first,  and  anointed  me  afterwards;  but  I  say, 
no  potentate  would  relish  such  unction.  It 
smells  confomidedly  of  republicanism.  Maybe 
this  is  what  yov,  understand  by  the  Republic  of 
Letters;  but,  if  it  be,  I  would  a^lvise  yon  to 
change  your  principles.  You  treated  my  ribs  as 
if  they  were  the  ribs  of  a  common  man;  my 
sHns  JOU  took  liberties  with  even  to  excoriation; 
my  head  you  made  a  target  of,  for  your  hardest 
turf;  and  my  nose  you  dishonored  to  my  face. 
Was  this  ginerous  ?  was   it  discreet  ?  was  it 
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subordinate?  and,  above  all,  was  it  classical? 
However,  I  will  show  you  what  greatness  of 
mind  is.  I  will  convince  jou  that  it  is  more 
noble  and  god-like  to  foi^ive  an  injury,  or  rather 
five  dozen  injuries,  than  to  avenge  one;  when — 
hem — yes,  I  say,  when  I — I — might  ao  easily 
avenge  it.  I  now  present  you  wid  an  amnesty  : 
return  to  your  allegiance;  but  never,  while  in 
this  seminary,  under  my  tuition,  attempt  to  take 
the  execution  of  the  laws  into  your  own  hands. 
Homerians,  come  up !" 

This  address,  into  which  he  purposely  threw 
a  dash  of  banter  and  mock  gravity,  delivered 
with  the  accompaniments  of  his  swelled  nose  and 
drooping  eye,  pacified  his  audience  more  readily 
than  a  serious  one  would  have  done.  It  was  re- 
ceived without  any  replyor  symptom  of  disrespect, 
unless  the  occasional  squeak  of  a  snpprcssed 
Jangh,  or  the  visible  shaking  of  many  sides  with 
inward  convulsions,  might  be  t  rmel  u  h 

In  the  course  of  the  day,  it  a  t  u  th  u  ]  ow- 
ers  of  maintaining  gravity  w  put  to  a  re 
test,  particularly  when,  while  ha  f,  a  la  he 
began  to  adjust  his  droopin  ye-lJ  o  ax 
back  his  nose    into  its  natural  position.     On 
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these  oeeasions  a  sndden  pause  might  be  noticed 
In  the  hasiness  of  the  class;  the  hoy's  voice,  who 
happened  to  read  at  the  time,  wouM  fail  him; 
and,  on  resuming  his  sentence  by  command  of 
the  mastei,  its  tone  was  tremnlons,  and  scarcely 
adequate  to  the  task  of  repeating  the  words 
without  his  bnrsting  into  laughter.  The  master 
observed  all  this  clearly  enough,  but  his  mind 
was  already  made  up  to  take  no  further  notice 
of  what  had  happened. 

All  this,  however,  conduced  to  render  the 
sitaation  of  the  poor  scholar  mnch  more  easy,  or 
rather  less  penal,  than  it  would  otherwise  have 
been.  Still  the  innocent  lad  was  on  all  possible 
occasions  a  butt  for  this  miscreant.  To  miss  a 
word  was  a  pretext  for  giving  him  a  cruel  blow. 
To  arrive  two  or  three  minates  later  than  the 
appointed  hour  was  certain  on  his  jian  to  be 
attended  with  immediate  puuisliment.  Jemmy 
bore  it  all  with  silent  heroism.  He  shed  no 
tear — he  uttered  no  remonstrance;  but,  under 
the  anguish  of  pain  so  barbarously  inflicted,  he 
occasionally  looked  round  upon  his  '.choolfellows 
with  an  expression  of  silent  entreaty  that  was 
seldom  lopt  upon  them.     Cruel  to  him  the  master 
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often  was;  but  to  inhuman  barbarity  the  Jarge 
scholars  never  permitted  tim  to  descend.  When- 
eyer  any  of  the  wealthier  fanners'  sons  had  neg- 
lected their  lessons,  or  deserved  chastise ment, 
the  mercenary  creature  substituted  a  joiie  for 
the  birch;  but  as  soon  as  the  son  of  a  poor  maa, 
or,  which  vvas  better  still,  the  poor  scholar  canae 
before  him,  he  transferred  that  punishment 
which  the  wickedness  or  idleness  of  respectable 
boys  de^ierved,  to  his  or  their  shoulders.  For 
this  outrageous  injustice  the  hard-hearted  old 
Tillain  had  some  plausible  excuse  ready,  so  that 
it  was  ia  many  cases  difGcult  for  Jemmy's  gener- 
ous companions  to  interfere  in  his  behalf,  or 
parry  the  sophistry  of  such  a  petty  tyrant. 

In  this  miserable  way  did  he  pass  over  the 
tedions  period  of  a  year,  going  about  every  night 
in  rotation  with  the  scholars,  and  severely  beaten 
on  all  possible  occasions  by  the  master.  His 
conduct  and  manners  won  him  the  love  and 
esteem  of  all  except  his  tyrant  instructor.  His 
assiduity  was  remarkable,  and  his  pi'Ogross  in 
the  elements  of  English  and  classical  literature 
Eurpnsingly  rapid.  This  added  considerably  to 
his  character,  and  procured  him  additional  re- 
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gpeet  It  was  uot  long  before  he  made  himself 
nseful  and  obliging  to  all  the  boya  beneath  bis 
standing  in  the  school.  These  services  he  ren- 
dered with  an  air  of  sach  kindness,  and  a  grace 
BO  naturally  winning,  that  the  attachment  of  Ma 
schoolfellows  increased  towards  him  from  day  to 
day.  Thady  was  his  patron  on  all  occasions: 
neither  did  the  Curate  neglect  him  The  latter 
waa  his  banker,  for  the  boy  had  very  properly 
committed  his  pnrse  to,  his  keepini;.  At  the 
expiration  of  every  quarter  the  schoolmaster 
received  the  amount  of  his  bill,  which  he  never 
failed  to  send  in,  when  due. 

Jemmy  had  not,  during  his  Grst  year's  resi- 
dence in  the  sonth,  forgotten  to  request  the  kind 
Curate's  interference  with  the  landlord,  on  he- 
half  of  his  father.  To  be  the  instrument  of  re- 
storing his  family  to  their  former  comfortable 
holding  under  Colonel  B ,  wonld  have  afford- 
ed him,  without  excepting  the  certainty  of  his 
own  eventual  sacccss,  the  highest  gratification. 
Of  this,  however,  there  was  no  hope,  and  nothing 
remained  for  him  but  asaidnity  in  his  studies, 
and  patience  under  the  merciless  scourge  of  his 
teacher.     In  addition  to  an  engaging  person  and 
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agreeable  manners,  nature  had  gifted  Lim  with 
a  high  order  of  intellect,  and  great  powers  of 
acquiriDg  knowledge.  The  latter  he  applied  to 
the  hnsiaoss  before  him  with  indefatigable  in- 
dustry. The  school  at  which  be  settled  waa 
considered  the  first  in  Munster;  and  the  master, 
not  withstand  lag  his  known  severity,  stood  high, 
and  justly  so,  in  the  opinion  of  the  people,  as  an 
excellent  classical  and  mathematical  scholar. 
Jemmy  applied  himself  to  the  study  of  both,  and 
at  the  expiration  of  his  second  year  had  made 
snch  progress,  that  he  stood  without  a  ri?al  in 
the  school. 

It  is  usual,  as  we  have  said,  for  the  poor 
scholar  to  go  night  after  night,  in  rotation,  with 
his  schoolfellows;  he  is  particularly  welcome  in 
the  honses  of  those  farmers  whoso  children  are 
not  so  far  advanced  os  himself  It  is  expected 
that  he  should  instruct  them  in  the  evenings, 
and  enable  them  to  prepare  their  lessons  fur  the 
following  day,  a  task  which  he  always  performs 
with  pleasure,  because  in  teaching  them  he  is 
confirming  his  own  mind  in  the  knowledge  which 
he  has  previously  acquired.  Towards  the  end  of 
the  second  year,  however,  ho  ceased  to  circulate 
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in  thia  manner.  Two  or  tliree  of  the  most  iu- 
dependent  parishiooers,  whose  sons  were  only 
comraencing  their  studies,  agreed  to  keep  him 
week  about; 'an  arrangement  highly  eon venient 
to  him,  as  by  that  means  he  was  not  so  fre- 
quently dragged,  as  he  had  been,  to  the  remotest 
parts  of  the  parish.  Being  an  espert  penman, 
he  acted  also  as  secretary  of  grievances  to  the 
poor,  who  frequently  employed  him  to  draw  up 
petitions  to  ohdnrate  landlords,  or  to  their  more 
obdurate  agents,  and  letters  to  soldiers  in  all 
parts  of  the  world,  from  their  anxious  and  affec- 
tionate relations.  All  these  little  services  he 
performed  kindly  and  promptly;  many  a  hless- 
ing  was  fervently  invoked  upon  his  head;  the 
"good  word"  and  "the  prayer"  were  all  they 
could  afford,  as  they  said,  "  to  the  houehal  dkas 
oge*  that  tuck  the  world  an  him  for  sake  o' 
the  larnin',  an'  that  hasn't  the  kindliness  o'  the 
mother's  breath  an'  the  mother's  hand  near  him, 
the  erathur." 

About  the  middle  of  tlie  third  year  he  was 
once  more  thrown  upon  the  general  hospitality 

•  The  pretty  ymmg  boy.    Bay  in  Iroland  does  Dot  alwaj» 
implj  youth. 
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of  tlie  people.  The  three  farmers  with  whom  he 
had  lived  for  the  preceding  six  months,  emigrat- 
ed to  America,  aa  did  many  others  of  that  class 
wh  ch  111  this  country  most  aeirlv  appro'^imate? 
to  the  substantial  j-eominry  of  Fn^lan  i  The 
little  furse  too  which  he  had  pla  ed  in  the 
Loflds  of  the  kind  priest  was  eshau  ttd  a  sea 
son  of  famine  sickness  and  general  di  tie  s  had 
set  in  and  the  master  on  understandug  that 
he  was  fttthout  money  became  d  abohcilly  sav 
age  In  short  the  b)y  b  difficulties  increased  to 
a  peiplexing  degree  Evea  Thadj  and  hie 
grown  companions  viho  usually  interpoBi,d  in 
his  bchall  when  the  mister  became  excess  ve  in 
coirc  tmg  him  had  left  the  school  and  mw  the 
proiyeet  helore  him  was  dirk  and  cheerless 
indeed  Ftr  a  few  months  longer  howevir  he 
struggled  on  meeting  ercry  difficulty  w  th  meek 
endurance  From  his  very  borhuod  he  1  ad  re  ve 
renced  the  sanctity  of  religion,  and  was  actuated 
by  a  strong  devotional  Bpivit.  He  trusted  in 
God,  and  worshipped  him  night  and  morning 
ivith  a  sincere  heart. 

At  this  crisis  he  was  certainly  an  object  of 
pity;  his  clothes,  which  for  some  time  before  had 
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been  reduced  to  tatters,  he  had  replaced  by  a 
cast-off  coat  and  small-clothes,  a  present  from 
his  friend  the  Curate,  who  never  abandoned  him. 
■This  worthy  young  man  could  not  afford  hira 
money,  for  as  he  had  but  fifty  pounds  a-j-ear, 
with  which  to  clothe,  subsist  himself,  keep  a 
horse,  and  pay  rent,  it  was  hardly  to  be  expected 
that  his  beneyolenu-e  could  be  extensive.  In  ad- 
dition to  this,  famine  and  contagions  disease 
raged  witb  formidable  violence  in  the  parish; 
so  that  the  claims  upon  his  bounty  of  hL'jdreds 
who  lay  hnddled  together  in  cold  cabins,  in  out- 
honses,  and  even  behind  ditches,  were  incessant 
as  well  as  heart-rendbig.  The  number  of  inter- 
ments that  took  place  daily  in  the  parish  was 
awful;  nothing  conld  be  seen  bot  funerals  at- 
tended by  groups  of  ragged  and  emaciated  crea- 
tures, from  whose  hollow  eyes  gleamed  forth  the 
wolflali  fire  of  famine.  The  wretched  mendi- 
cants were  countless,  and  fho  number  of  coffins 
that  lay  on  the  public  roads — where,  attended 
by  the  nearest  relatives  of  the  deceased,  they  had 
been  placed  for  the  purpose  of  procuring  charity 
— were  greater  than  ever  had  been  remembered 
by  the  oldest  inhabitant. 
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Such  was  the  state  of  the  parish  wiien  oar 
poor  scholar  complained  one  day  in  school  of 
severe  ilioess.  The  early  symptoms  of  the  pre- 
vaihng  epidemic  were  well  known;  and,  on  es- 
umining  more  closely  into  his  sitnation,  it  was 
clear  that,  according  to  the  phraseology  of  the 
people,  he  had  "got  the  faver  on  his  hack"— 
had  caught  "  a  heavy  ioad  of  the  faver."  The 
Irish  are  particnkrly  apprehensive  of  contagious 
maladies.  The  moment  it  had  been  discovered 
that  Jemmy  was  infected,  his  school-fellows 
avoided  him  with  a  feeling  of  terror  scarcely 
credible,  and  the  inhuman  master  was  delighted 
at  any  circumstance,  however  calamitous,  that 
might  afford  him  a  pretext  for  driTing-the  friend- 
less youth  out  of  the  school. 

"  Take,"  said  he,  "  evei-y  thing  belongin'  to 
you  out  of  my  establishment:  you  were  always 
a  plague  to  me,  but  now  more  so  than  ever.  Be 
quick,  sarra,  and  nidificate  for  yourself  some- 
where else.  Do  you  want  to  thranslate  my  sim- 
inary  into  an  hospital,  and  myself  into  Lazarus, 
as  president?  Go  off,  you  wild  goose!  and  con- 
jugate mgToto  wherever  you  find  a  convenient 
spot  to  do  it  in." 
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The  poor  boy  silently  and  with  difficalty  arose, 
collected  Ilia  books,  and,  slinging  on  his  satcLel, 
looked  to  his  schoolfellows,  as  if  he  had  said, 
"  Wliich  of  jou  will  afford  me  a  place  where  to 
lay  my  aching  head  V  All,  however,  kept  aloof 
from  him;  he  had  caught  the  cont^on,  and  tha 
contagion,  they  knew,  had  swept  the  people 
away  in  vast  numbers. 

At  length  he  spoke.  "  Is  there  any  boy 
among  you,"  ho  inquired,  "  who  will  bring  me 
home  ?  You  know  I  am  a  stranger,  an'far  from 
my  own,  God  help  me  1" 

This  was  followed  by  a  profound  silence.  Kot 
one  of  tliose  who  had  bo  often  befriended  him,  or 
who  would  on  any  other  occasion,  sharo  their 
bed  and  their  last  morsel  with  him,  would  even 
touch  his  person,  much  less  allow  him,  when  thua 
plague-stricken,  to  take  shelter  under  their  roof. 
Such  ore  the  effects  of  selfishness,  when  it  is 
opposed  only  by  the  force  of  those  natural  quali- 
ties that  are  not  elevated  into  a  sense  of  duty 
by  clear  and  profound  views  of  Chriatian  truth. 
It  is  one  thing  to  perform  a  kind  action  from 
constitutional  impulse,  and  another  to  perform  it 
as  a  fixed  duty,  perhaps  contrary  to  that  impulse. 
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Jemmy  on  finding  himself  ivoidcd  1  ke  a  lie 
brew  leper  of  old,  silently  left  tlie  school  and 
walked  on  without  knowing  whittcr  he  should 
ultimately  direct  his  steps.  He  thought  of  h  s 
friend  the  priest,  but  the  distance  between  him 
and  his  place  of  abode  was  greater,  he  felt,  than 
his  illness  would  permit  him  to  travel.  He 
walked  on,  therefore,  in  such  a  state  of  misery 
as  can  scarcely  be  conceived,  much  less  described. 
His  head  ached  excessively,  an  intense  pain  shot 
like  death-pangs  through  his  lower  back  and 
loius,  his  face  was  flushed,  and  his  head  giddy. 
In  this  state  he  proceeded,  without  money  or 
friends;  without  a  house  to  shelter  him,  or  a  bed 
on  which  to  lie,  far  from  his  own  relations,  and 
with  the  prospect  of  death,  under  circumstances 
peculiarly  dreadful,  before  him  1  He  tottered 
on,  however;  the  earth,  as  he  imagined,  reeling 
under  him;  the  heavens,  he  thought,  streammg 
with  fire,  and  the  earth  indistinct  and  discolored. 
Home,  the  paradise  of  the  ahseut— homo,  the 
heaven  of  the  affections— with  all  its  tenderness 
and  blessed  sympithies,  rushed  npon  his  heart. 
His  father's  deep  but  quiet  kindness,  his  mother's 
sedulous  love;  his  brothers,  all  that  they  had 
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been  to  him — these,  with  their  thousand  heart- 
stirring  associations,  started  into  life  before  him 
again  and  again.  But  he  was  now  ilt,  and  the 
mother— Ahl  theenduringsenseof  that  mother's 
love  placed  her  brightest,  and  strongest,  and 
lenderest,  in  the  far  and  distant  group  which  his 
imagination  bodied  forth. 

"Mother  I"  he  exclaimed— " oh,  mother,  why 
— why  did  I  ever  lave  yon  ?  Mother  tlie  son 
you  loved  is  dyin'  without  a  kind  word,  lonely 
and  neglected,  in  a  strange  land  !  Oh,  my  mm 
mothe'I  why  did  I  ever  lave  you  V 

The  conflict  between  his  illness  and  his  affee 
tions  overcame  him,  he  ^itaggcred — he  gri'-ped 
as  if  for  assistince  at  the  vacant  air— he  fell, 
and  lay  for  'ome  time  in  a  ^tate  of  insensibility 

The  season  wai  then  that  of  raid--ummer,  and 
early  meidows  were  falling  before  the  scythe 
As  the  Ijoy  sank  to  the  eirth  a  few  laborers 
were  eating  their  scanty  dinner  of  bread  and 
milk  so  near  him  that  only  a  dry  low  ditch  ran 
between  him  and  them  They  h-id  heaid  his 
words  indistinctly  and  one  of  them  wis  putting 
fee  milk  bottle  to  his  lips  ivhen  attiacted  bv  the 
voice  he  looked  m  the  du^ction  of  the  'ii)eaker. 
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aad  saw  liim  fall.  They  immediately  recognised 
"  the  poor  scholar,"  and  m  a  momeut  was 
attempting  to  recover  him. 

"  Why  thin,  my  poor  fellow,  what's  a  shaihgh- 
ran  wid  you  1" 

Jemmy  started  for  a  moment,  looked  about 
him,  and  asked,  "Where  am  I?" 

"  Faith,  thin,  you're  in  Kory  Connor's  field, 
widin  a  few  perches  of  the  high-road.  But  what 
ails  yon,  poor  boy  E    Is  it  sick  you  are  1" 

"  It  is,"  he  replied;  "  I  have  got  the  faver.  1 
had  to  lave  school;  none  o'  them  would  take  me 
home,  an'  ,1  doubt  I  must  die  in  a  Christian 
couathry  undher  the  open  canopy  of  heaven. 
Oh,  for  God's  sake  don't  lave  mel  Bring  me  to 
some  hospftal,  or  into  the  nest  town,  where 
people  may  know  that  I'm  sick,  an'  maybe  some 
kind  Christian  will  relieve  me." 

The  moment  he  mentioned  "faver,"  the  men 
mvorantnry  drew  back,  after  having  laid  him 
reclining  against  the  green  ditch. 

"  Thin,  thundher,  an'  turf,  what's  to  be  done  ?" 
exclaimed  one  of  them,  thrusting  his  spread 
fingers  into  his  hair.  "  Is  the  poor  boy  to  die 
widout  help  among  Christyeens  like  uz?" 
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"  Bat  hasn't  he  the  sickness  ?"  exclaims 
another;  "an'  in  that  case,  Pether,  what's  to  be 
done  ?" 

"  Why,  you  gommoch,  isn't  that  what  I'm 
wantiri'  to  know?  You  wor  ever  and  always  an 
ass,  Paddy,  except  before  you  wor  born,  an'  thin 
you  wor  hke  Major  M'Curragh,  worse  nor, 
nothin'.  Why  the  sarra  do  you  be  spakin' 
about  the  sickness,  the  Lord  protect  us,  whin 
you  know  I'm  so  timevsorae  of  itE" 

"But  considher,"  smd  another,  edging  off 
from  Jemmy,  however,  "  that  he's  a  poor  scholar, 
an'  that  there's  a  great  blessin'  to  tliim  that 
assists  the  likes  of  him," 

"Ay,  is  there  that,  sure  enough,  Dan;  but 
you  see — blnr-an-age,  what's  to  be  done  ?  He 
can't  die  this  way,  wid  nobody  wid  him  but 
himself." 

"  Let  us  help  him  I"  exclaimed  another,  "  for 
Gcd^s  sake,  an'  we  won't  be  apt  to  take  it  thin." 

"  Ay,  but  how  can  we  help  him,  Frank  ?  Oh, 
bedad,  it  'ud  be  a  murdherin'  shame,  all  out,  to 
let  the  crathur  die  by  himself,  widout  company, 
eo  it  would." 

"No  one  will  take  him  in,  for  iraid  o'  the 
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sickness.  Why,  I'll  tell  yon  what  we'll  do: — 
Let  us  shkame  the  reraaiader  o'  this  day  off  o' 
the  Major,  an'  build  a  shed  for  him  on  the  road- 
side here,  jist  against  the  ditch.  It's  as  dhry  as 
powdher.  Thin  we  can  go  through  the  neigh- 
bors, an'  get  them  to  sit  near  him  time  about, 
an'  to  bring  hicn  Jittlo  dhreeniens  o'  nourish- 
ment." 

"DiTil  a  purtier!  Come  thin,  let  us  get  a  lot 
o'  the  neighbors,  an'  set  about  it,  poor  bouchal. 
Who  knows  but  it  may  bring  down  a  blessin' 
upou  ui  aitlier  m  this  world  or  the  next  ' 

An  Irishman  never  works  for  wages  with  half 
the  ztil  which  he  displays  when  working  for 
loyt  Fre  mauT  hours  parsed  i  number  <:f  the 
neighbors  had  assembled  and  Jemmy  foun  1 
lumself  on  a  bunch  of  clean  straw  in  a  i  'tte 
shed  erected  for  him  at  the  edge  o!  the  road 

Peihips  It  would  be  impoasible  to  cuucene  a 
more  gloomy  state  of  misery  than  that  in  which 
yonng  M'Evoy  foand  himself.  Stretched  on 
the  side  of  the  pubhc  road,  in  a  shed  formed  of 
a  few  loose  sticks  covered  over  with  "  scraws," 
that  is,  the  sward  of  the  earth  pared  into  thin 
stripes— removed  above  fifty  perches  from  any 
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human  habitation — his  body  racked  with  a  furi- 
ous and  oppressive  fever — his  mind  conscious  of 
all  the  horrors  by  which  he  was  snrronnded — 
without  the  comforts  even  of  a  bed  or  bed-clothes 
— and,  what  was  worst  of  all,  those  from  whom 
he  might  expect  kindness,  afraid  to  approach 
himl  Lying  helpless,  under  those  cucumstances, 
it  ought  not  to  he  wondered  at,  if  he  wished 
that  death  might  at  once  close  his  extraordinary 
sufferings,  and  terminate  those  struggles  which 
filial  piety  had  prompted  him  to  encounter. 

This  certainly  is  a  dark  picture,  but  our 
humble  hero  knew  that"  even  there  the  power 
and  goodness  of  God  could  support  him.  The 
hoy  trusted  in  God;  and  when  removed  into  his 
little  shed,  and  stretched  upon  his  clean  straw, 
he  felt  his  situation  was  in  good  sooth,  comfort- 
able when  contrasted  with  what  it  might  have 
been,  if  left  to  periali  behind  a  ditch,  exposed  to 
the  scorching  heat  of  the  sun  by  day,  and  the 
dev.^  of  heaven  by  night.  He  felt  the  ban*  of 
God  even  in  this,  and  placed  himself,  with  a 
short  but  fervent  prayer,  under  his  fatherly  pro- 
tection. 

Irishmen,  however,  are  not  just  that  dcpcrip- 
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tion  of  persons  who  can  jjursne  thoir  usual  avo- 
cations, aud  see  a  fellow-creature  die,  without 
Siic'a  attentions  as  they  can  afford  him;  not  pre- 
cisely so  bad  as  that,  gentle  reader  1  Jemmy 
had  not  been  two  hours  on  his  straw,  when  a 
second  shed  much  larger  tljan  his  own,  was  raised 
within  a  dozGu  yards  of  it.  In  this  a  fire  was  lit; 
a  small  pot  was  then  procured,  milk  was  sent  in, 
and  such  other  little  comforts  brought  together, 
as  they  supposed  necessary  for  the  sick  boy. 
Having  accomplished  these  matters,  a  kind  of 
guard  was  set  to  watch  and  nurse-tend  him  ;  a 
pitchfork  was  got,  on  the  prongs  of  which  they 
intended  to  reach  him  bread  across  the  ditch; 
and  a  long-shafted  shoTel  was  boiTOwed,  on 
which  to  furnish  him  drink  with  safety  to  them- 
selves. That  inextinguishable  vein  of  humor, 
which  in  Ireland  mingles  even  with  death  and 
calamity,  was  also  visible  here.  The  ra^ed 
half-starved  creatures  laughed  heartily  at  the 
oddity  of  their  own  inventions,  and  enjoyed  the 
ingenuity  with  which  they  made  shift  to  meet 
the  exigencies  of  the  occasion,  without  in  the 
slightest  degree  having  their  sympathy  and  con- 
cern for  the  afflicted  youth  lessened. 
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Wliea  their  arrangementa  were  completed,  one 
of  them  (he  of  the  scythe)  made  a  little  whey, 
wlikh,  in  lien  of  a  spoon,  he  stirred  with  the 
end  of  his  tobacco-pipe ;  he  then  extended  it 
across  the  ditch  npoa  the  shovel,  after  having 
pnt  it  in  a  tin  porringer. 

"  Do  you  want  a  taste  o'  whay,  avourneec  ?" 

"  Oil,  I  do,"  replied  Jemmy ;  "  give  me  a 
drink  for  God's  sake." 

"  There  it  is,  a  botichal,  on  the  shovei.  Masha 
if  myself  rightly  knows  what  side  you're  Ijin' 
an',  or  I'd  put  it  as  Dear  your  lips  as  I  could. 
Come,  mau,  be  stoat,  don't  he  cast  down  at  all 
at  all ;  sure,  bnd-an-age,  we're  shovelin'  the 
whay  to  you,  any  how." 

'■  I  have  it,"  replied  the  boy — "  oh,  I  have  it. 
May  God  never  forget  this  to  you,  whoever  yon 
are." 

"  Faith,  if  you  want  to  know  who  I  am,  I'm 
Petlier  Connor  the  mower,  that  never  seen  to- 
morrow. Be  Gorra,  poor  boy,  yoa  mustu't  let 
your  spirits  down  at  all  at  ail.  Sure  the  neigh- 
bors is  all  bint  to  watch  an'  take  care  of  you.— 
May  I  take  away  the  shove!?— a«'  they've  buiit 
a  brave  snug   shed  here  beside  yours,   wlien 
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they'll  stay  wid  you  time  about  until  yoa  get 
well.  We'll  feed  yoa  wid  whay  enouj^h,  bekaae 
we've  made  up  our  minds  to  stale  lots  o'  sweet 
milk  for  joa.  Ned  Branagan  ati'  I  will  milk 
Kody  Haitian's  cows  to-nlglit,  wid  the  help  o' 
God.  Divil  a  bit  sin  in  it,  so  there  isn't,  an'  if 
there  is,  too,  be  my  sowl  there's  no  harm  in  it 
any  way — ^for  he's  but  a  nager  himself,  the  same 
Eody.  So,  acushla,  keep  a  light  heart,  for,  be 
Gorra,  you're  sure  o'  the  thin  pair  o'  throwsers, 
any  how.  Don't  think  you're  desarted — for 
you're  not.  It's  all  in  regard  o'  bein'  afeard  o' 
this  faver,  or  it's  not  this  way  you'd  be;  but,  as 
I  said  a  while  agone,  when  yoa  want  anything, 
spake,  for  you'll  still  find  two  or  three  of  ns  be- 
side you  here,  night  an'  day.  Now  won't  you 
promise  to  keep  your  mind  asy,  when  you  know 
that  we're  beside  yon  ?" 

"  God  bless  you,"  replied  Jemmy,  you've  taken 
a  weight  off  of  my  heart.  I  thought  I'd  die  wid 
nobody  near  me  at  ail." 

"  Oh,  the  sorra  fear  of  it.  Keep  your  heart 
up.  We'll  stale  lota  o'  milk  for  you.  Bad  scran 
io  the  baste  in  the  parish  but  we'll  milk,  sooner 
nor  you'd  want  the  whay,  you  crathur  you." 
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The  boy  felt  relieved,  but  Lis  malady  increased; 
and  were  it  not  that  the  coufldence  uf  being 
thus  watched  and  attended  to  supported  him,  it 
is  more  than  probable  be  would  have  sank 
under  it. 

Whea  the  hoar  of  closhig  the  day's   iabo 

arriveil,  Major came  dowa  to  inspect  the 

progress  which  his  mowers  had  made,  and  the 
goodness  of  the  crop  upon  his  meadows.  No 
sooner  was  he  perceive<l  at  a  distance,  than  the 
scythes  were  instantly  resumed,  and  the  mowers 
pursued  their  employment  with  an  appearance 
of  zeal  and  honesty  that  could  not  be  suspected. 

On  arriving  at  the  meadows,  however,  he  was 
evidently  startled  at  the  miserable  day's  work 
they  had  performed. 

"Why,  Connor,"  said  he,  addressing  the 
nurse-tender,  "  how  is  thia  ?  I  protest  you  have 
not  performed  half  a  day's  labor!  This  is  misfr 
rable  and  shameful." 

"Bedad,  Major,  it's  thruefor  yonr  honor,  sure 
enough.  It's  a  poor  day's  work,  the  never  a 
doubt  of  it.  But  be  all  the  books  that  never 
was  opened  or  shut,  busier  men  than  we  wor 
siace  mornin'  couldu't  be  had  for  love  or  money 
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You  Bee,  Major,  these  meadows,  bad  luck  to 
theml — God  pardon  me  for  cnrsin' the  harmless 
crathnrs,  for  sure  'tisii't  their  fan't,  Sir:  but  you 
see,  Major,  I'll  insinse  you  into  it.  Now  look 
hero,  your  honor.  Did  you  ever  see  deeper  mea- 
dow nor  that  sanje,  since  you  war  foal — hem- 
since  you  war  born,  your  honor?  Maybe,  your 
honor,  Major,  'ud  just  take  the  sejthe  an'  sthrive 
to  cut  a  swaythe  ?" 

"Nonsense,  Connor;  don't  you  know' I  ean- 
not." 

"  Thin,  be  Gorrft,  Sir,  I  wish  yoa  could  thry 
it.  I'd  kiss  the  book,  we  did  more  labor,  an' 
worked  harder  this  day,  nor  any  day  for  the  last 
fortnight.  If  it  was  light  grass,  Sir — see  here. 
Major,  here's  a  light  bit^— now,  look  at  how  the 
scythe  runs  through  iti  Thin  look  at  here  agin 
—just  observe  this,  Major — why,  murdher  alive, 
don't  you  see  how  slow  she  goes  through  that 
where  the  grass  is  heavy!  Bedad,  Major,  you'll 
be  made  up  this  sason  wid  yonr  hay,  any  how. 
Divil  carry  the  finer  meadow  ever  I  put  scythe 
in  nor  this  same  meadow,  God  bless  it!" 

"  Tes,  I  see  -it,  Connor;  I  agree  with  you  as 
to  its  goodness.    But  the  reason  of  that  is,  Con- 
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nor,  that  I  always  direct  my  steward-  myself  id 
laying  it  djwa  for  grass.  Yes,  you're  right, 
Connor;  if  the  meadow  were  light,  you  conld 
certainly  mow  comparatively  a  greater  space  in 

"  Be  tlie  liyin'  farmer,  God  pardon  me  for 
Bwearin',  it's  a  pleasure  to  have  dalins  wid  a  gin- 
tltman  like  you,  that  knows  things  as  cute  aa  if 
you  war  a  mower  yourself,  your  honor.  Bedad, 
I'll  go  "bail,  Sir,  it  wouldn't  bo  hard  to  tache 
yon  that  same." 

"Why,  to  tell  yon  the  truth,  Connor,  you 
haye  hit  me  off  pretty  well.  I'm  beginning  to 
get  a  taste  for  agriculture." 

"  But,"  said  Connor,  scratching  his  head, 
"  won't  your  honor  allow  us  the  price  of  a  glass, 
or  a  pint  o'  porther,  for  our  hard  day's  work. 
Bad  cess  to  mc.  Sir,  hut  this  meadow  'ill  play 
the  pack  wid  us  afore  we  get  it  finished. 
Atwcen  ourselyes,  Sir — if  it  wouMu't  be  takin' 
freedoms — if  you'd  look  to  your  own  farmin' 
youTsdf.  The  steward,  Sir,  is  a  dacent  kind  of 
a  man;  but,  sowl,  he  couldn't  hould  a  candle  to 
your  honor  in  seein'  to  the  best  way  of  doing  a 
thing,  Sir.     Won't  you  allow  us  glasses,  a-piece. 
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j-oup  honor  ?  Fais,  we're  kilt  eDtirely,  so  we 
are." 

"Here  is  lialf-a-crown  among  jou,  Connor; 
but  don't  get  drank." 

"  Ilhrunk  !  Musba,  long  may  you  reign,  Sir  ! 
Be  the  scythe  in  my  hand,  I'd  rather— Och,  faix 
yon're  one  o'  the  ould  sort,  Sir — the  raal  Irish 
gintleman,  your  honor.  An'  sure  your  name  's 
far  and  near  for  that,  any  how." 

Connor's  face  would  have  done  the  heart  of 
Brooke  or  Oruiekshank  good,  had  either  of  them 
seen  it  charged  with  humor  so  rich  as  that  which 
beamed  from  it,  when  the  Major  left  them  to  en- 
joy their  own  comments  upon  what  had  happened. 

"  Oh,  be  the  Uvin'  farmer,"  said  Connor,  "  are 
we  aliye  at  all  aftber  doin'  the  Major  1  Oh,  thin, 
the  curse  o'  the  crows  upon  yon.  Major  darlin', 
but  yoii  are  a  Manus !  *  The  damn'  rip  o'  the 
world,  that  wouldn't  give  the  breath  he  breathes 
to  the  poor  for  God's  sake,  and  he'll  threwn  a 
man  half-a-crown  that  '11  blarney  him  for  farmin', 
and  him  doesn't  know  the  differ  atween  a  Cork- 
red  an'  a  Yallow-Ieg."  f 

"Faith,  he's  the  boy  that  knows  how  to  mak 

•  A  soft  booby  oasilj  hoaied.    t  Different  kinds  of  potaloca 
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0.  Jndy  of  himself  any  way,  Petber,"  exclaimed 
another.  "Tte  divil  a  hapurth  asier  nor  to  give 
these  Qualfiy  the  bag  to  hoald,  so  there  isn't. 
An'  they  think  themselves  so  eute,  too  I" 

"  Augh  ! "  said  a  third,  "  conldn't  a  man  find 
the  soft  side  o'  them  as  asy  as  make  out  the  way 
to  his  own  nose,  widout  being  led  to  it.  Divi!  a 
sin  it  is  to  do  Iheiii,  any  way.  Sure,  he  thinks  we 
wor  tootii  an',  nail  at  the  meadow  all  day ;  an' 
me  thought  I'd  never  recover  it,  to  see  Pether 
here — the  rise  he  tuck  out  of  him  1  Ha,  ha, 
ha, — och,  och,  murdher,  oh  1" 

"  Faith,"  exclaimed  Connor,  "  'twas  good, 
you  see,  to  help  t}ie  poor  scholar  ;  only  for  it 
we  couldn't  get  shkamiu'  the  half-crown  out  of 
hirn.  I  think  we  ought  to  give  the  crathur  half 
of  it,  an'  him  so  sick :  he'll  be  wantin'  it  worse 
nor  ourselves." 

"  Oh,  be  Gorra,  he's  fairly  entitled  to  that.  I 
vote  him  Qfteen  pince." 

"  Surely  1 "  they  exclaimed  unanimously 
"  T^mdhe^an'-tuTf !  wasn't  he  the  manes  of 
gettin'  it  for  us  t" 

"Jemmy,  a  bouchal,"  said  Connor,  across  the 
ditch  to  M'Evoy,  ''  are  you  sleepin'  ?  " 
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"  Sleepin  I  Oh,  no,"  replied  Jemmy ;  "  I'd 
give  the  wide  world  for  one  wink  of  aay  sleep." 

"Well,  arooii,  here's  fifteen  pince  for  you,  that 
we  shkam— Will  I  tell  him  how  we  got  it  ?" 

"  No  don't,"  replied  iis  neiglibors ;  "  the 
boy 's  given  to  devotion,  an'  maybe  might  seru- 
ple  to  take  it." 

"  Here's  fifteen  pince,  avourneen,  on  the  shovel, 
that  we. 're  givin  yoa-for  GmPs  sa/x.  If  you  over* 
this,  won't  you  offer  np  a  prayer  for  us  ?  Won't 
you,  avick  ?  " 

"  I  can  never  forget  your  kindness,"  replied 
Jemmy  ;  "  I  will  always  pray  for  yon,  and  may 
God  for  ever  Wees  you  and  yoara ! " 

"  Poor  eratlrar  1  May  the  Heavens  above 
have  prosthration  on  him  !  Upon  my  eowl,  it's 
good  to  have  his  bl^n'  an'  his  prayer.  Now 
don't  fret,  Jemmy ;  we  're  lavia'  you  wld  a  lot  o' 
neiglibors  here.  They'll  wat«h  you  time  about, 
so  that  whin  yon  want  anything,  call,  avoamecn, 
an'  there  '11  still  be  some  one  here  to  answer, 
God  blesa  you,  an'  restore  you,  till  we  come  \vid 
the  milk  wd  11  stale  for  yon,  wid  the  help  o'  God, 
IJad  cess  to  me,  hat  it  'd  be  a  mortual  sin,  so  it 


6d  by  Google 


148  THE  POOR  SCHOLAR, 

woald,  to  let  the  poor  boy  die  at  all,  an'  nim  so 
far  from  home." 

It  would  be  utterly  impossible  tc  detail  the 
af&iction  which  oar  poor  scholar  suffered  in  this 
wretched  shed,  for  the  space  of  a  fortniglit,  not- 
withstanding the  efforts  of  those  kind-heart«d 
people  to  render  his  situation  comfortable. 

The  httle  wigwam  they  had  constructed  near 
him,  was  never,  even  for  a  moment,  during  his 
whole  illness,  without  two  or  three  persons  ready 
to  attend  him.  In  the  evening  their  numbers 
increased  ;  a  fire  was  always  kept  burning,  over 
which  a  little  pot  for  making  whey  or  gruel  was 
snspended.  At  night  they  amused  each  other 
with  anecdotes  and  laughter,  and  occasionally 
with  songs,  when  certain  that  their  patient  was 
not  asleep.  Their  exertions  to  steal  milk  for 
him  were  peribrmed  with  uncommon  glee,  and 
related  among  themselves  with  great  humor. 
These  thefts  would  have  been  unnecessary,  had 
not  the  famine  which  then  prevailed  thronsfh  the 
province  been  so  excessive  The  crowds  that 
swarmed  about  the  houses  of  wealthy  farmers, 
supplicating  a  morse!  to  keep  body  and  soul 
together,  resembled  nothing  which  onr  English 
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readers  ever  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing, 
Hagged,  emaciated  creatures,  tottered  about 
with  an  expression  of  wildness  and  voracity  in 
their  gaant  features ;  fathers  and  mothers  reeled 
under  the  burthen  of  their  beloved  children,  the 
latter  either  sick,  or  literally  expiring  for  waot 
of  food  ;  and  the  widow,  in  many  instances,  was 
compelled  to  ky  down  her  head  to  die,  with  the 
wail,  the  feeble  wail,  of  her  withered  orphans 
mingling  with  her  last  moans  I  In  such  a  state 
of  things  it  was  difEcnlfc  to  procure  a  snfEcieiit 
quantity  of  milk  to  allay  the  unnatural  thirst 
even  of  one  individual,  when  parched  by  the 
scorching  heat  of  a  fever.  Notwithstanding 
this,  his  wants  were  for  the  most  part  antici- 
pated, so  far  as  their  means  would  allow  them  ; 
his  shed  was  kept  waterproof;  and  either  shove! 
or  pitchfork  always  ready  to  be  extended  to  him, 
liy  way  of  substitution  for  the  right  hand  of  fel- 
lowship. 

When  he  called  f  j-  anything,  the  nsual  obser- 
vation was,  "  Husht !  the  crathur  's  callin' ;  I 
must  take  the  shovel  an'  see  what  he  wants." 

There  were  times,  it  is  true,  when  the  mirth 
of  tfie  poor  fellows  was  very  low,  for  hunger  was 
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generally  among  tlsemselves ;  there  were  times 
wheQ  their  own  little  shed  presented  a  toaching 
and  melancholy  spectacle — perhaps  we  ought 
also  to  add,  a  noble  one  ;  for,  to  contemplate  a 
number  of  men,  considered  rade  aiid  semi-harba- 
roas,  devoting  themselves,  in  the  midst  of  priva- 
tions the  most  cutting  and  oppressive,  to  the 
care  and  preservation  of  a  strange  lad,  merely 
because  they  knew  him  to  bs  without  friends 
and  protection,  is  to  witness  a  display  of  virtue 
truly  magnauimons.  The  food  on  whicli  some 
of  the  persons  were  occasionally  compelled  to 
live,  was  blood  hoiled  up  with  a  little  oatmeal ; 
for  when  a  season  of  famine  occurs  in  Ireland, 
the  people  usually  bleed  the  cows  and  bullocks 
to  preserve  themselves  from  actual  starvation. 
It  is  truly  a  sight  of  appalling  misery  to  behold 
feeble  women  gliding  across  the  country,  carry- 
ing their  cans  and  pitchers,  actually  trampling 
upon  fertility  and  fatness,  and  collected  in  the 
corner  of  some  grazier's  farm,  waiting,  gaunt 
and  ravenous  as  Gouls,  for  their  portion  of 
blood.  During  these  melancholy  periods  of 
want,  everything  in  the  shape  of  an  esculent 
disappears.     The  miserable  creatures  will  pick 
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np  chicken- weed,  nettles,  Borrell,  bugloss,  pro- 
sliagh,  and  sco'Weed,  which  they  will  boil  and 
eat  with  the  voracity  of  persona  writhing  under 
the  united  j^oaies  of  hnnger  and  death  1  Tet, 
ingular  to  say,  the  very  conatry  thus  groaning 
under  such  a  terrible  sweep  of  famine  is  actually 
pouring  from  alt  her  ports  a  profusion  of  food, 
day  after  day;  flinging  it  from  her  fertile  bosom, 
with  the  wanton  excess  of  a  prodigal  oppressed 
by  abundance. 

Despite,  however,  of  all  that  the  poor  scholar's 
nurse-guard  suffered,  he  was  attended  with  a 
fidelity  of  care  and  sympathy  which  no  calamity 
could  shake.  Nor  was  this  care  fruitless;  after 
the  fever  had  passed  through  its  usual  stages,  he 
began  to  recover.  In  fact,  it  has  been  observed 
very  truly,  that  scarcely  any  person  has  been 
known  to  die  under  circumstances  similar  to 
those  of  tbe  poor  scholar.  These  sheds,  the  erec- 
tion of  which  is  not  unfrequent  in  case  of  fever, 
have  the  advantage  of  pure  free  air,  by  which 
the  patient  is  cooled  and  refreshed.  Be  the 
cause  of  it  what  it  may,  the  fact  has  been 
established,  and  we  feel  satisfaction  in  being  able 
to  adduce  our  humble  hero  as  on  additiotiai  proof 
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of  the  many  recoveFies  which  take  plaoe  in  situa- 
tions apparently  so  nafavorable  to  human  life. 
Bat  how  is  it  possible  to  detail  what  M'Evoy 
suffered  during  this  fortnight  of  intense  agony  ? 
Kot  those  who  can  command  the  lusuries  of  life 
— not  those  who  can  reach  its  comforts — nor 
those  who  can  supply  themselves  with  its  bare 
necessaries — neither  the  cotter  who  struggles  to 
support  his  wife  and  helpless  children — the 
mendicant  who  begs  from  door  to  door — nor 
even  the  felon  in  bis  cell— can  ima^e  whdt  he 
felt  in  the  solitary  misery  of  his  feyerish  bed. 
Hard  is  the  heart  that  caimot  /eei  hia  sorrows, 
when,  stretched  beside  the  common  Way,  with- 
out a  human  face  to  look  on,  he  called  upon  the 
mother  whose  brain,  had  she  known  his  situation, 
would  have  been  riven — whose  affectionate  heart 
would  have  been  broken  by  the  knowledge  of 
his  afBiction.  It  was  a  situatioh  which  after- 
wards appeared  to  him  dark  and  terrible. 
The  pencil  of  the  painter  could  not  depict  it,  nor 
the  pen  of  the  poet  describe  it,  except  like  a 
dim  vision,  which  neither  the  heart  nor  the 
imagination  are  able  to  give  the  world  as  a  tal 
steeped  in  the  sympathies  excited  by  reality. 
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His  whole  heart  and  soul,  as  he  afterwards 
acknowledged,  were  during  bis  trying  illness,  ai 
horai.  The  voices  of  bis  parents,  of  his  sisters, 
and  of  his  brothers,  were  always  in  his  ears ; 
their  counteoances  surronnded  his  cold  and 
lonely  shed;  their  hands  touched  him;  their 
eyes  looked  upcwi  him  in  sorrow  —  and  their 
tears  bedewed  him.  Even  there,  the  light,  of  his 
mother's  iove,  though  she  herself  was  distant, 
shone  upon  his  sorrowful  conch;  and  he  has 
declared,  that  in  no  past  ■moment  of  affection 
did  bis  Boul  ever  burn  with  a  sense  of  its  pre- 
sense  so  strongly  as  it  did  in  the  heart-dreams 
of  bis  severest  illness.  But  God  is  love,  "  and 
tempereth  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb," 

Mnch  of  all  his  sufferings  would  have  been 
alleviated,  were  it  not  that  his  two  best  friends 
in  the  parish,  Thady  and  the  curate,  had  been 
both  prostrated  by  the  fever  at  the  same  time 
with  himself.  There  was  consequently  no  person 
of  respectability  ia  the  neighborhood  cognizent 
of  his  situation.  He  was  left  to  the  humbler 
class  of  the  peasantry,  and  honorably  did  they, 
with  all  their  errors  and  ignorances,  discharge 
those  duties  which  greater  wealth  and  greater 
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knowledge  would,  probably,  have  left  unper- 
formed. 

Oa  the  morning  of  the  last  day  lie  ever  in- 
tended to  spend  in  the  shed,  at  eleven  o'clock, 
he  heard  the  sound  of  horses'  feet  passing  along 
the  road.  The  circumstance  was  one  quite 
familiar  to  him ;  but  these  horsemen,  whoever 
they  migjit  be,  stopped,  and  immediately  after, 
two  respectable  looking  men,  dressed  in  black, 
approached  him.  His  forlorn  state  and  frights 
fuily-wasted  appearance  startled  them,  and  the 
younger  of  the  two  asked,  in  a  tone  of  voice 
which  went  directly  to  his  heart,  how  it  was 
that  they  found  him  in  a  situation  so  desolate 

The  kind  interest  implied  by  the  words,  and 
probably  a  Bcntse  of  his  utterly  destitute  state, 
affected  him  strongly,  and  he  burst  into  tears. 
The  strangers  looked  at  each  other,  then  at 
hira ;  and  if  looks  could  express  sympathy, 
theirs  expressed  it. 

"  My  good  boy,"  said  the  first,  "  how  is  it 
that  we  find  you  in  a  situation  so  deplorable 
and  wretched  as  this  ?  Who  arc  you,  or  why 
is  it  that  you  have  not  a  friendly  roof  to  shelter 
you  ?" 
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"  I'm  a,  poor  Ecliolar,"  said  Jemmy,  "  the  eon 
of  liouest  but  reduced  parents :  I  came  to  tliis 
part  cf  the  country  with  the  intention  of  pre- 
paring myself  for  Majnooth,  and,  if  it  might 
plase  God,  with  the  tope  of  being  able  to  raise 
them  ont  of  their  distress." 

The  strangers  looked  more  earnestly  at  the 
boy;  sickness  had  touched  his  fine  intellectual 
features  into  a  purity  of  expression  almost  ethe- 
real, His  fair-skin  appeared  nearly  transparent, 
and  the  light  of  truth  and  candor  lit  up  his 
countenance  with  a  lustre  which  afSiction  could 
not  dim. 

The  other  stranger  approached  him  more 
nearly,  stooped  for  a  moment,  and  felt  his 
pulse. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  lu  this  country  ?" 
he  inquired. 

"  Nearly  three  years," 

"  You  have  been  ill  of  the  feyer  which  is  so 
prevalent;  but  how  did  you  come  to  l>e  left  to 
the  chance  of  perishing  upon  the  highway  1" 

"  Why,  Sir,  the  people  were  afraid  tO'  let  me 
into  their  houses  in  consequence  of  the  faver.  I 
got  ill  in  school,  Sir,  but  no  boy  would  venture 
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to  bring  me  home,  an'  the  master  turned  me  out, 
to  die,  I  believe.     May  God  forgive  him  1" 

"Who  was  your  master,  my  chOd?" 

"  The  great  Mr. ,  Sir.     If  Mr.  O'Brien, 

the  curate  of  the  parish,  iiadn't  been  il!  himself 
at  the  same  time,  or  if  Mr.  O'Rorke's  son, 
Thady,  hadn't  been  laid  on  hia  back,  too.  Sir,  I 
wouldn't  suffer  what  I  did." 

"  Has  the  curate  been  kind  to  you  ?" 

"Sir,  only  for  him  and  the  big  boja  I  couldn't 
stay  iu  the  scliooi,  on  account  of  the  master's 
cruelty,  partienlarly  since  my  money  was  out." 

"  You  are  better  now — are  you  not  ?"  said  the 
other  gentleman. 

"  Thank  God,  Sir! — oh,  thanks  he  to  the  Al- 
Jnighty,  I  ami  I  expect  to  be  able  to  la,Te  this 
place  to-day  or  to-morrow." 

"  And  where  do  you  intend  to  go  when  yon 
recover  ?" 

The  boy  himself  had  not  thought  of  this,  and 
the  question  came  on  him  so  unexpectedly,  that 
he  could  only  reply — 

"  Indeed,  Sir,  T  don't  know." 

"Had  you,"  inquired  the  second  stranger, 
'  testimonials  from  your  parish  priest  ?" 
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"  I  had,  Sir:  they  are  in  the  hands  of  Mr. 
O'Brien.  I  also  had  a  character  from  my 
father's  landlord." 

"  But  how,"  asked  the  other,  "  have  yon  ex- 
isted here  during  jonr .illness?  Have  yon  been 
long  sick?" 

"  Indeed  I  can't  tell  yon.  Sir,  for  1  don't  know 
how  the  time  passed  at  all;  bnt  I  know,  Sir,  that 
there  were  always  two  or  three  people  attendin' 
me.  Tlicy  sent  me  whatever  they  thought  I 
wanted,  upon  a  shovel  or  a  pitchfork,  across  the 
ditch,  because  they  were  afraid  to  come  near 

During  the  early  part  of  the  dialogue,  two  or 
three  old  hats,  or  caobeens,  might  have  been 
seen  moving  steadily  over  from  the  wigwam  to 
the  ditch  which  ran  beside  the  shed  ocenpied  by 
M'Evoy.  Here  they  remained  stationary,  for 
those  who  wore  them  were  now  within  hearing 
of  the  conversation,  and  ready  to  give  their  con- 
valescent patient  a  good  word,  should  it  be 
necessary. 

"  How  were  you  supplied  with  drink  and  me- 
dicine ?"  asked  the  younger  stranger. 

"As  I've  just  told  you.  Sir,"  replied  Jemmy; 
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"  tile  neighbors  here  let  me  want  for  nothing 
tliat  they  had.  They  kept  me  in  more  whey 
than  leonldusG;  and  they  got  me  medicine,  too, 
some  way  or  other.  But  indeed,  Sir,  during  a 
great  part  of  the  time  I  was  ill,  I  can't  say  how 
they  attended  me:  I  wasn't  sensible,  Sir,  of  what 
was  goin'  on  abont  me." 

One  of  those  who  lay  behind  the  ditch  now 
arose,  and  after  a  few  hems  and  scratchings  of 
the  head,  yentured  to  join  in  the  eonrersatioa. 

"  Pray  hare  you,  my  man,"  said  the  elder  of 
the  two,  "  been  acquainted  with  the  circumstan- 
ces of  this  hoy's  illness  ?" 

"  Is  it  the  poor  scholar,  my  Lord  ?*  Oh,  thin 
bedad  it's  myself  that  has  that.  The  poor 
crathur  was  in  a  terrible  way  all  out,  so  he  was. 
He  canght  the  faver  in  the  school  beyant,  one 
day,  an'  was  tmTied  out  by  the  nager  o"  the 
world  that  he  was  larnin'  from." 

"Are  yon  one  of  the  persona  who  attended 
hun?" 

"  Oeh,  och,  the  crathur !  what  could  nnsigni- 
Ged  people  like  us  do  for  him,  barrin'  a  thrifle? 
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Any  how,  my  Lord,  it's  the  meraele  o'  the  world 
that  he  waa  ever  able  to  over  it  at  all.  Why, 
Sir,  good  luck  to  the  oae  of  him  but  suffered  as 
much,  wid  the  help  o'  God,  as  'ud  overcome  fifty 

"  How  did  you  provide  him  witli  drinii:  at  such 
a  distance  from  any  hnman  habitation  ?" 

"  Troth,  hard  enough  we  found  it.  Sir,  to  do 
that  same:  but  sure,  whether  or  not,  my  Lord, 
we  couldn't  be  sich  nagers  as  to  let  him  die  all 
out,  for  want  o'  somethin'  to  moisten  hia  throath 
wid." 

"  I  hope,"  inquired  the  other,  "  you  had 
nothing  to  do  in  the  mllk-stealiiig  which  has 
produced  such  an  outcry  iii  this  immediate 
neighborhood  ?" 

"  Milk-stalin'  I  Oh,  bedad,  Sir,  there  never 
was  the  likes  known  afore  in  the  connthry.  The 
Lord  forgive  thtm  that  did  it !  Be  gorra.  Sir, 
the  wickedness  o'  the  people's  mighty  iraproviu', 
if  one  'nd  take  warnin'  by  it,  glory  be  to  Uodl" 

"  Many  of  the  farmers'  cows  have  been  milked 
at  night,  Connor — perfectly  drained.  Even  my 
own  cows  have  not  escaped;  and  we  who  have 
suffered  are  certainly  determined,  if  possible,  to 
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i3certain  those  who  have  committed  the  theft. 
I,  for  mj  part,  have  gone  even  beyond  my  abil- 
ity in  relieving  the  wants  of  the  poor,  during  this 
period  of  sickness  and  famine;  I  therefore  de- 
served this  the  less." 

"  By  the  powdhers,  your  honor,  if  any  gintle- 
man  desarved  to  have  his  cows  unmilked,  it's 
yourself.  But,  as  I  said  this  minute,  there's  no 
end  to  the  wickedness  o'  the  people,  so  there's 
not.  I  suppose  they  thonght  it  only  a  while  sin. 
Sir,  to  take  the  milk,  the  thieves  o'  the  world." 

"  Maybe,  your  honor,"  said  another,  "  that  it 
was  only  to  keep  the  life  in  some  poor  sick 
crathnr  that  wanted  it  more  nor' you  or  the  farm- 
ers, that  they  did  it.  There's  some  o'  the  same 
farmers  desarve  worse,  for  they're  keepin'  up  the 
prices  o'  their  male  an'  praties  upon  the  poor,  an' 
did  so  all  along,  that  they  might  make  money 
by  our  outher  distitation." 

"  That  is  no  justification  for  theft,"  observed 
the  graver  of  the  two.  "  Does  any  one  among 
you  suspect  those  who  committed  it  in  this 
instance?  If  you  do,  I  command  you,  as  your 
Bishop,  to  mention  them." 

"  How,  for  instance,"  added  the  other,  "were 
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yoa   able   to  supply  this  sick  boy  with  whey 
during  his  illuess  ?" 

"  Oh  thin,  giutlemen,"  replied  Connor,  dexte- 
rously parrying  the  question,  "  bnt  it's  a  mighty 
ifflprovin'  thing  to  see  our  own  Bishop, — God 
spare  his  lordship  to  us  1 — an'  the  Protestant 
minister  o'  the  parisli  j'oiiiin'  together  to  reheve 
an'  give  good  advice  to  the  poor  I  Bedad,  it's 
settin'  a  fine  cxampio,  so  it  is,  to  the  Quality,  if 
they'd  take  patthern  by  it." 

"  Reply,"  said  the  Bishop,  rather  sternly,  "  to 
the  question  we  haye  asked  you." 

"The  qui stions,  your  Lordship?  It's  proud 
an'  happy  we'd  he  to  do  what  you  want;  hut  the 
sarra  man  among  us  can  do  it,  barria'  we'd  say 
what  we  ought  not  to  say.  That's  the  tliruth, 
my  Lord;  an'  surely  'tisu't  your  Gracious  lieyer- 
enee  that  'nd  want  ut  to  go  beyant  that  i" 

Cert  1    ly  not      rei  hed    the  B  shop  I 

warn  you  aga  n';t  hoti  falsehood  lad  fnu  1 ; 
two  h  rges  nh  ch  m  ght  frequently  be  bro  ^ht 
agamst  j  a  n  jo  ir  ntercouroe  witl  the  gentry 
of  the  count  >  whom  you  sellom  scrnplt  to  de- 
ce  ve  a  d  m  1  a  1  bv  g!  d  ng  into  a  character, 
when  fcpealmg  to  them  that  is  often  the  reverse 
14' 
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of  your  real  one;  whilst,  at  tLe  same  time,  yon 
are  both  honest  and  sincere  t«  persons  of  your 
own  class.  Put  away  this  practice,  for  it  is 
both  siaful  and  discreditable." 

"  God  bless  your  Lordshipl  an'  many  thanks 
0  your  Gracious  Reverence  for  advisin'  us  1 
Well  we  know  that  it's  the  blessed  thing  to 
foliy  your  words." 

"  Bring  over  that  naked,  starved-! ooking  man, 
who  is  stirring  the  fire  under  that  pot,"  said  the 
Rector,     "  He  looks  like  Famine  itself." 

"  Paddy  Dunn !  will  yon  come  over  here  to 
his  honor,  Paddy  1  He  'b  goin'  to  give  you 
somethinV  said  Connor,  adding  of  his  own 
accord  the  last  clause  of  the  message. 

The  tattered  creature  approached  him  with  a 
gleam  of  expectation  in  his  eyes  that  appeared 
like  insanity, 

"God  bless  your  honor  for  your  goodness!" 
exclaimed  Paddy.  "  It's  me  that's  in  it,  Sir  I — 
Paddy  Dunn,  Sir,  sure  enough;  bnt,  indeed,  I'm 
the  next  thing  to  ray  own  ghost.  Sir,  now,  God 
help  me  I" 

"  What,  and  for  whom,  are  you  cooking  ?  " 

"  Jist  the  smallest  dhrop  in  life.  Sir,  o'  gruel, 
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to  keep  the  sowl  in  that  lonely  cratbnr,  Sir,  the 
poor  scholar." 

"  Pray  how  long  is  it  since  yon  have  eaten 
linjtliing  yourself  ? " 

The  tears  hurst  from  the  eyes  of  the  miserable 
creature  as  he  replied — 

"  Before  God  in  glory,  your  honor,  an'  in  tho 
presence  of  his  Lordship  hero,  I  only  got  abont 
what  'ud  make  betther  nor  talf  a  male  widin  the 
last  day,  Sir.  'Tivas  a  weeshy  grain  o'  male  that 
I  got  from  a  friend  ;  an'  as  Ned  Connor  here 
tould  me  that  tiiis  crathnr  had  nothin'  to  make 
the  gruel  for  him,  why  I  shared  it  wid  him, 
bekase  he  couldn't  even  beg  it.  Sir,  if  he  wanted 
it,  an'  him  not  able  to  walk  yit." 

The  worthy  pastor's  eyes  glistened  with  a 
moisture  that  did  him  honor.  Without  a  word 
of  observation  he  slipped  a  crown  into  tho  hand 
of  Dunn,  who  looked  at.  it  as  if  he  had  been 


"  Oh  thin,"  said  he,  fervently,  "  may  every  hair 
on  your  honor's  head  become  a  mould-candle  to 
light  yon  into  gloryl  The  world's  goodness  is 
in  your  heart,  Sir  ;  and  may  all  the  blessin's  of 
Heaven  rain  down  upon  you  au'  yours!" 
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The  two  gentlemen  then  gave  assistance  to 
the  poor  scholar,  whom  the  Bishop  addressed  in 
kind  and  enconraging  langnnge:— 

"  Come  to  me,  my  good  boy,"  he  added,  "and 
if,  on  further  inquiry,  I  find  that  yonr  conduct 
has  been  such  as  I  believe  it  to  have  been,  you 
miy  rest  assured,  provided  also  you  coidinui 
worthy  of  ray  good  opinion,  that  I  shall  be  a 
friend  and  a  protector  to  you.  Call  on  me  when 
you  get  well,  and  I  will  speak  to  you  at  greater 
length." 

"  Well,"  observed  Connor,  when  they  were 
gone,  "the  diviPs  own  hard  puzzle  the  Bishop 
had  me  in,  about  staliu'  the  milk.  It  wint  agin 
the  grain  wid  mo  to  tell  him  the  lie,  so  I  had  to 
invint  a  bit  o"  truth  to  keep  my  conscience  clear; 
for  sure  there  was  not  a  man  among  us  that  could 
tell  him,  barrin'  we  said  what  we  oughtn't  to  say. 
Doesn't  all  the  world  know  that  a  man  oughtn't 
to  condimn  hmsdf?  That  was  thruih,  any  way; 
but  divil  a  scmple  I'd  have  in  bawmin'  the 
other — not  but  that  he's  one  o'  the  best  of  his 
sort,  Paddy  Dunn,  quit  lookln'  at  that  crown, 
but  get  the  shovel  an'  give  the  boy  his  dhrink — 
he's  wantin'  it," 
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The  agitation  of  spmt'^  prodoced  by  Jpramy's 
cbcering  interview  with  the  Bishop  nas,  for  two 
or  three  days  afterwards,  somewhat  prejudicial 
to  his  conTaleseence  In  lefs  than  a  weel^, 
however,  he  was  comfortably  settled  Hith  Mr 
O'Rorke's  family,  whose  kindness  proved  to  him 
quite  as  warm  as  he  had  expected. 

When  he  liad  remained  with  them  a  few  days, 
he  resolved  to  recommence  his  stndies  under  his 
tyrant  master.  He  certainly  knew  that  his 
future  attendance  at  the  school  would  be  penal 
to  him,  but  he  had  always  looked  forward  io  the 
accomplishment  of  his  hopes  as  a  task  of  diiS- 
culty  aud  distress.  The  severity  to  be  expected 
from  the  master  conid  not,  he  thought,  be 
greater  than  that  which  he  had  already  suffered; 
he  therefore  decided,  if  possible,  to  complete  his 
education  under  him. 

The  EchooJ,  when  Jemmy  appeared  in  it,  had 
been  for  more  than  an  hour  assembled,  but  the 
thinness  of  the  attendance  not  only  proved  the 
woful  prevalence  of  sickness  and  distress  in  the 
parish,  but  sharpened  the  pedagogue's  vinegar 
aspect  into  an  expression  of  countenance  singu- 
larly peevish  and  gloomy.    When  the  lad  entered, 
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a  murmur  of  pleasure  and  weicome  ran  througli 
the  scholars,  and  joy  beamed  forth  from  every 
countenance  but  that  of  his  teacher.  "VThen  the 
latter  noticed  this,  his  irritahility  rose  above 
restraiot,  and  he  exclaimed — 

"  Silence  I  and  apply  to  busiaess,  or  1  shall 
cause  some  of  you -to  denude  immediately.  No 
school  ever  can  prosper  in  which  that  himdo, 
called  a  poor  scholar,  is  permitted  toleration.  I 
thought,  sorrah,  I  told  you  to  nidificate  and 
hatch  your  wild  project  nndher  some  other  wing 
than  mine." 

"  I  only  cntrate  you,"  replied  our  poor  hero, 
"  to  suffer  me  to  join  the  class  I  left  while  I  was 
sick,  for  about  another  year.  I'll  be  very  quiet 
and  humble,  and,  as  far  as  I  can,  will  do  every- 
thhig  you  wish  me." 

"  Ah!  you  are  a  crawling  reptile,"  replied  the 
savage,  "  and,  in  my  opinion,  nothing  hut  a  chate 
and  impostor.  I  think  you  have  imposed  yourself 
upon  Mr.  O'Brien  for  what  you  are  not;  that  is, 
the  son  of  an  honest  man.  I  have  no  doubt  but 
many  of  your  nearest  relations  died  after  having 
seen  their  own  funerals.  Tour  mother,  you  run& 
gate,  wasn't  your  father's  wife,  111  be  bail." 
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The  Spirit  of  the  boy  could  bear  this  no  longer; 
his  eyes  llasheiJ,  and  his  sinews  stood  out  in  the 
.  eueigy  of  deep  indignation. 

"  It  is  false,"  he  exclaimed;  "  it  is  as  false  as 
year  own  cruel  and  cowardly  heart,  yon  wii.ked 
and  unprincipled  tyrant  I  In  everything  yon 
have  said  of  my  father,  mother,  and  friends,  and 
of  myself,  too,  you  are  a  liar,  from  the  hat  on 
yonr  head  to  the  dirt  undher  your  feet — a  liar,  a 
coward,  and  a  villainl" 

The  fury  of  the  miscreant  was  ungovernable: 
he  ran  at  the  still  feeble  lad,  end,  by  a  stroke  of 
his  5st,  dashed  hun  senseless  to  the  earth.  There 
were  now  no  large  boys  in  the  school  to  curb  his 
resentment,  he  therefore  kicked  him  in  the  back 
when  he  fell.  Many  voices  exclaimed  in  alarm — 
"  Oh,  masther  I  Sir  I  don't  kill  him  1  Oh,  Sir! 
dear,  don't  kill  him  1  Don't  kill  poor  Jemmy, 
Sir,  an'  him  still  sick! " 

"Eill  him  I"  replied  the  master;  "kill  him, 
indeed  1  Faith,  he'd  be  no  common  man  who 
could  kiil  him;  he  has  as  many  lives  in  him  as  a 
catl  Sure,  he  can  live  behind  a  ditch,  wid  iLo 
faver  on  his  back,  widoat  dying;  and  he  would 
live  if  he  was  stuck  on  the  spire  of  a  steeple." 
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In  the  mean  time  the  hoy  gare  no  Bymptoma 
of  returning  life,  and  the  master,  after  desiring  a 
few  of  the  scholars  to  bring  him  oat  to  the  air, 
became  pale  as  death  with  apprehension.  lie 
immediately  withdrew  to  his  private  apartment 
which  joined  the  school-room,  and  sent  out  his 
wife  to  assist  in  restoring  him  to  animation. 
"With  some  difQculty  this  was  accomplished. 
The  unhappy  boy  at  once  remembered  what  had 
jast  occurred;  and  the  bitter  tears  gashed  from 
his  eyes,  as  he  knelt  down,  and  exclaimed, 
"  Merciful  Father  of  heaven  and  earth,  have 
pity  on  mel  Yon  see  my  heart,  great  God!  and 
that  what  I  did,  I  did  for  the  best  1" 

"Avourneen,"  said  the  woman,  "he's  pas- 
sionate, an'  never  mind  him.  Come  in  an'  beg 
his  pardon  for  callin'  him  a  liar,  an'  I'll  become 
spokesman  for  you  myself.  Come,  acushla, 
an'  111  get  lave  for  you  to  stay  in  the  school 
still." 

"  Oh,  I'm  hnrted!"  smd  the  poor  youth:  "  I'm 
hnrted  inwardly — somewhere  about  the  back,  and 
about  my  ribsl'  The  pain  he  felt  brought  the 
tears  down  his  pale  cheeks.  "  I  wish  I  was  at 
home  1"  said  he.    "I'll  give  up  all  and  gohomel" 
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Tlie  lonely  boy  then  laid  his  tead  apon  his  lianiJs, 
as  he  sat  on  the  ground,  and  indulged  in  a  long 
burst  of  sorrow. 

"Well,"  said  a  manly-looking  little  fellow, 
whilst  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes,  "I'll  teU  my 
father  this,  any  hoiv.  I  know  he  won't  let  me 
come  to  this  school  any  more.  Here,  Jemmy, 
is  a  piece  of  my  bread,  maybe  it  will  do  yon 
good." 

"Icoald'nt  taste  it,  Prank  dear,"  said  Jemmy; 
"  God  bless  youl  but  1  couldn't  taste  it." 

"Do,"sftid  Frank;  "maybe  it  will  bate  back 
the  pain." 

"Don't  ask  me,  Frank  dear," said  Jemmy;  "I 
couldn't  ate  it:  I'm  hurted  inwardly." 

"Bad  luck  to  mel"  exclaimed  the  indignant 
boy,  "if  ever  my  ten  toes  will  darken  this  school 
door  agin.  By  the  livin'  farmer,  if  they  ax  me 
at  home  to  do  it,  I'll  ran  away  to  my  uncle's,  so 
I  will.  Wait,  Jemmy,  I'll  be  big  yit;  an',  be 
the  blessed  Gfospel  that's  about  my  neck,  I'll 
give  the  same  masther  a  shirtful  of  sore  bones, 
the  holy  an'  blessed  minute  I'm  able  to  do  it." 

Many  of  the  other  boys  declared  that  they 
would  acquaint  their  friends  with  the  master's 
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cruelty  to  the  poor  Ecbolar;  bat  Jemmy  re- 
quested them  EOt  to  do  so,  aud  said  that  he  was 
determined  to  return  home  the  moment  he  should 
be  ahie  to  travel. 

The  affrighted  woman  could      t  p         !    p 
him  to  seek  a  reconciliation  w  tl   h     hi     d 
although  the  expressions  of  th      th        hi 
induced  her  to  press  him  to  it,  t       t     ty 

Jemmy  arose,  and   with  cona  J      hi     d  fh  uHy 
reached  the  Curate's  house,  fou  dim  at  h  m 
and,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  rel  t  d  t     h  m  th 
atrocious  conduct  of  the  master. 

"  Very  well,"  said  this  excellent  man,  "  I  am 
glad  that  I  can  venture  to  ride  as  far  as  Colonel 

E s  to-morrow.    Yon  must  accompany  me; 

for  decidedly  such  brutality  cannot  be  permitted 
to  go  unpunished." 

Jemmy  knew  the  Curate  was  his  friend;  and 
although  he  would  not  himself  have  thought  of 
fiummoning  the  master  to  answer  for  his  barba- 
rity, yet  ho  acquiesced  in  the  curate's  opinion. 
He  stopped  that  night  in  the  Louse  of  the 
worthy  man  to  whom  Mr.  O'Brien  had  recom- 
mended him  on  his  first  entering  the  town.  It 
appeared  in  the  mol'ning,  however,  that  he  was 
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unable  to  walk;  the  blows  which  he  had  received 
were  then  felt  by  him  to  be  more  dangerous  than 
bad  beeu  supposed.  Mr.  O'Brien,  on  being 
informed  of  this,  procured  a  jaunting-car,  on 
which  they  both  sat,  and,  at  an  easy  pace, 
rea«!ied  the  Colonel's  residence. 

The  Curate  was  shown  into  an  ante-room,  and 
Jemmy  sat  in  the  hall:  the  Colonel  joined  the 
former  in  a  few  minutes.  He  had  been  in 
England  and  on  the  Continent,  accompanied  by 
his  family,  for  nearly  the  last  three  years,  but 
had  just  returned,  in  order  to  take  possession  of 
a  very  large  property  in  land  and  money,  to 
which  he  succeeded  at  a  Tery  critical  moment, 
for  his  own  estates  were  heavily  encumbered. 
He  was  now  proprietor  of  an  additional  estate, 
the  rent-roll  of  which  was  six  thousand  per 
annum,  and  also  master  of  eighty-five  thousand 
pounds  in  the  funds. 

Mr.  O'Brien,  after  congratulating  him  upon 
his  good  fortune,  introduced  the  case  of  our  fievo 
as  one  which,  in  his  opinion,  called  for  the 
Colonel's  interposition  as  a  magistrate. 

"  I  have  applied  to  you,  Sir,"  he  proceeded, 
"  rather  than  to  any  other  of  the  neighboring 
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gentlemen,  because  I  think  tliis  friendless  lad 
has  a  peculiar  claim  upon  any  good  ofEces  yon 
could  render  him." 

"A  claim  upon  me  I  How  is  that,  Mr. 
O'Brien  V 

"The  boy.  Sir,  is  not  a  native  of  this  prorince. 
His  father  was  formerly  a  tenant  of  jours,  a 
man,  as  I  have  reason  to  believe,  remarkable  for 
good  conduct  and  industry.  It  appears  that  his 
circumstances,  so  long  as  he  was  your  tenant, 
were  those  of  a  comfortable  independent  fanner. 
If  the  story  which  his  son  relates  be  true — and 
I,  for  one,  believe  it — his  family  have  been  dealt 
with  in  a  manner  unusually  cruel  and  iniqui- 
tous. Your  present  agent,  Colonel,  who  is 
known  in  his  own  neighborhood  by  the  nick- 
name of  ydUw  Sam,  tiiruat  him  out  of  his  farm, 
when  his  wife  was  sick,  for  the  purpose  of  put- 
ting into  it  a  man  who  had  married  hia  illegiti- 
mate daughter.  If  this  be  found  a  correct 
account  of  the  transaction,  I  have  no  hesitation 
in  saying,  that  you,  Colonel  B ,  as  a  gentle- 
man of  honor  and  humanity,  will  investigate  the 
condnct  of  your  agent,  and  see  justice  done  to 
an  honest  man  who  must  have  been  < 
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in  your  aajne,  aDi3  under  color  of  your  au- 
thority." 

"If  my  agent  has  dared  to  be  nnjust  to  a 
worthy  tenant,"  Baid  the  Colonel,  "  in  order  to 
provide  for  his  bastard,  by  my  sacred  honor,  he 
shall  cease  to  be  an  agent  of  mine  1  I  admit, 
certainly,  that  from  some  eircamstanees  which 
transpired  a  few  years  ago,  I  have  reason  to 
suspect  his  integrity.  That,  to  be  sure,  was 
only  so  far  as  he  and  I  were  concerned;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  during  one  or  two  visits  I  made 
to  the  estate  which  he  manages,  I  heard  the 
tenants  thank  and  praise  him  with  much  grati- 
tude, and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  There  was 
'Thank  your  honor  1' — 'Long may  you  reign  over 
u--,  &ir  I' — and,  '  Oh,  Colonel,  you've  a  mighty 
good  man  to  your  agenti'  and  so  forth.  I  do 
not  think,  Mr.  O'Brien,  that  he  has  acted  so 
harshly,  or  that  he  would  dare  to  do  it.  Upon 
my  honor,  I  heard  those  warm  expressions  of  gra- 
titude from  the  lips  of  the  tenants  themselves." 

"  If  you  knew  the  people  in  general,  Colonel, 
so  well  as  I  do,"  replied  the  Curate,  "  yon  would 
admit,  that  such  expressions  are  often  either  cut- 
tingly ironical,  or  the  result  of  fear.    You  will 
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ilways  find,  Sir,  that  the  iudepeBdent  portion  of 
the  people  hare  least  of  this  forced  diasimulatioa 
among  them,  A  dishonest  and  inhuman  agent 
has  in  his  own  hands  the  irresponsible  power  of 
harassing  and  oppressing  the  tenantry  under 
him.  The  class  most  hateful  to  the  people,  are 
those  low  wretches  who  spring  np  from  DOthing 
into  wealth,  accumulated  by  dishonesty  and  rapa- 
city. They  are  proud,  oTerbeariag,  and  jealous, 
even  to  yiudictiveuess,  of  the  least  want  of  re- 
spect. It  is  to  such  upstarts  that  the  poorer 
classes  are  externally  most  civil;  but  it  is  also 
such  persons  whom  they  most  hate  and  abhor. 
They  flatter  them  to  their  faces  'tis  true,  even 
to  nausea;  but  they  seldom  spare  them  in  their 
absence.  Of  this  very  class,  I  believe,  is  your 
agent.  Yellow  Sam;  so  that  any  favorable  ex- 
pressions you  may  have  heard  from  your  tenantry 
towards  him,  were  most  probably  the  result  of 
dissimulation  and  fear.  Besides,  Sir,  here  is  a 
testimonial  from  Mr.  BI'Evoy's  parish-priest,  in 
which  his  father  is  spoken  of  as  an  honest,  moral, 
and  industrious  man." 

"  If  what  yoa  say,  Mr.  O'Brien,  be  correct," 
d  the  Colonel,  "  you  know  the  Irish  poa- 
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Bantry  much  better  than  I  do.  Decidedly,  J 
have  always  thought  them  iu  conversation  ex- 
ceedingly candid  and  siucere.  With  respect  tc 
testimonials  from  priests  to  landlords  in  belialf 
of  tlieir  tenants,  upon  my  honor  I  am  sick  of 
tlitm.  I  actually  received,  abont  four  years  ago, 
such  an  excellent  character  of  two  tenants,  as 
induced  me  to  suppose  them  worthy  of  encour- 
agement. But  what  was  the  fact  1  WJiy,  Sir, 
they  were  two  of  the  greatest  firebrands  on  my 
estate,  and  put  both  me  and  my  agent  to  great 
trouble  and  expense.  No,  Sir,  I  wouldn't  give 
a  enrse  for  ft  priest's  testimonial  upon  such  an 
occasion.  These  fellows  were  subsequently  con- 
Tieted  of  arson  on  the  clearest  evidence,  and 
transported." 

"  Well,  Sir,  I  grant  that  you  may  have  been 
misled  in  that  instance.  However,  from  what 
I've  observed,  the  two  great  faults  of  Irish  land- 
lords are  these: — In  the  first  place,  they  euEfer 
themselves  to  remain  ignorant  of  their  tenantry; 
so  much  £0,  indeed,  that  they  frequently  deny 
them  access  and  redress  when  the  poor  people 
are  anxious  to  acquaint  them  with  their  griev- 
ances; for  it  is  usual  with  landlords  to  refer  them 
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to  those  very  agents  against  whose  cruelty  and 
rapacity  tliey  are  appealing.  This  is  a  carte 
blanche  to  the  agent  to  trample  upon  them  if  he 
pleases.  In  the  next  place,  Irish  landlords  too 
frequently  employ  ignorant  and  needy  men  to 
manage  their  estates;  men  who  have  no  charac- 
ter, no  jiroperty,  or  standing  in  society,  beyond 
the  reputation  of  being  keen,  shrewil,  and  ac- 
tive. The«e  persons.  Sir,  make  fortunes;  and 
what  means  can  they  have  of  accnmolatlng 
wealth,  except  by  cheating  either  the  landlord 
or  his  tenants,  or  both  1  A  history  of  theh  con- 
duet  would  be  a  black  catalogue  of  dishonesty, 
oppression,  and  treachery.  Respectable  men, 
resident  on  or  near  the  estate,  possessing  both 
character  and  property,  should  always  be  select- 
ed for  this  important  trust.  But,  above  all 
things,  the  curse  of  a  tenantry  is  a  per-centage 
agent.  He  racks,  and  drives,  and  oppresses, 
without  consideration  either  of  market  or  pro- 
duce, in  order  that  his  receipts  may  be  ample 
and  his  own  income  large." 

"Why,  O'Jirien,  you  appear  to  be  better 
acquainted  with  all  this  sort  of  thmg  than  I, 
who  am  a  landed  proprietor." 
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"  By  tlie  by,  Sir,  without  meaning  jou  any 
(Jisrespcct,  it  is  the  landlords  of  Irehud  who 
know  least  about  the  great  maf.s  of  its  inhabi- 
tants; and  I  mifcht  also  add,  about  its  history, 
its  literature,  the  manners  of  the  people,  their 
customs,  and  their  prejudices.  The  peasantry 
know  this,  and  too  often  practise  upon  their 
ignorance.  There  is  a  landlord's  Tade  mtcum 
sadly  wanted  in  Ireland,  Colonel " 

"Ah!  very  good,  O'Brien,  very  goodi  Well, 
I  shall  certainly  inquire  into  tliis  case,  and  if 
I  find  that  Yellow  Sam  has  been  playing  the 
oppressor,  oat  he  goes,  I  am  now  able  to 
manajfe  him,  which  I  could  not  rerdily  do  be- 
fore, for,  by-Uie-by,  he  had  mortgages  on  ray 
property." 

"  I  would  take  it.  Colonel,  as  a  personal  favor, 
if  yoa  would  investigate  the  transaction  I  have 
mentioned." 

"Undoubtedly  I  shall,  and  that  very  soon. 
But  about  this  outrage  committed  against  the 
boy  himself?  We  had  better  take  his  informa- 
tions, and  punish  the  fellow." 

"Certainly;  I  think  that  is  the  best  way. 
dia  conduct  to  the  poor  youth  has  beeq  merci- 
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less  and  detestable.  We  must  put  liim  out  of 
this  part  of  the  country." 

"  Call  tbe  lad  in.  In  this  case  I  shall  draw 
up  the  informatioua  mjself,  although  Gregg  asn- 
ally  does  that." 

Jemmy,  assisted  by  the  Curate,  entered  th 
room,  and  the  humane  Colonel  desired  him,  as  he 
appeared  ill,  to  sit  down. 

"  What  is  jour  name  ?"  asked  the  Colonel. 

"James  M'Evoy,"  he  replied.  "  I'm  the  son, 
Sir,  of  a  man  who  was  once  a  tenant  of  yours." 

"Ay!  and  pray  how  did  be  cease  to  be  a 
tenant  of  mine  ?" 

"  Why,  Sir,  your  agent,  Yallow  Sam,  put  him 
out  of  our  farm,  when  my  poor  mother  was  on 
her  sick-bed.  He  chated  my  father,  Sir,  out  of 
some  money — part  of  our  reat  it  was,  that  he 
didn't  give  him  a  receipt  for.  When  my  father 
went  to  him  afterwards  for  the  receipt,  Yallow 
Sam  abnaed  him,  and  called  him  a  rogne,  and 
that.  Sir,  was  what  no  man  ever  called  my  father 
either  before  or  since.  My  father,  SU',  threat- 
ened to  tell  you  about  it,  and  you  came  to  the 
country  soon  after;  but  Yallow  Sam  got  Tery 
great  wid  my  fatlier  at  that  time,  and  eetit  him 
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to  sell  bullocks  for  him  about  fiftj  miles  off,  but 
when  he  come  back  again  yon  had  left  the 
country.  Thin,  Sir,  Yallow  Sam  said  nothing 
till  the  next  lialf-jear's  rent  became  due,  whin 
he  came  down  on  my  father  for  all — that  is,  what 
he  hadn't  got  the  receipt  for,  and  the  other  gale 
—and,  without  any  warning  in  the  world,  pnt 
him  oat.  My  father  offered  to  pay  ah;  bat  he 
Eaid  ho  was  a  rogue,  and  that  you  ordered  him 
off  the  estate.  In  less  than  a  week  after  this  he 
put  a  man  that  married  a  bastard  daughter  of 
his  own  into  onr  house  and  place.  That's  God's 
truth.  Sir;  and  you'll  find  it  so,  if  you  inqaire 
into  it.  It's  a  commou  trick  of  his  to  keep  baflk 
receipts,  and  make  the  tenants  pay  double."* 
"  Sacred  Heaven,  O'Brien  1  can  this  be  pos- 

"Your  best  way.  Colonel,  is  to  inquire  into 
it." 

"  Was  not  jour  father  able  to  educate  you  at 
home,  my  boy  ?" 

"No,  Sir.     We  soon  got  into  poverty  after 

•  This  is  the  fatrt.  The  indiyidual  here  alluded  to,  fre- 
quentlj  lispt  back  reeoiptB  when  receiiing  rents,  nnder  pre- 
tertee  of  huny,  ani!  oftornards  cnmpetled  fhe  tenants  to  pay 
the  same  gale  twice  ! 


6d  by  Google 


180  IHE   POOB   SCHOLAE. 

we  left  yonr  faim;  and  another  tiling',  Sir,  tbere 
was  no  Latin  school  in  oar  neighborhood. 

"For  what  purpose  did  you  become  a  poor 
scholar  ?" 

"  Wliy,  Sir,  I  hoped  one  day  or  other  to  be 
able  to  raise  my  fatlier  and  mother  ont  of  the 
distress  that  Yellow  Sam  brought  on  ns." 

"  By  Heavenl  a  nobie  aim,  and  a  nobie  seti- 
ment.  And  what  has  this  d — d  feilow  of  a 
schoolmaster  done  to  you  ?" 

""Wliy,  Sir,  yesterday  when  I  went  back  to  the 
school,  he  abased  me,  and  said  that  he  supposed 
most  of  my  relations  we  hanged;  spoke  ill  of  ray 
father;  and  said  that  my  mother  "—Here  the 
tears  started  to  his  eyes — he  sobbed  aloud. 

"  Go  on,  and  be  cool,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"  What  did  he  say  of  your  mother  ?" 

"  He  said.  Sir,  that  she  was  never  married  to 
my  fatlier,  I  know  I  was  wrong,  Sir;  bnt  if  it 
was  the  king  on  his  throne  that  said  it  of  my 
mother,  I'd  call  him  a  liar.  I  called  him  a  liar, 
and  ft  coward,  and  a  viilain :  ay,  Sir,  and  if  1 
had  been  able,  I  would  have  trampled  him 
nnder  my  feet;" 

The  Colonel  looked  steadily  at  him,  bnt  the 
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open  clear  eye  which  the  boy  turned  upon  him 
was  full  of  truth  and  independence. 

"  And  yoa  will  find,"  said  the  soldier,  "  that 
this  spirited  defense  of  jour  mother  will  be  the 
most  fortunate  action  of  yonr  life.  Well;  ho 
struck  you  then,  did  he  t" 

"He  knocked  me  down,  Sir,  with  his  fist — 
then  kicked  ine  in  the  back  and  sides.  I  think 
some  of  my  ribs  are  broke." 

"  Ayl — no  doubt,  no  donbt,"  said  Jhe  Colonel, 
"  And  yon  were  only  after  recovering  from  this 
fever  whioli  is  so  prevalent  ?" 

"1  wasn't  a  week  out  of  it,  Sir." 

"Well,    my  boy,    we  shall   punish   hira    for 

"Sir,  wonld  you  hear  me  for  a  word  or  two, 
if  it  would  be  pleasing  to  you  ?" 

"Speak  on,"  said  the  Colonel." 

"1  would  rather  change  his  punishment  to — 
I  would — that  is — if  it  would  be  agreeable  to 
you — It's  this,  Sir — I  wouldn't  thronble  you  now 
against  the  master,  if  you'd  be  pleased  to  rightify 
my  father,  and  punish  Yellow  Sam.  Oh,  Sir,  for 
God's'sake,  put  my  heart-broken  father  into  h's 
farm  again!     If  you  would.  Sir,  I  could  shed  my 
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bloo  1  or  lay  down  my  life  for  you,  or  for  any 
1  lo  g  Dg  lo  you.  I'm  hut  a  poor  boy,  Sir,  low 
a  d  liamble  but  they  say  there's  a  greater 
Be  g  than  the  greatest  in  this  world,  that 
1  stt  s  to  tl  e  just  prayers  of  the  poor  and  frieud- 
khs.  I  was  n'eTor  happy.  Sir,  since  we  left  it — 
neither  was  any  of  us;  and  when  we'd  eit  cowld 
and  hungry,  aboat  our  hearth,  we  used  to  be 
talking  of  the  pleasant  days  we  spent  in  it,  till 
the  tears  would  be  smothered  in  curses  against 
him  that  put  us  out  of  it.  Oh,  Sir,  if  you  could 
know  all  that  a  poor  and  honest  family  suffers, 
when  they  are  thrown  into  distress  by  want  of 
feeling  in  their  landlords,  or  by  the  dishonesty 
of  agents,  you  would  consider  ray  father's  case. 
I'm  his  favorite  son,  Sir,  and  good  right  have  I 
to  speak  for  him.  If  you  could  know  the 
sorrow,  the  misery,  the  drooping  down  of  the 
spirits,  that  lies  upon  the  countenances  and  the 
hearts  of  such  people,  you  wouldn't,  as  a  man 
and  a  Christian,  think  it  below  you  to  spread 
happiness  and  contentment  among  them  ugaiTS. 
In  the  morning  they  rise  to  a  day  of  hardship, 
no  matter  how  bright  and  cheerful  it  may  be  to 
others — nor  is  there  any  hope  of  a  brighter  day 
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for  l.iem;  and  at  night  they  go  to  their  hard 
beds  to  strive  to  sleep  away  their  hunger  in  spite 
of  cowjd  and  want.  If  yoa  conld  ece  how  tlio 
father  of  a,  family,  after  striving  to  bear  up, 
sinks  down  at  last;  if  yoa  conld  see  the  look  he 
gives  at  the  childre  that  he  wonld  lay  down  hi? 
heart's  blood  for,  when  they  sit  naked  and 
hungry  about  him;  and  the  mother,  too,  with 
her  kind  word  and  sorrowful  smile,  proud  of 
them  in  all  their  destitntion,  bat  her  heart  break- 
ing; silently  all  the  time,  her  face  wasting  away, 
her  eye  dim,  and  her  strength  gone! — Sir,  make 
one  such  family  happy — for  all  this  lias  been  in 
my  father's  honsel  Give  us  back  our  light 
spirits,  our  pleasant  days,  and  our  cheerfnl  hearts 
again!  We  lost  them  through  the  villany  of 
yonr  agent.  Give  tliem  back  to  us,  for  you  can 
do  it;  but  you  can  never  pay  us  for  what  we 
have  suffered.  Give  us,  Sir,  our  farm,  our  green 
fields,  our  house,  and  every  spot  and  nook  tliat 
wo  had  before.  We  love  the  place,  Sir,  for  its 
own  sake;— it  is  the  place  of  onr  fathers,  and 
our  hearts  are  in  it.  I  often  think  I  see  the 
smooth  river  that  runs  through  it,  and  the 
meadows  that  I  played  in  when  I  was  a  child;— 
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the  glen  behind  oar  house,  the  monntains  that 
rose  before  us  when  wo  left  the  door,  the  thorn- 
bush  at  the  garden,  the  haaels  in  the  glen,  the 
little  bleach-green  beside  the  river— Oh,  Sir, 
don't  blame  mo  for  crying',  for  they  are  all  before 
my  eyes,  in  my  ears,  and  in  my  hearti  Many  rt 
summer  evening  have  I  gone  to  the  march-ditch 
of  the  farm  that  mj  father's  now  in,  and  looked 
at  the  place  I  loved,  till  the  tears  blinded  me, 
and  I  asked  it  as  a  favor  of  God  to  restori'  us  to 
itl  bir,  ne  are  m  great  jioverty  at  homt , 
befoie  God  we  arc,  and  mj  fathers  licJit  l^ 
breakmg  " 

The  Colontl  drew  his  breath  deeply,  rubbtd 
his  hands,  and  as  he  looked  at  the  fine  counte- 
nance of  the  boy— e\pressmg,  as  it  did,  enthu- 
siasm and  soriow— -his  eje  lighted  with  a  gleam 
of  indignation  It  was  not  against  the  poor 
scholar,  no,  gentle  reader,  bat  against  his  own 

"O'Brien,"  said  he,  "whit  do  yon  think' 
And  this  noble  bgy  lo  the  son  of  a  tiijnwlnj 
belongs  to  a  class  of  whi(.h  I  am  ignoraiitl 
By  Heaven,  we  landlords  are,  I  fear,  a  gmlty 
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"  IS'ot  all,  Sir,"  replied  the  Curate.  "  Tiiere 
are  noble  exceptions  among  them;  their  faults 
are  more  the  faults  of  omission  than  commis- 

"Welj,  well,  no  matter.  Come,  I  will  draw 
ap  the  informations  against  this  man ;  afterwards 
I  huve  Bometliiiig  to  saj  to  yon,  mj  boy,"  he 
ailded,  addressing  Jemmy,  "that  will  not,  I  trust, 
he  unpleasant." 

He  thea  drew  np  the  informations  as  strongly 
as  he  could  word  them,  after  which  Jemmy 
deposed  to  their  truth  and  accuracy,  and  the 
Colonel  rubbing  his  hands  again,  said — 

"  I  will  have  the  fellow  secured.  When  you 
go  into  town,  Mr.  O'Brien,  I'll  thank  you  to  cail 
on  Meares,  and  hand  him  these.  He  will  lodge 
the  miscreant  in  limbo  this  very  night." 

Jemmy  then  thanked  him,  and  was  about  to 
withdraw,  when  the  Colonel  desired  him  tO  re- 
main a  little  longer. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  "  your  father  has  been  treats 
cd  inhumanly,  I  believe;  but  no  matter.  That 
is  not  the  question.  Your  sentiments,  and  con- 
duct, and  yonr  affection  for  your  parents,  are 
noble,  my  boy.     At  present,  I  say,  the  questioa 


6d  by  Google 


186  THE    POOR  SCHOLAR. 

is  not  whether  the  historj  of  your  father's  wrongs 
he  true  or  false;  joa,  at  least,  believe  it  to  be 
true.  From  this  forward — but  by-tlie-by,  I  for- 
got; how  could  your  becoming'  a  poor  scholar 
reliere  jour  pareuts  ?" 

"  I  intended  to  become  a  priest,  Sir,  and  then 
to  help  them." 

"Ay!  so  I  thought;  and,  provided  your 
father  were  restored  to  his  farm,  would  you  be 
still  disposed  to  become  a  priest  ?" 

"  I  would,  Sir;  next  to  helping  my  father,  that 
is  what  I  wish  to  be." 

"  O'Brien,  what  would  it  cost  to  prepare  liim 
respectably  for  the  priesttiood  ? — I  mean,  to  de- 
fi'ay  his  expenses  imtil  he  completes  his  prepar- 
atory education,  in  the  first  place,  and  after- 
wards during  bis  residence  in  Maynootli  ?" 

"  I  think  two  hundred  pounds,  Sir,  would  do 
it  easily  and  respectably." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  would.  However,  do  yon 
send  hioi— but.  first  let  me  ask  what  progress  he 
has  already  made  ?" 

"  He  has  read — in  fact  he  is  nearly  prepared 
to  enter  Majnootb.  His  prioress  has  been  very 
rapid." 
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"  Put  liim  to  some  respectable  boarding-school 
for  a  year;  then  kt  liim  entur  Mayaootli,  and  I 
will  bear  the  expense.  But  remember  I  do  not 
adopt  this  coarse  in  cousequenee  of  his  fal^er's 
Listory.  Sot  I,  by  Jujjiter;  I  do  it  on  his  own 
account.  He  is  a  Doble  boy,  and  full  of  fine 
qualities,  if  tliey  be  not  nipped  by  neglect  and 
poverty.  I  loved  my  father  myself,  and  fought 
a  duel  on  his  account;  and  I  honor  the  son  who 
haa  spirit  to  defend  his  absent  parent." 

"  This  is  a  most  surprising  turn  in  the  boy's 
fortunes,  Colonel." 

"  He  deserves  it.  A  soldier,  Mr.  O'Brien,  is 
not  without  his  enthusiasm,  nor  can  he  help  ad- 
miring it  in  others,  when  nobly  and  virtnonsly 
directed.  To  .see  a  boy  in  the  midst  of  poverty, 
encountering  the  hardships  and  difficulties  of  life, 
with  the  hope  of  raising  up  his  parents  from  dis- 
tress to  independence,  has  a  touch  of  sublimity 
in  it." 

"  Ireland,  Colonel,  abounds  with  instances  of 
similar  virtue,  brought  out,  probably,  into  fuller 
life  and  vigor  by  the  sad  changes  and  depres- 
sions which  are  weighing  down  the  people.  In 
her  glens,  on  her  bleak  mountaiu  sides,  and  in 
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lier  remotest  plains,  such  examples  of  pure  affec- 
tion, uDcoramon  energy,  and  humble  heroism,  are 
to  be  seen;  but,  unfortunately,  few  persons  of 
rank,  or  observation  mingle  with  the  Irish  people, 
and  their  many  admirable  qnalities  pass  away 
without  being  recorded  in  the  literature  of  their 
country.  They  are  certainly  a  strange  people. 
Colonel,  almost  an  anomaly  in  the  history  of  the 
human  race.  They  are  the  only  peopie  who 
can  rnsh  out  from  the  very  virtues  of  private  life 
to  the  perpetration  of  crimes  at  which  we  shud- 
der. There  is,  to  be  sure,  an  outcry  about  their 
oppression;  bat  that  is  wrong.  Their  indigence 
and  ignorance  are  rather  the  result  of  neglect; 
— of  neglect,  Sir,  from  the  government  of  the 
country — from  the  earl  to  the  squireen.  They 
have  been  taught  little  that  is  suitable  to  their 
stations  and  duties  in  life,  cither  as  tenants  who 
cultivate  our  lands,  or  as  members  of  moral  or 
Christian  society." 

"Well,  well:  I  believe  what  you  say  is  too 
trne.  Bnt  touching  the  records  of  virtue  in 
humble  life,  pray  who  wonld  record  it  when  no- 
thing goes  down  now-a-days  but  what  is  cither 
monstrous  or  fashionable  ?" 
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"  Veiy  true,  Colonel;  yet  in  my  humble  opin- 
ion, a  virtQous  Irish  peasant  is  far  from  being 
so  low  a  character  as  a  profligate  man  of  rank." 

"Well,  well,  well!  Come,  O'Brien,  we  will 
drop  the  subject.  In  the  meantime,  touching 
this  boy,  as  I  said,  he  must  be  looked  to,  for  he 
has  that  in  him  which  ought  not  to  be  neglected. 
We  shall  now  see  that  this  d— d  pedagogue  be 
'punished  for  his  cruelty." 

The  worthy  Colonel  in  a  short  time  dismissed 
poor  Jemmy  with  an  exulting  heart;  Ijut  not 
until  he  had  placed  a  sufEcient  sum  in  the  Cu- 
rate's hands  for  enabling  him  to  make  a  respect- 
able appearance.  Medical  advice  was  also  pro- 
u  cd  for  h  m  by  rl  ch  he  sooner  o  e  came  tl  e 
ff  cts  of  his  master  s  1  ruta!  ty 

Ou  the  way  home  Jem  ny  related  to  h  ^ 
1  nd  the  conyersat  on  h  1  he  1  d  had  th 
I  B  hop  a  th  shed  and  the  k  n  \  ut  rest 
nh   1  tl  at  gentle  nan  had  taken      h    s  t  at  on 

d  prospe  ts  Mr  0  Br  en  told  h  m  that  th 
B  iuj  wa  an  excellent  man  jo  se  g  m  1 
1  n  t  on  and  1  enevole  ce  Ado  a  1 
Ic  tie  P  ntest  nt     1      yman  «ho        on 

pan  c  1  1    n      Th  y  h  ve  1  oth  gone  a  no  „  the 
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people  daiing  this  heavy  visitation  of  diseue  and 
faraine  idministering  adviLe  and  assiifance  r^ 
Btrainmg  them  from  those  excesses  which  thej 
sometimes  commit  when  driven  hy  hanger  thej 
attach  provision  carts  hatero  shops  or  the 
houses  of  farmer?  who  are  known  to  possess  a 
sto(,k  of  metl  or  potatoes  God  knone  it  is  an 
excusable  kind  of  robbery  yet  it  is  right  to 
reatriin  them 

It  IS  1  pleasant  thing  &ir  to  see  clergymen 
of  ercry  rel  gioa  working  togithcr  to  raiko  the 
people  1  ap[  y  ' 

But  now  about  your  own  prospect  I  tlimk 
you  should  go  and  see  yonr  family  03  sotii  as 
your  health  permits  you  ' 

I  wDuld  give  my  light  hand  "replied  Jemn  y 
just  to  see  them,  if  it  was  only  for  five  minutes, 
hut  I  cannot  go.  I  vowed  that  I  would  never 
enter  my  native  parish  until  I  should  become  a 
Catholic  clergyman.  I  vowed  that,  Sir,  to 
God  —  and  with  his  assistance  I  will  keep  my 

"  Well,"  said  the  curate,  "  yon  are  right. 
And  now  let  me  give  you  a  little  advice.  In 
the  first  place,  learn  to  speak  as  correctly  as  j'ou 
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till ,  hy  aside  tht,  Tulgarisms  ot  coiivtrsation 
pfculiJi  to  the  common  people,  and  speaL  pre- 
cisely ai  joa  would  wnte  By  the  b\e,  yoa 
acquitted  yourself  to  admiration  Tuth  the  Colo- 
nel A.  little  stumhLng  there  was  m  the  hegin- 
niug;  but  you  got  oyer  it.  You  see,  James,  the 
force  of  truth  and  simplicity,  I  could  scarcely 
restrain  my  tears  while  you  spoke." 

"  If  I  had  not  been  in  earnest.  Sir,  I  could 
never  have  spoken  as  I  did." 

"  You  never  could.  Trnth,  James,  is  the  foun- 
dation of  alt  eloquence;  he  who  knowingly  speaks 
what  is  not  true,  may  dazzle  and  perplex;  but 
he  will  never  touch  with  that  power  and  pathos 
which  spring  from  truth.  Fiction  is  successful 
only  by  borrowing  her  habiliments.  Now, 
James,  for  a  little  more  advice.  Don't  let  the 
idea  of  having  been  a  poor  scholar  deprive  you 
of  self-respect;  neither  let  your  unexpected  turn 
of  fortune  cause  you  to  forget  what  you  have 
suffered.  Hold  a  middle  course ;  be  firm  and 
independent ;  without  servility  on  the  one  hand, 
or  vanity  on  the  other.  You  have  also  too  much 
good  sense,  and,  I  hope,  too  much  religion,  to 
ascribe  what  this  day  has  brought  forth  in  your 
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behalf,  to  aoy  other  cause  than  Gofl.  It  has 
pleased  him  to  raise  yoii  from  misery  to  ease  aud 
comfort;  to  liim,  therefore,  be  it  referred,  and  to 
hira  be  your  thaiilcs  and  prayers  directed.  Ton 
owe  liim  much,  for  yon  now  can  perceive  the 
value  of  what  he  has  done  for  you  I  May  jiis 
name  be  blessed  I  " 

Jemmy  was  deeply  affected  by  the  kindness 
of  bis  friend,  for  such,  in  friendship's  truest 
sense,  was  he  to  him.  He  expressed  the  obliga- 
tions which  he  owed  him,  and  promised  to  follow 
the  excellent  adyice  he  bad  just  received. 

The  schoolmaster's  conduct  to  the  poor  scholar 
had,  before  the  close  of  the  day  on  w^iich  it  oc- 
curred, been  known  through  the  parish.  Thady 
O'Rorke,  who  had  but  just  recoTcrcd  from  the 
epidemic,  feit  so  bitterly  exasperated  at  the  out- 
rage, that  he  brought  his  father  to  the  parish 
priest,  to  whom  he  gave  a  detailed  account  of 
all  that  our  hero  and  the  poorer  children  of  the 
school  had  suffered.  In  addition  to  this,  he 
went  among  the  more  substantial  fanners  of 
the  neighborliood,  whose  co-operation  he  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining,  for  the  laudable  purpose 
of  driving  the  tyrant  out  of  the  parish. 
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Jemmy,  wlio  still  lived  at  the  "  HoQse  of  En- 
tertainment," on  hearing  what  they  intended  to 
do,  begged  Mr,  O'Brien  to  allow  him,  provided 
the  master  should  be  removed  from  the  school, 
to  decline  prosecuting  him. 

"  He  has  been  cruel  to  me,  no  doubt,"  he 
added ;  "  still  I  cannot  forget  that  his  cruelty 
has  been  the  means  of  changing  my  condition  in 
life  so  much  for  the  better.  If  he  is  pnt  out  of 
the  parish  it  will  bo  punishment  enough  ;  and, 
to  say  the  truth,  Sir,  I  can  now  forgive  every- 
body. Maybe,  had  I  been  still  neglected,  I  might 
punish  him  ;  hut,  in  the  meantime,  to  show  him 
and  the  world  that  I  didn't  deserve  his  severity, 
I  forg  ve  him 

Ml  0  Brien  was  not  disposed  to  check  a  sen 
t  mcnt  that  did  the  boy  b  heart  «o  much  honor 
he  w^ted  on  the  Colonel  the  next  monmg 
icquimted  him  with  Jtmmj  s  wisht"  ind  the 
indictmtEt  was  quashed  immediately  ifter  the 
scl  oolmdster's  removal  from  hia  &  tuation 

Our  heroB  peisonal  appearance  wis  by  this 
time  :  icred  biy  changed  for  the  better  His 
counti'nance  naturally  efptessiv*  of  feehiig 
Ermnea"!    and  intcl!    t    non  appeared  to  addi 
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all  TOUT  big  tlireafs;  but  I'll  tell  yon  wbat  it  is, 
Httvry,  upon  my  t,owl  you  must  turn  a  new  lafe 
or  I'll  lose  a  fall.  If  yon  or  Dick  have  any 
th  Q"  oga  nst  ns,  why  dou't  jou  pro^e  h  man- 
f  Uy  at  vanst,  and  not  be  Bnakin'  abont  the 
hasi  tl  e  vay  yez  do.  The  sorra  aither  of  ns 
w  11  1  c  dher  your  low,  mane  thoughts  any 
lo  ntr  I  hope  jou  seen  Barney  Brady's  goose 
on  your  thravels  ?  Faugh  upon  ye  I  Tbroth 
you  ought  to  be  as-hamed  to  rise  yoar  head  this 
month  to  come!" 

"  Ay,  now  you're  at  it,"  exclaimed  Harry,  ris- 
ing and  putting  on  his  hat ;  "  but  for  mj  part 
I'll  lave  you  to  fight  the  walls  till  your  tongue 
tires.  All  you  want  is  some  one  to  jaw  back  to 
you,  just  to  keep  the  ball  goin'.  Bannaght  latht 
for  a  while!" 

Outside  the  door  he  met  his  brother. 

"  I  was  goin'  to  sit  awhile  wid  jou,"  said 
Dick ;  "  I  can't  stand  that  woman's  tonguo 
good  or  bad." 

"  Faith,  an'  I  was  jist  goin'  in  to  you,"  replied 
the  other;  "  Bid's  in  her  glory;  there's  no  facin' 
lier.     Let  us  go  an'  sit  awhile  wid  Charley  Ma- 
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Jemmy,  by  the  advice  of  his  friend,  now  waited 
upon  tlie  Bisliop,  who  was  much  surprised  at  the 
uncomraoa  turn  of  fortune  which  had  talieii  place 
in  his  fayor.  He  also  expressed  his  willingness 
to  help  him  forward,  as  far  as  laj  ia  his  power, 
towards  the  attainment  of  his  wishes.  In  order 
to  place  the  boy  directly  under  suitable  patron- 
age, Mr.  O'Brien  suggested  that  the  choice  of 
the  school  should  he  left  to  the  Bishop.  This, 
perhaps,  flattered  him  a  little,  for  who  is  with- 
out his  weaknesses  ?  A  school  near  the  metro- 
polis was  accordingly  fixed  upon,  to  which  Jem- 
my, now  furnished  with  a  handsome  outfit,  was 
accordingly  sent.  There  we  will  leave  him, 
reading  with  eagerness  and  assiduity,  whilst  we 
return  to  look  after  Colonel  B,  and  his  agent. 

One  morning  after  James's  departure,  the 
Colonel's  servant  waited  upon  Mr.  O'Brien  with 
a  note  from  his  master,  intimating  a  wish  to  see 
him.  He  lost  no  time  in  waiting  upon  that 
gentleman,  who  was  then  preparing  to  visit  the 
estate  which  he  had  so  long  neglected. 

"  I  am  going,"  said  he,  "  to  see  how  my  agent, 
Yellow  Sana,  as  they  call  him,  and  my  tenants 
agree.      It  is  my  determination,  Mr.  O'Brien, 
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to  investigate  the  circnm stances  attending  the 
removal  of  onr  prolege's  father.  I  shall,  more- 
over, look  closely  into  the  state  and  feelings  of 
my  tenants  in  genera!.  It  is  probable  I  shall 
visit  many  of  them,  and  certain  that  I  will 
inquire  into  the  character  of  this  man." 

"It  is  better  late  than  nerer.  Colonel;  but 
still,  though  I  am  a  friend  to  the  people,  yet  I 
wouliJ  recommend  yon  to  be  guided  by  great 
caution,  and  the  evidence  of  respectable  and 
disiiiteresteil  men  only.  You  must  not  certainly 
entertain  all  the  cotuplaints  you  may  hear, 
without  clear  proof,  for  I  regret  to  say,  that  too 
many  of  the  idle  and  political  portion  of  the 
peasantry  are  apt  to  throw  the  blame  of  their 
own  folly  and  ignorance— yes,  and  of  their 
crimes,  also^ — -upon  those  who  ia  no  way  have 
occasioned  either  their  poverty  or  their  wicked- 
ness. They  are  frequently  apt  to  consider  them- 
selves oppressed,  if  concessions  are  not  made 
to  which  they,  as  idle  and  indolent  men  who 
neglect  their  own  business,  have  no  f^ir  claim 
Bear  this  in  mind.  Colonel — be  cool  use  disicn 
mination,  take  your  proofs  from  others  be 
sides  the  parties  concerned,  or  their   friendi 
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and  depend    upon    it  you    will   arrive   at  the 
truth." 

"  O'Bden  you  would  mate  an  oxcellfiit 
agtnt 

I  have  fetadied  the  people  bir  anJ  know 
them  I  have  breath  d  the  atmospheie  of  the  t 
prcjudieef  hahita  minneri  castom  and  super 
"itition^i  I  have  felt  them  all  myself  as  tl  cj 
feel  them  but  I  trust  I  have  got  above  their 
mfluei  ce  whert.  it  is  ev  1  for  then,  are  miny  fine 
touche<!  of  character  among  thera,  whuh  I  &1  onlil 
not  Willingly  part  with,  Wo,  Sir,  I  should  make 
a  bad  agent,  having  no  eapacity  for  transacting 
busmci'-  I  could  direct  and  overlook,  bnt 
nothing  more." 

'  Well  then,  I  slial!  sot  out  to-morrow;  and 
m  the  meantime,  permit  me  to  say  that  I  am 
deeply  sensible  of  your  kindness  in  pointing  out 
ray  duty  as  an  Irish  landlord,  conscious  tliat  I 
have  too  long  neglected  it." 

"What  stay  do  yon  intend  to  make,  Colo- 
nel ?" 

"  I  tliink  about  a  month.  I  shall  visit  some 
of  my  old  friends  there,  from  whom  I  expect  a 
history  of  tiie  .'tata  and  feelings  of  the  country." 
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"You  will  hear  both  sides  of  tlie  qncstion 
before  you  act  ?" 

"  Certaialy.  I  haye  written  to  my  agent  to 
Bay  tliat  I  shall  look  very  closely  into  my  own 
affairs  on  this  occaBion.  I  thought  it  fair  to  give 
him  notice." 

"  Well,  Sir,  I  wish  you  all  success." 

"Farewell,  Mr,  O'Brien;  I  shall  see  you 
immediately  after  my  return." 

The  Colonel  performed  his  journey  hy  slow 
stages,  until  he  reached  "the  hall  of  hia  fathers," 
— for  it  was  such,  although  he  had  not  for  years 
resided  in  it.  It  presented  the  wreck  of  a  fine 
old  mansion,  situated  within  a  crescent  of  stately 
beeches,  whose  moss-covered  and  ragged  trunks 
gave  symptoms  of  decay  and  neglect.  The 
lawn  had  been  once  beautifni,  and  the  demesne 
a  noble  one;  but  that  which  blights  the  industry 
of  the  teuant~tlie  curse  of  absenteeism — had 
also  left  tlie  marks  of  ruin  stamped  upon  every 
object  around  him.  The  lawn  was  little  better 
than  a  common;  the  pond  was  thick  with  weeds 
and  sluggish  water-plants,  that  almost  covered 
its  surface;  and  a  light  elegant  bridge,  that 
spanned  a  river  which  ran  before  the  house,  was 
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also  moss-^own  and  dilapidated.  Tlic  hedges 
were  njixed  up  with  briers,  the  gates  broken,  or 
altogetlier  remoyed,  the  fields  were  rank  with 
the  Tuiaons  luxuriance  of  weeds,  and  the  grass- 
grown  avenues  spoke  of  solitude  and  desertion, 
Tlie  still  appearance,  too,  of  the  house  itself,  and 
the  absence  of  smoke  from  its  time-tinged 
chimneys — all  told  a  tale  which  constitutes  one, 
perhaps  the  greatest,  portion  of  Ireland's  miseryl 
Eyen  then  he  did  not  approach  it  with  the  inten- 
tion of  residing  there  during  his  sojourn  in  the 
country.  It  was  not  habitable,  nor  had  it  been 
so  for  years.  The  road  by  which  he  travelled 
lay  near  it,  and  he  could  not  pass  ivithout  look- 
ing upon  the  place  where  a  long  line  of  ances- 
tors had  sncceeded  each  other,  lived  their  span, 
and  disappeared  in  their  turn. 

He  contemplated  it  for  some  time  in  a  kind  of 
reverie.  There  it  stood,  sombre  and  silent; — 
its  gray  walls  mouldering  away— its  windows 
dark  and  broken; — like  a  man  forsaken  by  the 
world,  compelled  to  heap  the  storms  of  life  with- 
out the  hand  of  a  friend  to  support  him,  Ihongh 
age  and  decay  render  him  less  capable  of  endur- 
ing them.     For  a  moment  fancy  repeopled  it; — 
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again  the  stir  of  life,  pastime,  mirth,  ani!  to^pi- 
tality  eulioed  within  its  walls;  tlie  train  of  liis 
long-departed  relatives  returned ;  the  din  of  mile 
and  boisterous  enjoyment  pecnliar  to  the  times; 
the  eheerfui  tumnlt  of  the  hall  at  dinner;  the 
family  feuds  and  festiyities;  the  vanities  am!  the 
passions  of  those  who  now  slept  in  dust;— nil — 
all  came  before  him  once  more,  and  played  their 
part  in  the  virion  of  the  moraenti 

As  he  walked  on,  the  flitting  wing  of  a  bat 
struck  liim  lightly  in  its  flight;  he  awoke  from 
the  reraembranees  which  crowded  on  him,  and, 
resuming  his  journey,  soon  arrived  at  the  inn  of 
the  nearest  town,  where  he  stopped  that  night. 
The  next  morning  he  saw  his  agent  for  a  short 
time  hut  declined  entering  upon  hnsinoss.  For 
a  few  days  more  he  visited  most  of  the  neiglihor- 
ing  gentry,  from  whom  he  received  snflident 
information  to  satisfy  bira,  that  neither  he  him- 
self nor  his  agent  was  popular  among  liis 
tenantry.  Many  flying  reports  of  the  agent's 
dishonesty  and  tyranny  were  mentioned  to  lilm, 
and  in  every  uistance  he  took  down  the  names 
of  the  parties,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  truth, 
M'Evoy's  case  had  occurred  more  than  ten  years 
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before,  but  he  found  that  tlie  remembrance  of 
the  poor  man's  injury  was  strongly  ami  luthrly 
retained  in  the  recollections  of  the  people — a 
circumiance  which  extorted  from  the  blunt,  but 
somewhat  sentimental  soiilier,  a  just  observa- 
tion : — "  I  think,"  said  he,  "  that  there  are  no 
people  in  the  world  who  remember  either  an 
injury  or  a  kindness  so  long  as  the  Irish." 

When  the  tenants  were  apprised  of  bis  pre- 
sence among  them,  they  experienced  no  partir 
cular  feeling  upon  the  suhjcct.  Dnriug  all  his 
former  visits  to  his  estate,  he  appeared  merely 
the  creature  and  puppet  of  his  agent,  who  never 
acted  the  bully,  nor  tricked  himself  out  in  hia 
brief  authority  more  imperiously  than  he  did  be- 
fore liini.  The  knowledge  of  this  damped  them, 
and  rendered  any  expectations  of  redress  or 
justice  from  the  landlord  a  matter  not  to  be 
thought  of. 

"  If  he  wasn't  so  great  a  man,"  they  observed, 
"  who  thinks  it  below  him  to  speak  to  his  ten- 
ants, or  hear  their  complaints,  there  'ad  be  some 
hope.  But  that  rip  of  hell,  YoUow  Sam,  can 
wind  him  round  Ms  finger  like  a  thread,  an'  does, 
too.    There's  no  use  in  thinkin'  to  petition  him, 
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or  to  lodge  a  compkiDt  againt  Stony  Heart, 
for  the  first  thing  he'd  do  'ud  he  to  put  it  into 
the  jallow-boj's  hands,  an'  thin,  God  be  niar- 
ciful  to  thim  that  'ud  complain,  No,  no;  the 
best  way  is  to  wait  till  Sam's  masther*  takes 
him;  an'  who  knows  bnt  that  'iid  be  sooner  nor 
we  think." 

"  They  say,"  another  would  reply,  "  that  the 
Colonel  is  a  good  gintleman  for  all  that,  an'  that 
if  he  could  ona  know  the  truth,  he'd  pitch  the 
'  yallow  hoy '  to  the  '  ould  boy.' " 

No  sooner  was  it  known  hj  his  tenantry  that 
the  head  landlord  was  disposed  to  redress  their 
grleyances,  and  hear  their  complaints,  than  the 
Emotkcred  attachment,  which  long  neglect  had 
nearly  extinguished,  now  burst  forth  with  un- 
common power. 

"  Aagh!  by  this  an'  by  that,  the  thrue  blood's 
in  him  still.  The  rale  gintleman  to  dale  wid,  for 
everl  We  knew  he  only  wanted  to  come  at  the 
thruth,  an'  thin  he'd  back  us  agin  the  villain  that 
harrished  usl  To  tho  divil  wid  skamin'  upstarts, 
that  hasn't  the  ould  blood  in  thim!     What  are 

•  The  devil ;— a  familiar  nama  for  him  wlieii  maDtionod  ia 
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they  but  sconces  an'  cliates,  every  one  o'  thiiu, 
barrin'  an  odd  one,  for  a  wondher!" 

Tile  Colonel's  estate  now  presented  a  scene  of 
gladness  and  bustle.  Every  person  who  felt  in 
the  slightest  degree  aggrieved,  got  his  petition 
drawn  ap;  and,  but  that  wo  fear  our  sketch  is 
already  too  lon^,  we  couH  gratify  the  reader's 
curiosity  by  sabmitting  a  few  of  them.  It  is 
sufficient  to  say,  that  they  came  to  hira  in  every 
shape— in  all  the  variety  of  diction  that  the  poor 
English  language  admits  of— in  the  schoolmas- 
ter's best  copy-hand,  and  choicest  sesquipedalian- 
ism  of  pedantry — in  the  severer,  but  more  Scrip- 
tural terms  of  the  parish  clerk— in  the  engross- 
ing hand  and  legal  phrase  of  the  attorney^in 
the  military  foi-m,  evidently  redolent  of  the 
siirewd  old  pensioner — and  in  the  classical  style 
of  the  young  priest ; — for  each  and  ail  of  the 
foregoing  were  enlisted  in  the  canse  of  those 
who  had  petitions  to  send. in  "to  the  Colonel 
himself,  God  bless  liimi" 

Early  in  the  morniiig  of  the  day  on  which  the 
Colonel  had  resolved  to  compare  the  complaints 
of  his  tenantry  with  the  character  which  his 
agent  gave  him  of  the   complainants,  lie  sent 
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for  the  former,  and  the  following  dialogue  took 
place  between  them. 

"  Good  moroiiig,  Mr.  CarEon  1  Excuse  me 
for  requesting  jour  presence  to  day  earlier  thau 
usual.  I  have  taken  it  into  my  head  to  know 
something  of  my  own  tenantry,  and  as  they  hare 
pestered  me  witt  petitions,  and  letters,  and  com- 
plaints, I  am  anxious  to  have  your  opinion,  as 
you  know  them  better  than  I  do." 

"  Before  we  euter  on  business.  Colonel,  allow 
me  to  inquire  if  you  feci  relieved  of  that  bilious 
attack  you  complained  of  the  day  before  yes- 
terday ?  I'm  of  a  bilious  habit  myself,  and 
know  something  about  the  management  of  di- 
gestion I" 

"A  good  digestion  is  an  excellent  thing,  Car- 
Bon ;  as  for  me,  I  drank  too  much  elaret  with  my 

friend  B y;  and  there's  the  secret.     I  don't 

like  cold  wines,  they  never  agree  with  me." 

"  Kor  do  r ;  they  arc  not  constitutional. 
Your  father  was  celebrated  for  his  wines,  Colo- 
nel: I  remember  an  anecdote  told  me  by  Captain 
Fei^uEOn — by-the-by,  do  you  know  where  Fer- 
guson could  be  found,  now,  Sir  ?" 

"  Kot  I.    What  wines  do  you  drink,  Carson  ?" 
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"  A  couple  of  glasses  of  sherry,  Sir,  at  dmoer; 
and  about  ten  o'elocli,  a  glass  of  brandy  and 
water." 

"  Carson,  you  are  sober  and  pruderU.  Well, 
about  these  cursed  petitions  ;  yon  must  help  me 
to  dispose  of  them.  Why,  a  man  would  think 
by  the  tenor  of  them,  that  these  tenants  of  mine 
are  ground  to  dust  by  a  tyrant." 

"Ahl  Colonel,  you  know  little  about  these 
fellows.  They  would  make  blaek  wliite.  Go 
and  take  a  ride,  Sir,  return  about  four  o'clock, 
and  I  will  have  everything  as  it  ought  to  be." 

"  I  wish  to  heaven,  Carson,  I  had  your  talents 
for  business.  Do  yoa  think  mj  tenants  attached 
to  me  '!" 

"  Attachfd  1  Su",  tliey  are  ready  to  cut  your 
throat  or  mine,  on  the  first  convenient  opportu- 
nity. You  could  not  conceive  their  knavishncss 
and  dishonesty,  except  you  happened  to  be  an 
agent  for  a  few  years." 

"  So  I  have  been  told,  and  I  am  resolved  to 
remove  every  dishonest  tenant  from  my  estate, 
la  there  not  a  man,  for  instance,  called  Brady  ? 
He  has  sent  me  a  long-winded  petition  here 
What  do  you  think  of  him  V 
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"  Show  me  thp  petition,  Colonel." 

"  I  cannot  lay  my  hand  on  it  just  now;  but 
jou  shall  see  it.  In  tho  mean  time  what's  your 
opinion  of  the  fellow  1" 

"  Brady!  "Why  I  know  the  man  particularly 
well.  He  is  one  of  my  favorites.  What  the 
deuce  could  the  fellow  petition  abont,  though  ? 
I  promised  the  other  day  to  renew  hie  lease  for 
bim." 

"  Oh,  then,  if  he  be  a  favorite  of  yours,  his 
petition  may  go  to  the  devil,  I  suppose  ?  Is  the 
man  honest  ?" 

"Kemarkably  so;  and  has  paid  his  rents  very 
punctually.     He  is  one  of  our  safest  tenants." 

"  Do  yon  know  a  man  called  Cullen  ?" 

"  The  most  litigioas  Ecoundrel  on  the  estate." 

"Indeed I  Ob,  then,  we  mast  look  into  the 
meritB  of  his  petition,  as  ho  is  not  honest.  Had 
he  been  honest  like  Brady,  Carson,  I  should 
have  dismissed  it." 

"  Cullen,  Sir,  is  a  dangerous  fellow.  Do  you 
know,  that  rascal  has  charged  me  with  keeping 
back  hia  receipts,  and  with  making  him  pay 
double  rent  1 — ha,  ha,  ha  I  TTpon  my  honor, 
it's  fact." 
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"  The  scoundrel  !  We  shall  sift  him  to  some 
purpose,  however." 

"  If  you  take  my  advice.  Sir,  you  will  send 
him  about  his  business;  for  if  it  be  once  kuowa 
that  you  listen  to  malicious  petitious,  my  aathor- 
ity  over  such  villains  as  CuUen  is  lost." 

'  Well  I  set  him  aside  for  the  present.  Here's 
a  lon^  li3t  of  others,  all  of  whom  have  been,  op- 
prcaied  forsooth.  Is  there  a  man  called  M'Evoy 
on  my  estate  ? — Dominick  M'Evoy,  I  think." 

'MEvoyl  Why  that  rascal,  Sir,  has  not 
been  your  tenant  for  ten  yearsi  His  petition, 
Colonel,  is  a  key  to  the  nature  of  their  griev- 
ances in  general." 

"  I  believe  you,  Carson— most  implicitly  do  I 
bdkve  that.     Well,  about  that  rascal  '(" 

"  Why,  it  is  so  long  since,  that,  upon  my  honor, 
I  cannot  exactly  remember  the  circumstances  of 
his  misconduct.    He  ran  away." 

"  Who  is  in  his  firm  now,  Carson?" 

"A  very  decent  man,  Sir  One  Jackson  an 
exceedingly  worthy,  honest  mdustnons  fellow 
I  take  some  credit  to  myself  for  biingmg  Ja(,k 
son  oa  your  estate. ' 

"  Is  Jackson  married  ?      Has  he  a  tamily  ?" 


6d  by  Google 


"Married!  Let  me  see!  Why — yes — I  Je- 
liece  he  is.  Oh,  by-the-by,  now  I  tbiuk  of  it,  be 
is  married,  and  to  a  ¥ery  respectable  woman,  too. 
Certainly,  I  remember — she  usually  accompanies 
lira  when  he  pays  his  rents." 

"  Then  your  system  must  be  a  ffood  one,  Car- 
son ;  you  weed  out  the  idle  and  profligate,  to 
replace  them  by  the  honest  and  industrious  V 

"  Precisely  so,  Sir;  that  is  my  system." 

"  Yet  there  are  agents  who  invert  your  system 
in  some  cases;  who  drive  ont  the  honest  and  in- 
dustrious, and  enconrage  tlie  idle  and  profligate; 
who  connive  at  them,  Carson,  and  fill  the  estates 
they  manage  with  their  own  dependents,  or  re- 
latives, as  tlie  case  may  be.  Yon  have  been 
always  opposed  to  this,  and  I'm  glad  to  hear 
it." 

"No  man.  Colonel  B—-, 'filling  the  situation 
which  I  have  the  honor  to  hold  under  you,  could 
study  your  interests  with  greater  zeal  and  assi- 
duity. God  knows,  I  have  had  so  many  quar- 
rels, and  feuds,  and  wranglings,  with  these  fel- 
lows, in  order  to  squeeze  money  out  of  them  to 
meet  your  difficulties,  that  npon  my  honor,  I 
think  if  it  required  five  dozen  oaths  fo  hang  me. 
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tliey  could  be  procured  upon  jour  e  tate  An 
agent,  Colonel,  who  is  tiitlf  il  to  the  hnUurl  li 
seldom  popular  with  the  tenants 

1  can  t  exactly  see  thit  Car  on  nil 
Live  known  an  unpopular  laudlorl  itudcrLl 
highly  popular  by  the  jud  c  ous  manigtment  of 
a  I  t  hghtened  and  honeat  agent  who  took  uo 
brbf.  Carson  and  who  nether  extorted  from 
nor  giound  the  tenantiy  undei  him— i,omethnig 
I  ke  i  counterpart  ot  yourself  But  you  toay  be 
right  in  geueial 

"la  there  anything  partcuhr  t  1  nt!  in 
which  I  can  assist  you  i  ow  ' 

"  Kot  now.  I  was  anxious  to  hear  tlse  char 
act  r  of  thosi,  fellows  from  jou  who  1  now  them 
Comedown  al  out  ten  or  twdve  o  clock  tl  ese 
petitioners  w ill  be  assembled  aid  'vou  m'sy  be 
abie  to  assist  me 

Colonel  remember  I  forewirn  ■\ou  thit^  u 
ore  pin  g  ig  into  a  mesh  of  d  Qicultits  wh  tli  jou 
will  never  be  a)  le  tj  isentangle  Leaie  the 
fellows  to  me  Sir  I  kiow  how  to  deal  with 
them  Besdes  upoi  my  hmor  ym  are  not 
equal  to  it  in  po  1 1  of  health  Ion  look  ill 
Priy  allow  me  to  tike  1  ome  their  papers   and 
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I  shall  have  all  clear  and  satisfactory  before  two 
o'clock.    They  know  my  method,  Sir." 

"  They  do,  Carsoa,  they  do  ;  but  I  am  anxious 
they  should  also  know  mine.  Besides,  it  will 
amuse  mc,  for  I  want  esciteraent.  Good  day, 
for  the  present;  you  will  be  down  about  twelve, 
or  one  at  the  farthest." 

"Certainly,  Sir.     Good  morniag,  Colonel." 

The  agent  was  too  shrewd  a  man  not  to  per- 
ceive that  there  were  touches  of  cutting  irony  in 
some  of  the  Colonel's  expressions,  which  he  did 
not  like.  There  was  a  dryness,  too,  in  the  tone 
of  his  voice  and  words,  blended  with  a  copious- 
ness of  good  humor,  which,  taken  altogether, 
caused  him  to  feel  uncomfortable.  He  could 
have  wished  the  Colonel  at  the  devil;  yet  had 
the  said  Colonel  never  been  more  familiar  in  his 
iife,  nor,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  readier  to 
agree  with  almost  every  observation  made  to 
him. 

"  Well,"  thought  he,  "he  may  act  as  he  pleases ; 
I  have  feathered  my  nest,  at  all  events,  and  dis- 
regard him." 

Colonel  B ,  in  -fact,  ascertained  with  ex- 
treme regret,  that  something  was  necessary  to 
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be  done,  to  secure  tUe  good-will  of  his  tenants ; 
that  the  conduct  of  his  agent  had  been  marked 
by  rapacity  and  bribery  almost  incredible.  He 
had  exacted  from  the  tenantry  in  general,  the 
performance  of  duty-labor  to  such  an  extent,  that 
his  immense  agricultural  farms  were  managed 
with  little  exijcnse  to  liiniself.  If  a  poor  man's 
com  were  drop  ripe,  or  his  hay  in  a  precarious 
state,  or  his  turf  undrawn,  he  must  suffer  his 
oats,  hay,  and  turf,  to  be  lost,  in  order  to  secure 
the  crops  of  the  agent.  If  he  had  spirit  to  re- 
fuse, he  must  expect  to  become  a  martyr  to  his 
resentment.  In  renewing  leases  his  extortions 
were  exorbitant ;  ten,  thirty,  forty,  and  fifty 
guineas  he  claimed  as  a  fee  for  his  favor,  ac- 
cording to  the  ability  of  the  party;  yet  this  was 
quite  distinct  from  the  renewal  fine,  and  went 
into  his  own  pocket.  When  such  "  glove  money" 
was  not  to  be  had,  he  would  accept  of  a  cow  or 
horse,  to  which  he  usually  made  a  poiut  to  take 
a  fancy;  or  he  want«d  to  purchase  a  firkin  of 
butter  at  that  particular  time;  and  the  poor  peo- 
ple usually  made  every  sacrifice   to  avoid  his 

vengeance.     It  is  due  to  Colonel  B to  say, 

that  he  acted  in  the  investigation  of  his  agent's 
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conduct  With  the  stuLtt'.t  honor  and  impartial- 
ity. He  auutiiiised  every  statfiment  thoroughly, 
pleaded  for  him  as  temperately  as  he  could ; 
fouDiJ,  or  pretended  to  find  estenaatmg  motives 
for  his  most  iridifensible  proeecdm^s,  but  all 
would  not  do  Ihe  cases  nere  so  clear  and  evi- 
dent against  him  even  in  the  opinion  of  the 
iieighbormg  gentry  who  had  been  for  years 
looking  upon  the  sybfeia  of  selHsih  misrule  which 
he  practised  that  at  length  the  generous  Colo- 
nel's blood  boiled  with  indignation  in  his  Teios 
at  the  contemplation  of  hia  \dlany  He  accused 
himself  bitterly  for  nef,iectmg  hw  duties  as  a 
landlord  and  feit  both  remorse  and  shame  for 
having  wasted  h  s  t  me  health  and  money,  in 
the  fashionable  dissipation  of  London  and  Paris; 
whilst  a  Luunin^  unprincipled  upbtart  played 
the  vampire  with  his  tenants  and  turned  his  es- 
tate into  a  scene  of  oppression  and  poverty, 
Nor  was  this  all  he  had  been  endeavoring  to 
bring  the  pioperty  more  and  more  into  his  own 
clutches,  a  point  which  he  would  ultimateij  have 
gained,  had  not  the  Colonel's  late  succession  to  so 
large  a  fortune  enabled  him  to  meet  Lis  claims. 
At  one  o'clock  the  tenants  were  ai!  assembled 
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about  the  inn  door,  where  the  Colonel  had 
resolved  to  hold  his  little  court.  The  agent  iiim- 
Belf  soon  arrived,  as  did  severai  other  gentlemen, 
the  Colonel's  friends,  who  knew  the  people,  and 
could  speak  to  their  character. 

The  first  man  called  was  Dominick  M'Evoj. 
No  sooner  was  his  name  nttered  than  a  mild, 
poor-looking  man,  rather  advanced  in  years, 
came  forward. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Colonel,"  said  Carson, 
"here  is  some  mistake;  this  man  is  not  one  of 
your  tenants.     You  may  remember  I  told  you  eo 


"I  remember  it,"  replied  the  Colonel;  "this 
is  '  the  rascal'  you  spoke  of — is  he  not  ? 
M'Bvoy,"  the  Colonei  proceeded,  "you  will 
reply  to  my  questions  with  strict  truth.  You 
will  state  nothing  but  what  has  occurred  be- 
tween you  and  my  agent;  you  must  not  even 
turn  a  circumstance  in  your  own  favor,  nor 
against  Mr.  Carson,  by  either  adding  to  or 
taking  away  from  it,  more  or  less  than  the 
truth.  I  say  this  to  you,  and  to  all  present; 
for,  upon  my  honor,  I  shall  dismiss  the  first  case 
in  which  I  discover  a  falseJiood." 
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""Wid  the  lielp  o'  the  Aimighty,  Sir,  I'll  state 
nothing  but  the  bare  thruth." 

"  How  long  are  jou  off  my  estate  ?" 

''  Ten  jears,  your  honor,  or  a  little  more." 

"  How  came  you  to  run  away  oat  of  your 

"Run  away,  yonr  honorl  God,  he  knows, 
I  did'nt  ran  away,  Sir.  The  whole  counthry 
knows  that." 

"YeH,-run  awayl  Mr.  Carson,  here,  stated 
to  me  this  morning,  that  you  ran  away.  He  is 
a  gentleman  of  integrity,  and  wonld  not  state  a 
fasehood." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Colonei,  not  positiTely. 
I  told  you  I  did  not  exactly  rememtier  the 
circumstances;  I  said  I  thought  so;  but  I  may 
be  wrong,  for  indeed,  my  memory  of  facts  is  not 
good.  M'EToy,  however,  is  a  Tcry  hontst  man, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  will  state  everything  as  it 
happened,  fairly  and  without  malice." 

"  An  honest  '  rascal,'  I  suppose  yon  mean,  Mr, 
Carson,"  said  the  Colonel,  bitterly.  "  Proceed, 
M'Evoy." 

M'Evoy  stated  the  circumstances  precisely  as 
tlie   reader   is   already  acquainted   with    them; 
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aftfr  which,  the  Colonel  turaed  round  to  his 
agent  and  inquireil  what  he  had  to  say  ia 
reply. 

"Tou  eaunot  expect,  Colonel  E  — ,"  ho 
replied,  "  that  with  such  a  multiplicity  of  bu'^i- 
ness  oa  my  hands,  I  oonld  remember,  after  a 
lapse  of  ten  years,  the  precise  state  of  this 
particular  case.  Perhaps  I  may  hare  some 
papers,  a  meniorand  im  or  so,  at  home,  that  may 
throw  light  pon  t  At  present  I  can  only  say, 
that  the  man  fa  le  1  n  1  s  reats,  I  ejected  him, 
and  put  a  1  ettcr  tcaint  a  hia  place.  I  cannot 
see  a  crime  a  tl  at 

"  Pkse  your  honor,"  replied  M'Evoy,  "  I  can 
prove  by  them  that's  standin'  to  the  fore  this 
minute,  as  wel!  as  by  this  written  Affidavit,  Sir, 
that  I  offered  him  the  full  rint,  havin',  at  the 
same  time,  as  God  is  my  judge,  ped  part  of  it 

"That  is  certainly  false— an  untrue  and  mali- 
cious statement,"  said  Carson.  "  I  bow  remem- 
ber that  the  cause  of  aiy  resentment— yes,  of  my 
just  resentment  agaiast  you,  was  jonr  reporting 
that  I  received  yonr  rent  and  withheld  your 
receipt." 
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"Then,"  observed  the  Colonel,  "there  haa 
been  inore  than  one  charge  of  that  nature  brought 
against  jou  ?  Ton  mentioned  another  to  me 
this  morning',  if  I  mistake  not." 

"I  have  made  my  oath,  jour  honor,  of  the 
thrnth  of  it ;  an'  liere  is  a  dacent  man.  Sir,  a 
I'rotestant,  that  lent  me  the  money,  an'  was 
present  when  I  offered  it  to  him.  Mr.  Smith, 
come  forrid,  Sir,  an'  spake  up  for  the  poor  man, 
as  you're  always  willin'  to  do." 

"  I  object  to  Ais  evidence,"  said  Carson:  "he 
is  my  open  enemy." 

"  I  am  jour  pnemy,  Mr.  Carson,  or  rather  the 
enemy  of  your  corruption  and  want  of  honesty," 
said  Smith:  "  but,  as  you  say,  an  open  one.  I 
scorn  to  say  behind  your  back  what  I  wouldn't 
say  to  your  face.  Eight  well  yoa  know  I 
was  present  when  he  tendered  yon  his  rent.  I 
lent  him  part  of  it.  But  why  did  yon  and  your 
bailiffs  tarn  him  out,  when  his  wife  was  on  her 
sickbed?  Allowing  that  he  could  not  pay  liis 
rent,  was  that  any  reason  you  should  do  so 
barbarous  an  act  as  to  drag  a  woman  from  her 
sick  bed,  and  she  at  the  point  of  death  ?  But 
we  know  your  reasons  for  it." 
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"  Gentlemen,"  said  tlie  Coloae!,  "pray  wliat 
character  do  M'Evoy  and  Smith  liere  bear  iii 
the  CQuntfj  V 

"  We  have  known  them  both  for  years  to  be 
honest,  conscientious  men,"  said  those  whom  he 
aldiessed  "such  is  their  character,  and  in  our 
op  mon  they  well  desei  ve  it " 

"God  bless  yon,  gmtlcmenl"  said  M'Eroy — 
"  God  bless  your  honors,  for  your  kind  wordsl 
I'm  sure,  for  my  own  part,  I  hope  I'll  always 
desarve  your  good  opinion,  although  hut  a  poor 
man  nam,  God  help  me  1" 

"  Pray,  who  occupies  the  farm  at  present,  Mr. 
Carson  ?  " 

"  The  man  I  mentioned  to  yon  this  morning, 
Sir.     His  name  is  Jackson," 

"  And  pray,  Mr.  Carson,  who  is  his  wife  ?  " 

"  Oh,  by  the  by.  Colonel,  that's  a  little  too 
close  I  I  see  the  gentlemen  smile  ;  but  they 
know  I  mast  beg  to  declino  answering  that 
question — not  that  it  matters  much.  We  have 
all  sown  our  wild  oats  in  our  time— myself  as 
well  as  another— ha,  ha,  ha!" 

"  The  fact,  under  other  circumstances,"  ob 
served    the    Colonel,    "  could    never    draw    sx 
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inqoiry  from  me  ;  but  as  it  is  coaneeted  with,  or 
probaUy  has  occasioned,  a  gross,  unfeeling,  and 
an  nnjust  act  of  ojjpression  towards  an  Lonest 
man,  I  therefore  alluded  to  it,  as  exliibiting  the 
motives  from  which  you  acted.  She  is  your  ille- 
gitimate daughter,  Sir!" 

"  She's  one  o'  the  baker's  dozen  o'  them,  plase 
your  honor,"  observed  a  humorous  little  Presby- 
terian, with  a  sarcastic  face,  and  sharp  northern 
accent  —  "for  fcth,  Sir,  for  my  part,  A  theuk 
he  hes  one  on  eyery  hill  head.  A'll  count,  your 
honor,  on  my  fingers  a  ronn'  half-dozen,  aall  on 
your  estate,  Sir,  featheriii  their  nests  as  fast  as 
they  can." 

"  Is  this  Jackson  a  good  tenant,  Mr.  Car- 
.  son  ?  " 

"  I  gave  you  his  character  this  morning.  Colo- 
nel B." 

"Hout,  Colonell"  said  the  Presbyterian,  "deil 
a  penny  rent  the  man  pays,  at  aall,  at  aall.  A'll 
swear  A  hev  it  from  Jackson's  own  lips.  He 
made  him  a  Bailey,  Sir;  he  suts  rent  free.  Ask 
the  man.  Sir,  for  his  receipts,  an'  A'll  warrant 
the  truth  will  como  out." 

"  I  have  secured  Jackson's  attendance,"  said 
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l!ie  Colonel :  "  let  him  be  called  in,"  The-man 
in  a  few  minutes  entered. 

"  Jackson,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  how  long  is  it 
since  yon  p^d  Mr.  Carson  here  any  rent  ?  " 

Jackson  looked  at  Carson  for  his  cue;  but  the 
Colonel  rose  up  indignantly:  "Fellowl"  he  pro- 
ceeded, "  if  yoa  tamper  with  me  a  single  moment, 
you  simll  find  Mr.  Carson  badly  able  to  protect 
you.  If  you  speak  falsehood,  be  it  at  yonr 
peril." 

"  By  Jing,  Sir,"  said  Jackson,  "  A'll  say 
nothin'  aginst  my  father-in-laa,  au'  A  don't  care 
who  teks  it  well  or  ull.    A  was  jlst  tekin  a  gun  * 

with  a  fren'  or  two — an'  d me,  A  say,  A'll 

stick  to  my  father-ln-laa,  for  be  hes  stuck  to 

"  You  appear  to  be  a  hardened  drunken 
wretch,"  observed  the  Colonel.  "  Will  you  be 
civil  enough  to  show  your  last  receipt  for  rent  ?" 

"  WuU  A  show  it  ?  A  dono  whether  A  wuU 
or  not,  nor  A  dono  whether  A  liev  it  or  not ; 
but  ef  aal  the  receipts  in  Europe  wur  burnt, 

d my  blood,  but  A'll  stick  to  my  father-in- 

laa." 
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"  Yoar  fatlier-in-law  may  be  proud  of  you," 
said  the  Colonel. 

"  By  li ,  A'U  back  jou  en  that,"  said  the 

fellow  nodding  his  head,  and  looking  round  him 
loiifidently.     "  By  h ,  A  say  that,  too ! " 

"And  I  am  sorry  to  be  compelled  to  add," 
continued  the  Colonel,  "that  you  maybe  equally 
proud  of  your  father-in-law." 

"  A  say,  right  aganc !     D rae,  bit  A'll 

back  that  too  1 "  and  he  nodded  confidently, 
and  looked  arolind  the  room  once  more.     "A 

wull ;   d my  blood,  bit  no  man  can   say 

agaiie  it.  A'm  married  to  his  daughther;  an', 
hj  the  snn  that  shines,  A'll  still  stan'  up  for  my 
father-in-laa," 

"Mr.  Carson,"  said  the  Colonel,  "can  you 
disprove  these  facts  ?  Can  you  show  that  you 
did  not  espe!  M'Evoy  from  his  farm,  and  put 
the  husband  of  your  illegitimate  daughter  into 
it?  That  you  did  not. receive  his  rent,  decline 
giving  him  a  receipt,  and  afterwards  compel  him 
to  pay  twice,  because  he  could  not  produce  the 
receipt  which  you  withheld  1 " 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Carson,  not  directly  reply- 
ing to  the  Colonel,  "there  is  a  base  conspiracy 
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g^ot  up  agaiDst  mo ;  and  I  can  perceive,  more- 
over, that  there  is  eridently  some  unaceoun table 
intention  on  the  part  of  Colonel  B.  to  insnlt  my 
feelings,  and  injure  my  character.  "When  paltry 
circumstances  that  have  occurred  above  ten 
years  ago,  are  raited  up  in  my  teeth,  I  have 
little  to  saj,  but  that  it  proves  how  very  badly 
off  the  Colonel  must  have  been  for  an  imputa- 
tion against  my  comluet  and  discretion  as  his 
agent,  since  he  finds  himself  compelled  to  bunt 
so  far  back  for  a  charge.'' 

"  That  is  by  no  means  the  heaviest  charge  I 
have  to  bring  against  jou,"  replied  the  CoIoueJ. 
"There  is  no  lack  of  them;  nor  shall  you  be 
able  to  complain  that  they  are  not  recent,  as  well 
as  of  longer  standing.  Your  conduct  in  the  case 
of  poor  honest  M'Evoy  here,  is  black  and  iniqui- 
tous. He  must  be  restored  to  his  farm,  but  by 
other  hands  than  yours,  and  that  rufSan  instantly 
espelled  from  it.  From  this  moment,  Sir,  you 
cease  to  be  my  agent.  You  have  betrayed  the 
confidence  I  reposed  in  yon ;  you  have  misled 
me  as  to  the  character  of  my  tenants;  yon  have 
beea  a  deceitful,  cringing,  conning,  seiSsli,  and 
rapacious  tyrant.     My  people  you  have  ground 
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to  dast;  my  property  yOQ  have  lessened  in  value 
nearly  one-half,  and  for  your  motives  in  doing 
this,  I  refer  you  to  certain  transaetioas  and  legal 
documents  ivhicli  pftsseiJ  between  us.  There  is 
nothing  cruel  or  mercenary  which  you  did  not 
practise,  in  order  to  enrich  yourself.  The  whole 
tenor  of  youv  conduct  is  before  me.  Tour  profli- 
gacy is  not  only  discovered,  but  already  proved; 
and  yoa  played  those  villauous  pranks,  I  sup- 
pose, because  I  have  been  mostly  an  Absentee. 
Do  not  think,  however,  that  you  shall  enjoy  the 
fruits  of  your  estortion  ?  I  will  place  the  eircum- 
stances,  and  the  proofs  of  the  respective  charges 
against  yon,  in  the  hands  of  my  solicitor,  and, 
by  the  sacred  lieaven  above  mcl  you  shall  dis- 
gorge the  fruita  of  your  rapacity.  My  good 
people,  I  shall  reraaiu  among  you  for  another 
fortnight,  during  which  time  I  intend  to  go 
through  my  estate,  and  set  everything  to  rights 
as  nell  as  I  can,  until  I  may  appoint  a  liumane 
and  feeling  gentleman  as  my  agent— such  a  otie 
OS  will  have,  at  least,  a  charatter  to  lose.  I  also 
take  this  opportunity  of  informing  yon,  that  in 
future  I  shall  visit  you  often,  will  redress  your 
grievances,  should  you  have  any  *o  complain  of. 
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and  will  give  sncli  assistance  to  the  honest  and 
industrious  amOEg  you — but  to  them  only— as  I 
trust  may  make  as  better  pleased  with  each 
otlier  than  we  have  fieea.  —  Do  not  you  go, 
M'Evoy,  until  I  speak  to  jou." 

During  these  observations  Carson  sat  with  a 
smile,  or  rather  a  Ruecr  upon  his  lips.  It  was 
the  sneer  of  a  purse-proud  TiUain,  confident  that 
his  wealth,  no  matter  how  ill-gotten,  was  still 
wealth,  and  worth  its  value. 

"  Colonel,"  said  he,  "  I  have  heard  all  you 
said,  bat  you  see  me  '  so  strong  in  honesty,'  that 
I  am  not  moved.  In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks 
I  ehal!  have  purchased  an  estate  of  my  own, 
wHiA  I  will  manage  differently,  for  my  fortune  is 
made,  Sii'.  I  intend  also  to  give  np  my  other 
agencies:  I  am  rather  old,  and  must  retire  to 
enjoy  a  little  of  the  otium  cum  dtgntlate.  I  wish 
you  all  good  morningl " 

Tiie  Colonel  turned  away  in  abhorrence,  but 
disdained  any  reply. 

"  A  say,  Sam,"  said  the  Presbyterian,  "  bring 
your  son-indaa  wath  yon." 

"  An'  A  say  that  too,"  exclaimed  the  dmnken 
ruffiau— "  A  say  that;  Ado.     A'ln  married  to 
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his  daughter ;  an'  A  say  stull,  that  d n  my 

blood,  bit  A'll  stick  to  my  father-in-laal  That's 
the  point  1" — and  again  he  nodded  his  head,  and 
looked  round  him  with  a  drunken  swagger:  — 
"A'll  stick  to  my  father-in-laa!  A'll  do  that; 
feth,  A  wall  1"* 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  inform  the  reader, 
that  the  Colonel's  address  to  Carson  soon  got 
among  the  assembled  tenantry,  and  a  vehement 
ToUey  of  groans  and  hisses  followed  the  dis- 
carded agent  up  the  street. 

"  Ha  !  bad  luck  to  yon  for  an  ould  villain  1 
Ton  were  made  to  hear  on  the  deaf  side  o'  yonr 
head  at  lastl  Tou  may  take  the  black  wool  out 
o'  your  ears,  now,  you  rip!  The  cnes  an'  curses 
o'  the  widows  an'  orphans  that  yon  made  and 
oppressed,  has  ris  up  agm  you  at  the  long  run  ! 
Hal  you  be^ariy  nagerl  maybe  you'll  make  us 
neglect  our  own  work  to  do  youis  agml  Go  an' 
gather  the  dhry  cow-cakes,  yon  misert,  an'  bring 
them  home  in  your  pocket,  to  throw  on  the  dnng- 
hilll" 

"  Do  yott  remimlier  the  day,"  said  others, 
"  you  met  Mr.  M.  aa'  you  goin'  up  the  street 

•  This  dialect  in  local. 
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wid  a  cake  of  it  in  your  fists,  undlier  yonr 
shabby  skirts ;  an'  whin  the  gintlcman  wint  to 
shake  hands  wid  you,  how  he  discovered  your 
maneness  ?  Three  groans  for  Tallow  Sam,  the 
extortioner  I  A  short  coorse  to  him  !  Your 
corner's  warm  for  you,  yon  Yillainl  " 

"But  now,  boys,  for  the  Colonel!"  they  ex- 
claimed.—"  Huzza  for  noble  Colonel  B ,  the 

rale  Irish  gintleman,  that  wouldn't  sec  his  ten- 
ants put  upon  by  a  Tillain  I  —  Hnzza  I  Hell 
resave  yees,  shout  I  Huzza  I  Huzza  I  Huzza  I 
IIuz — ■  tundher-an'-ounze,  my  voice  is  cracked  1 
Where's  his  coach  ? — whcre's  his  honor's  coach  ? 
Come,  boys,  out  wid  it  1 — out  wid  it  I  Tatther- 
ution  to  yees,  cornel  We'll  dhraw  it  to  the  disil, 
to  liell,  an'  bacli  agin,  if  it  plasea  iiiml     Sncecss 

to  Colonel  E 1     Blood-an-turf !  what 'II  we 

do   for  a  figiit  I      Long  life  to  nohle  Colonel 

B -,  the  poor  man's  friendl— long  life  to  him 

for  ever  an'  a  day  longerl  Whool  my  darlinsi 
Huzza!"  &c. 

The  warm  interest  which  the  Colonel  took  ia 
M'Evoy'a  behalf,  was  looked  upon  by  the  other 
tenants  as  a  guarantee  of  his  sincerity  in  all  he 
promised.     Their  enthusiasm  knew  no  bounds. 
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They  got  oQt  his  carriage  from  the  Ino-yard,  and 
drew  it  through  the  town,  though  the  Colonel 
himself,  beyond  the  fact  of  their  shouting,  re- 
mained quite  ignorant  of  what  was  going  forward. 

After  Carson's  departure,  the  Colonel's  friends, 
having  been  fii-st  asked  to  dine  with  him  at  the 
inn,  also  took  their  leaye,  and  none  remained 
but  M'Evoy,  who  waited  with  pleasing  anxiety 
to  hear  what  the  Colonel  proposed  to  say — for 
be  felt  certain  that  it  would  be  agreeable. 

"  M'Eroy,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  I  am  trnly  sorry 
for  what  you  have  suffered  through  the  villany  of 
my  t^ent;  but  I  will  give  you  redress,  and  allow 
you  for  what  you  have  lost  by  the  tranoactiou 
It  is  true,  as  I  have  been  lately  toll  1  y  a  p  on 
who  pleaded  jour  cause  ol  1  and  eloqn  tly 
that  I  can  never  repay  to  fo  \sla.t  )o  hi  g 
suffered.  Ifowevcr,  wh  t  e  an  wo  w  11  do 
You  are  poor,  I  undcrsta   1 

"God  he  sees  that,  S  and  ffl  tel  t  o 
plase  your  honor." 

"Afflicted?     How  is  that?" 

"I  had  a  son.  Sir — a  blessed  boyi  a  darlin' 
boy! — once  onr  comfort,  an'  once  we  thought 
he'd  be  our  pride  an'  our  staff,  but " — 
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The  poor  maD's  tears  here  flowed  fast ;  he 
took  up  the  skirt  of  his  "  Cotha  More,"  or 
great-coat,  and,  after  wiping  his  eyes,  and  clear- 
ing his  Toice,  proceeded : — 

"  He  was  alivaj's,  os  I  said,  a  hlessed  boy,  and 
we  looked  up  to  him  always,  Sir.  He  saw  our 
poverty,  your  honor,  aa'  he  felt  it.  Sir,  keen 
enough,  indeed,  God  help  him  1  IIow-anMver, 
he  took  it  on  him  to  go  up  to  Mmister,  Sir, 
undlier  hopes  of  raisin'  us — \indher  the  Jiopes, 
poor  child — an'  God  knows.  Sir, — if — oh,  Jem- 
my avourneen  machree!— I  doabt — I  douht  you 
sank  undher  wliat  proved  too  many  for  you!— 
I  doubt  my  child's  dead.  Sir— him  that  all  our 
hearts  wor  fixed  upon;  and  if  that 'ud  happen 
to  be  the  case,  nothin'— not  even  your  kindness 
in  doin'  us  justice,  coald  make  us  hnppy.  We 
would  rather  beg  wid  him.  Sir,  nor  liave  the 
best  in  the  world  widout  him.  His  poor  young 
heart,  Sir,  was  fixed  upon  the  place  your  honor 
is  restoriu'  to  ns;  on'  I'm  afeard  his  mother,  Sir, 
would  break  her  heart  if  she  thought  ho  couldn't 
share  our  good  fortune  1  And  we  don't  know 
wJiether  he's  lirln'  or  deadi  That,  Sir,  is  what's 
aiHictin'  us.     I  had  some  notion  of  goiu'  to  look 
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for  him ;  l)Ut  lie  tould  us  ho  would  never  write, 
01'  let  us  hear  from  him,  till  he'd  be  either  one 
tiling  or  other." 

"  I  can  tell  you,  for  your  satisfaction,  that 
your  son  is  well,  M'Evoy.  Believe  me,  he  is 
ivell— I  know  it." 

"Well  !  Before  God,  docs  your  honor  spake 
truth  ?  Well !  Oh,  Sir,  for  His  sake  that  died 
for  MS,  an'  for  the  sake  of  his  blessed  mother, 
can  you  tel!  me  is  my  darlhi'  son  alive  ?  " 

"  He  is  living  ;  is  in  excellent  health  ;  is  as 
well  dressed  as  I  am ;  and  has  friends  as  rich 
and  as  capable  of  assisting  him  as  myself.  But 
how  is  this  ?  Wliat's  the  matter  with  you  ? 
You  are  pale  I  Good  God!  Here,  waiter! 
Waiter  I  Waiter,  I  say! " 

The  Colonel  rang  the  bell  violently,  and  two 
or  three  waiters  entered  at  the  same  moment. 

"  Bring  a  little  wine  and  water,  one  of  you, 
and  let  the  other  two  remove  this  man  to  the 
open  window.  Be  quick.  What  do  you  stare 
at?" 

In  a  few  minutes  the  old  n^an  recovered,  and 
nntying  the  narrow  coarse  cravat  which  he  wore, 
wiped  the  perspiration  off  his  piile  face. 
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"  Pray,  don't  be  too  much  affeett,d "  -^a  1 
the  Colonel.  "Waiter  biiig  up  refreshmfi  t — 
bring  wine— be  quiet  and  calm — jou  aiei^eili 
poor  fellow — but  we  will  strengthen  T)u  ij 
and-by." 

"  I  am  wake,  Sir,"  he  replied  foi  God  help 
us !  this  was  a  hard  year  upon  us  and  we  suffer 
ed  what  few  coald  bear  Butheslivin  Ccbnel 
Ourdarlin'islivin'I  Oh  Colonel  jtur  kii  dne^s 
went  to  my  heart  this  day  afore  b  it  tl  at  wis 
nothin' — he's  livin'  an  well'  On  my  tiio  knees 
before  God,  I  thank  yon  for  them  words  1  I 
thank  you  a  thousand  an'  a  thousand  times  more 
for  them  words,  nor  for  what  your  honor  did 
about  Yallow  Sam," 

"Get  iip,"said  the  Colonel — "get  up.  The 
proceedings  of  the  day  have  produced  a  revulsion 
of  feeling  which  has  rendered  you  incapable  of 
sustaining  intelligence  of  your  son.  He  is  well, 
1  assure  you.  Bring  those  things  to  this  table, 
waiter." 

"  But  can  your  honor  tell  roe  anything  in  par- 
ticular about  him.  Sir  ?  What  he's  doln'— or 
what  he  intends  to  do  ?" 

"Yes!  he  is  at  a  respectable  boarding-school." 
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"Boordia'-school!  But  isn't  boordin'-schools 
Protestants,  Sir  ?" 

"Not  at  all;  he  ia  at  a  Catholic  boardiag'- 
Bcliool,  and  reading  hard  to  be  a  priest,  which,  I 
hope,  he  will  soon  be.  He  has  good  frieuds,  and 
you  may  thank  him  for  being  restored  to  your 
farm." 

"  Glory  be  lo  my  Maker  for  that!  Oh,  Sir, 
YOar  tenants  wor  desaved  in  youl  They  thought. 
Sir,  that  you  wor  a  hard-hearted  gintleman,  that 
didn't  care  whether  they  lived  or  died." 

"I  feel  that  I  neglected  them  too  long, 
M'ETOy.  Now  take  some  refreshment ;  eat 
something,  and  afterwards  drink  a  few  glasses  of 
wine.  Your  feelings  have  been  muck  excited, 
and  you  will  be  the  better  for  it.  Keep  up  your 
spu-its.  I  am  going  to  ride,  and  must  lea?e  you: 
but  if  you  call  on  me  to-morrow,  at  one  o'clock, 
I  shall  have  more  good  news  for  you.  We  must 
stock  your  farm,  and  enable  jou  to  enter  upon  it 
creditahly." 

"  Sir,"  said  M'Evoy,  "  yon  are  a  Protestant; 
but,  as  I  hope  to  enther  glory,  I  an'  my  wife  an' 
childhre  will  pray  tifat  your  bed  may  be  made 
in  heaven,  this    night ;   and  that  your   honor 
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may  be  led  io  see  tlie  truth  an'  tlio  right 
coorse." 

The  Colonel  then  left  him ;  and  the  simple 
man,  on  lookiug  at  the  cold  meat,  bread,  and 
wine  before  him,  raised  his  hands  and  eyes  to 
wards  heayen,  to  thank  God  for  his  goodness, 
and  to  invoke  a  blessing  upon  his  noble  and 
mnnificent  henefactor. 

But  how  shall  we  describe  the  feelings  of  his 
family,  when,  after  returning  home,  he  related 
the  occnrrences  of  that  day.  The  severe  a.nd 
pressing  exigences  nnder  which  they  labored  had 
prevented  his  sons  from  attending  the  investiga- 
tion that  was  to  take  place  in  town.  Their  ex- 
pectations, however,  were  raised,  and  they  looked 
out  with  intense  anxiety  for  the  return  of  their 
father. 

At  length,  be  was  seen  coming  slowly  np  the 
hill ;  the  spades  were  thrown  aside,  and  the 
whole  family  assembled  to  hear  "  what  was 
done." 

Tlie  father  entered  in  silence,  sat  down,  and 
after  wiping  his  brow,  and  laying  down  his  hat, 
placing  his  staff  across  it  upon  the  floor  he  drew 
his  breath  deeply. 
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"  Dominick,"  said  the  wife,  "what  news? 
What  was  done  ?" 

" Vara," replied  Domluiek,  "do  you  reraimber 
the  day — fair  and  handsome  you  wor  then— 
when  I  first  kissed  your  lips,  as  my  own  darlin' 
wife  V 

"  Ah,  avonrneen,  Dominiek,  don't  spake  of 
tliem  times.  The  happiness  we  had  then  is  long 
gone,  acushla,  in  one  sense." 

"It's  before  me  like  yestherday.  Vara, — the 
delight  that  went  through  my  heart,  jist  as  clear 
as  yestherday,  or  the  blessed  sun  that's  shinin' 
through  the  broken  windy  on  the  floor  there.  I 
remimber.  Vara,  saying  to  yon  that  day — I  don't 
know  whether  you  remimber  it  or  not— bnt  I 
remimber  eajin'  to  yon,  that  if  I  lived  a  thou- 
sand years,  I  could  never  feel  sich  happiness  as 
I  did  when  I  first  pressed  you  to  my  heart  as 
my  own  wife." 

"Well,  bnt  we  want  to  hear  whal;  happened, 
Dominiek,  anchors." 

"  Do  you  remimber  the  words,  Vara  ?" 

"Och!  I  do,  avourneen.  Didn't  they  go  iiUo 
my  lieart  at  the  time,  an'  how  conld  I  forget  them  ? 
But  I  can't  bear,  somehow,  to  look  back  at  what 
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we  wor  then,  bekase  I  fee!  my  heart  hrakia', 
acushla!" 

"  Well,  Vara,  look  at  me.  Amn't  I  a  poor 
wasted  cratliur  now,  in  comparishment  to  what 
I  was  thin  ?" 

"God  he  sees  the  change  that's  in  you  liarlin' 1 
But  Bure  'twasn't  jour  faa't,  or  mine  either, 
Domiuick,  avUlish!'' 

"  Well,  Vara,  you  see  mo  now — Fm  happiof — 
before  God,  I'm  happier — happier,  a  thousand 
degrees,  than  I  was  thiiil  Come  to  my  arms, 
aathore  ma^hree— my  heart's  brcakin' — but  it's 
wid  happiness— don't  be  frightened^ — it's  Tvid  joy 
I'm  sheddin'  these  tears — it's  wid  happiness  and 
delight  I'm  cryin'!  Jemmy  is  livin',  an'  well, 
ehildhre — he's  livin'  an'  well.  Vara — the  star  of 
onr  hearts  is  livin',  an'  well,  an'  happy!  Kneel 
down,  ehildhre — kneel  down!  Bend  before  the 
great  God,  an'  thank  him  for  his  kindness  to 
your  blessed  brother^ — to  onr  blessed  son.  Bless 
the  Colonel,  ehildhre ;  bless  bun  whin  you're 
down,  Protestant  an'  all,  as  he  is.  Oh,  bless 
him  as  if  you  prayed  for  myself,  or  for  Jemmy, 
that's  far  away  from  usi" 

He  paused  for  a  few  minutes,  bent  his  head 
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npoa  hU  hands  as  he  knelt  in  ^application  at  the 
chair,  then  resamed  Lis  seat,  as  did  the  whole 
family,  deeply  affected, 

"Now,  childhre,"  said  he,  "I'll  tell  jez  all; 
bat  don't  any  of  yon  be  so  poor  a  erathnr  as  I 
was  to-day.  Bear  it  mild  an'  asy,  Vara,  aeuslila, 
for  I  know  it  will  take  a  start  oat  of  yon.  Sure 
we're  to  go  back  to  onr  own  oald  farm !  Ay,  an' 
what's  more— oh,  God  of  heaven,  bless  himl — 
what's  more,  the  Colonel  is  to  stock  it  for  us, 
an' to  help  ns;  an' what  is  more,  Yallow  Sam  is 

"Out!"  they  exclaimed:  "Jemmy  well,  an' 
Tallow  Sam  outi     Oh,  father,  snroly" 

"  Now  behave,  I  say.  Ay,  and  never  to  come 
in  again!     But  who  do  you  think  got  hun  out?" 

"Who? — why  God  he  knows.  Who  could 
get  him  out  ?" 

"Our  son,  Vara — onr  son,  childhre:  Jemmy 
got  him  out,  an  got  ourselves  hack  to  our  farml 
I  had  it  partly  from  the  iioljle  Colonel's  own 
lips,  an'  the  remainder  from  Mr.  Moutray,  that 
I  met  on  my  way  home.  But  there's  more  to 
come:— sure  Jemmy  has  friends  aqnil  to  the 
Colonel  himself:    an'  sure  he's  at    a  Catholic 
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Ijoorciin'-scliooJ,  amoDg  gintlemen's  childlire,  an' 
in  a  sliort  time  he'ii  be  a  priest  in  full  ordhers." 

We  here  draw  a  Teil  over  the  delight  of 
the  family.  Questions  upon  questions,  replies 
upon  replies,  siftiug  and  cross-examinations,  foi- 
loivod  in  rapid  succession,  until  all  was  Itnown 
that  the  worthy  man  had  to  commnnicate. 

Anothev  simple  scene  followed,  which,  as  an 
Irishman,  I  write  with  sgrrow.  When  the  joy  of 
the  family  had  somewhat  subsided,  the  father  put 
his  hand  in  his  coat-pocket,  pulled  out  several 
lir^e  slices  of  mutton 

Abrg  wil  all  ch Idhre  sail  he  the 
Colonel  ordherel  me  my  dinner  I  ate  j  iinty 
myself  an  =1!  pi  ed  these  slices  in  my  pocket  for 
yon  but  the  devil  1  one  o  me  knows  nhit  kind 
o  mat«  ft  IS.  An  I  got  wine,  too!  Oh! — 
Well,  they  may  talk,  but  wine  is  the  dhrink! 
Bring  me  the  onld  knife,  till  I  make  a  fair  divide 
of  it  'Smong^je.  Musha,  what  kind  0'  mate  can  it 
be,  for  myself  doesn't  remimber  atjn'  any  sort,  bar- 
rin'  bacon,  an'  a  bit  0'  slink-veal  of  an  odd  time  ?" 

They  all  ate  it  with  an  experienced  air  of 
sagacity  that  was  rather  amusing.  None,  how- 
ever, had  ever  tasted  mutton  before,  and  con- 
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Eequentlj  the  name  of  the  meat  remaiDcd,  on 
tliat  occasion,  a  profound  secret  to  M'Bvoy  and 
bis  family.*  It  is  true,  they  supposed  it  to  be 
mutton;  but  not  one  of  thom  could  pronounce 
it  to  be  Buch,  from  any  positive  knowledge  of  ita 
peculiar  flavor. 

"  Well,"  said  Dominick,  "  it's  no  matther  wliat 
the  name  of  it  is,  in  regard  that  it's  good  mate, 
any  way,  for  them  that, lias  enougii  of  it." 

With  a  fervent  heart  and  streaming  eyes 
did  this  vii'tnons  family  offer  up  their  grateful 
■  prayere  to  that  God  whose  laws  they  had  not 
knowingly  violated,  and  to  whose  providence 
tbey  owed  bo  macb.  Kor  was  their  benefactor 
forgotten.  The  strength  and  energy  of  the  Irisb 
language,  being  that  in  wbich  the  peasantry 
usually  pray,  were  well  adapted  to  express  the 
deptli  of  their  gratitude  towards  a  man  who  had, 
as  they  said,  "  humbled  himself  to  look  into 
tbeir  wants,  as  if  he  was  like  one  o^tjiemselvesl" 

For  upwards  of  ten  years  tbey  bad  not  gone 
to  bed  free  from  the  heaviness  of  care,  or  the 
wasting  grasp  of  poverty.     Kow  their   hearth 
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was  once  more  san'ounded  by  peace  and  con- 
tentment; their  burtliens  were  removed,  theli 
pulses  beat  freely,  and  the  language  of  happi- 
ness again  was  heard  under  their  humble  roof. 
Even  sleep  could  not  repress  the  vivacity  of  tlieir 
enjoy  men  ts:  they  dreamt  of  their  brother — for 
ia  the  Irisli  heart  tlie  domestic  affections  hold 
the  first  place;— they  dreamt  of  the  farm  to 
which  tliose  affections  had  so  long  yearned. 
They  trod  it  again  as  its  legitimate  possessors. 
Its  fields  were  brighter,  its  com  waved  with 
softer  murmurs  to  the  breeze,  its  harvests  were 
richer,  and  the  song  of  their  harvest  home  more 
cheerful  than  before.  Their  delight  was  tumultu- 
ous, but  intense;  and  when  they  arose  in  the 
morning  to 

A  sober  certtdnty  of  waking  bliBs, 
they  again  knelt  in  woi-ship  to  God  with  exulting 
hearts,  and  again  offered  up  their  sincere  prayers 
in  behalf  of  the  just  man  who  had  asserted  their 
rights  against  the  oppressor. 

Colonel  B.  was  a  man  who,  without  having 
been  aware  of  it,  possessed  an  excellent  capacity 
for  business.  The  neglect  of  his  property  re- 
sulted not  from  want  of  feeling,  bnt  merely  from 
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want  of  consideration.  Tliere  had  morpcer 
been  no  precedent  for  him  to  follow.  He  had 
Been  no  Irishman  of  rank  ever  bestow  a  mo- 
ment's attention  on  his  tenantry.  They  had 
been,  for  the  most  part,  absentees  like  himself, 
and  felt  satisfied  if  they  succeeded  in  receiving 
their  half-yearly  remittance  in  due  course,  with- 
out ever  reflecting  for  a  moment  upon  the  situar 
tion  of  those  from  whom  it  was  drawn. 

Kay,  what  was  more — he  had  not  seen  eren 
the  resident  gentry  enter  into  the  state  and 
circumstances  of  thaie  who  lived  upon  their 
property.  It  was  a  mere  accident  that  de- 
termined him  to  become  acquainted  with  his 
tenants;  but  no  sooner  iiad  he  seen  his  duty, 
and  corae  to  the  resolution  of  performing  it, 
than  tiie  deci'.ion  of  his  character  became  ap- 
parent. It  is  true,  that,  witliin  the  last  few 
years,  the  Irish  landlords  have  advanced  in 
knowledge.  Many  of  them  have  introduced 
more  improved  systems  of  agriculture,  and  in- 
structed their  tenants  in  the  best  methods  of 
applying  them;  bnt  daring  the  time  of  which  we 
write,  an  Irish  landlord  only  saw  bis  tenants 
when  canvassmg  them  for  their  votes,  and  in- 
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structing  them  m  dishonesty  and  pprjury  not 
reflecting  that  he  was  then  teaching  them  to 
prictise  the  arts  of  diasimulition  and  fraud 
ogamvt  himself  This  was  the  late  lystem  let 
h"  hope  that  it  will  be  Buperbeded  by  a  better 
one,  and  that  a  landlord  will  think  it  a  duty 
but  neither  a  trouble  nor  a  condescension  to 
look  into  hit,  own  affairs  and  keep  an  eye  u|  on 
the  morals  and  habits  of  his  tenantry. 

The  Colonel,  as  he  Lad  said,  remained  more 
than  a  fortnight  upon  his  estate  ;  and,  as  he 
oft«n  declared  since,  the  recollections  arising  from 
the  good  which  he  performed  during  that  brief 
period,  rendered  it  the  portion  of  hia  past  hie 
upon  which  he  coald  look  with  most  'satisfaction 
He  did  not  leaye  the  country  till  he  'jiw  M  Evoy 
and  his  family  restored  to  their  farm,  and  once 
more  independent ;— until  he  had  redressed 
every  well  founded  complaints,  secured  the  affec- 
tions of  those  who  had  before  detested  him,  and 
diffused  peace  and  comfOTt  amongst  eyery  family 
upon  his  estate.  From  thenceforth  he  watched 
the  iuterests  of  hie  tenants,  and  soon  found  that 
in  promoting  their  welfare,  and  instructing  them 
in  their  duties,  he  was  more  bis  own  benefactor 
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tlian  theirs.  Before  many  years  had  ekfsed, 
his  property  was  wonderfully  improyed;  he  hirn- 
self  was  called  the  "  Lucky  Landlord,"  "  bekase," 
said  the  people,  "  ever  since  he  spoke  to,  an' 
advised  his  tenants,  we  find  that  it's  ludit/  to 
to  live  undhor  him.  The  people  has  heart  to 
work  wid  a  gintle  that  won't  grind  them;  sm'  so 
sign's  on  it,  every  one  tlirives  upon  his  land;  an' 
dang  my  hones,  bnt  I  believe  a  rotten  stick  'nd 
grow  on  it,  set  in  case  it  was  thried." 

In  sooth,  his  popularity  became  prorerhial; 
but  it  is  probable,  that  not  even  his  jnstice  and 
humanity  contributed  so  much  to  this,  as  the 
vigor  with  which  he  prosecuted  his  suit  against 
"Yallow  Sam,"  whom  he  compelled  literaKj  to 
"disgorge"  the  fruits  of  his  heartless  extortion. 
This  worthy  agent  died  soon  after  his  disgrace, 
without  any  legitimate  issue;  and  his  property, 
which  amounted  to  about  fifty  thonsand  pounds, 
is  now  inherited  by  a  gentleman  of  the  strictest 
honor  and  integrity.  To  this  day  his  memory  is 
detested  by  the  people,  who,  with  that  bitterness 
by  which  they  stigmatise  a  villain,  have  erected 
him  into  a  standard  of  dishonesty.  If  a  man 
become  remarkable  for  want  of  principle,  they 
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usually  eay — "he's  as  great  a  rogue  as  Yallow 
Sam;"  or,  "he  is  the  greatest  sconee  that  ever 
was  in  the  country,  harrin'  Yailow  Sam." 

We  now  dismiss  bim,  and  request  our  readers, 
at  the  same  time,  not  to  suppose  that  we  have 
held  him  up  as  a  portrait  of  Irish 'agents  in 
genera!.  Ou  the  contrary,  we  believe  that  they 
constitute  a  most  respectable  class  of  men,  who 
have  certainly  very  difficult  duties  to  perform. 
The  Irish  landlords,  we  are  happy  to  say,  taught 
by  experience,  have,  for  the  moat  part,  both  seen 
and  felt  the  necessity  of  appointing  gentlemen  of 
property  to  Bituatioiis  so  very  important,  and 
which  require  so  much  patience,  consideration, 
and  humanity,  in  those  who  fill  them.  We  trust 
they  will  persevere  in  this  plan;*  but  we  can  as- 
sure them,  that  all  the  virtues  of  the  best  agent 
can  never  compensate,  in  the  opinion  of  the  peo- 
ple, for  neglect  in  the  "Head  Landlord,"  One 
visit  or  act,  even  of  nominal  kindness,  from  kim, 
will  at  any  time  produce  more  attachment  and 
gratitude  among  them,  than-  a  whole  life  spent  in 

•  Thia  tale.haa  beeo  written  naarly  twelve  years,  but  the 
author  deejilj  regreta  tliat  the  Iriah  Jnndlotda  have  disenti- 
tled thomsoWes  to  the  faTorable  notice  taken  of  them  in  the 
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good  offices  bj  an  ageut.  Like  Sterne's  French 
Beggar,  tliey  would  prefer  a  pinch  of  snuff  from 
the  one,  to  a  gninea  from  the  other.  The  agent 
only  renders  them  a  favor,  but  the  Head  Land- 
lord does  them  an  honor. 

Colonel  B.,  immediately  after  his  return  homo, 
sent  for  Mr.  O'Brien,  who  waited  on  him  with 
a  greater  degree  of  curiosity  than  perhaps  he 
had  ever  felt  before.  The  Colonel  smiled  as  he 
extended  his. hand  to  him, 

"  Mr.  O'Brien,"  said  he,  "  I  knew  you  would 
feel  anxious  to  hear  the  result  of  my  visit  to 
the  estate  which  this  man  with  the  nickname 
managed  for  me." 

"  Maiiaged,  Sir  ?     Did  you  say  managed  ?" 
"  I  spoke  in  the  past  time,  O'Brien :  he  is  out." 
"  Then  your  proKgSs  story  was  correct,  Sir  1" 
"True  to  a  tittle.     O'Brien,  there  is  some- 
thing extraordinary  in  that  hoy;  otherwise,  how 
could  it  happen  that  a  sickly,  miserable-looking 
creature,  absolutely  in  tatters,  could  have  im- 
pressed us  both  so  strongly  with  a  sense  of  the 
injustice  done  ten  years  ago  to  his  father  ?    It  is, 
'ndeed,  remarkable." 
"  The  hoy,  Colonel,  deeply  felt  that  act  of 
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iojastice,  aad  the  expression  of  it  came  home 
to  the  heart." 

"  I  hove  restored  his  father,  however.  The 
poor  man  and  his  family  are  once  more  happy. 
I  liave  stoclied  their  old  farm  for  them;  in  fact, 
they  now  enjoy  comfort  and  independence." 

"  I  am  giad,  Sir,  that  you  have  done  them  jus- 
tice. That  act,  alone,  will  go  far  to  redeem  your 
character  from  the  odium  which  the  conduct  of 
your  agent  was  calculated  to  throw  upon  it." 

"  There  is  not  probably  in  Ireland  a  land- 
lord so  popular  as  I  am  this  moment — at  least 
among  my  tenants  on  that  property.  Restoring 
M'Evoy,  however,  is  but  a'  sniall  part  of  what  I 
have  done.  Carson's  pranks  were  incredible. 
He  was  a  rack-renter  of  the  first  water.  A 
person  named  Brady  had  paid  him  twenty-fiTe 
guineas  as  a  douceur — in  other  words,  as  a  bribe 
— for  renewing  a  lease  for  him;  yet,  after  having 
received  the  money,  he  kept  the  poor  man  dan- 
gling after  him,  and  at  length  told  him  that  he 
was  offered  a  larger  sum  by  another.  In  some 
cases  he  kept  back  the  receipts,  and  made  the 
poor  people  pay  twice,  which  was  still  more 
iniquitous.     Then,  Sir,  he  would  not  take  bank 
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notes  ia  payment.  No;  he  was  so  wonderfnlly 
conscieutions,  and  so  zealously  pnnctual,  in  falfill- 
ing  my  wisAes,  as  he  told  them  on  the  subject, 
that  nothing  would  pass  in  payment  but  gold. 
This  gn!d,  Sir,  they  were  compelled  to  receive 
from  himself,  at  a  most  oppressive  premium;  bo 
that  he  actually  fleeced  them  under  my  name,  in 
every  conceivable  manner  and  form  of  villany. 
He  ia  a  usurer,  too;  and,  I  am  told,  worth  forty 
or  fifty  thousand  pounds:  but,  thank  heavcnl  he 
is  no  longer  an  agent  of  mine." 

"  It  gives  me  sincere  pleasure,  Sir,  that  you 
have  at  length  got  correct  habits  of  thinking 
upon  your  duties  as  an  Irish  landlord;  for,  be- 
lieve me.  Colonel  B.,  as  a  subject  involving  a 
great  portion  of  national  happiness  or  national 
misery,  it  is  entitled  to  the  deepest  and  most 
serious  consideration,  not  only  of  the  class  to 
whicb  you  belong,  but  of  the  legislature.  Some- 
thing should  be  done,  Sir,  to  improve  the  con- 
dition of  the  poorer  classes.  A  rich  country  and 
poor  inhabitants  is  an  anomaly;  and  whatever  is 
done  should  be  prompt  and  effectual.  If  the 
Irish  landlords  looked  directly  iiito  the  state  of 
their  tenantry,  and  set  themselves  vigorously  tf 
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th«  task  of  hetteritig  their  circumstances,  they 
would,  I  am  certain,  establish  the  tranquiliity 
and  happiness  of  the  country  at  large.  The 
gre-'t  secret,  Colonel,  of  the  dissensions  that 
prevail  among  us  is  the  porerty  of  the  people. 
They  are  poor,  and  therefore  the  more  easily 
wrought  uptooutrage;  they  are  poor,  and  think 
that  any  change  must  be  for  the  better ;  they  are 
not  only  poor,  but  imaginative,  and  the  fittest 
recipients  for  those  vague  speculations  by  which 
they  are  deluded.  Let  their  condition  be  im- 
proved, and  tlie  most  fertile  source  of  popular 
tumult  and  crime  is  closed.  Let  them  be  taught 
hvw  to  labor;  let  them  not  be  bowed  to  the 
earth  by  rents  so  far  above  the  real  value  of 
their  lands.  The  pernicious  maxims  which  float 
among  them  must  be  refuted — cut  by  theory, 
but  by  practicai  lessons  performed  before  their 
eyes  for  their  own  advantage.  Let  them  be 
taught  how  to  discriminate  between  their  real 
interests  and  their  prejudices  ;  and  none  can 
teach  them  all  this  so  effectually  as  their  land- 
[orda,  if  they  could  be  roused  from  their  apathy, 
and  induced  to  undertake  the  task.  Who  ever 
saw  a  poor  nation  without  great  crimes?" 
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"Very  trne,  O'Brien;  quite  trne.  I  am  re- 
solved to  inspect  personally  the  condition  of 
those  who  reside  on  my  other  estates.  But  now 
about  onr  protig&l    How  is  he  doing  ?" 

"  Extremely  well.  I  have  had  a  letter  from 
him  a  few  days  ago,  in  which  ho  alludes  to  the 
interest  you  have  taken  in  himself  and  his 
family,  with  a  depth  of  feeling  trnly  affecting.'" 

"  When  you  write  to  him,  let  him  know  that 
I  have  placed  his  father  in  his  old  farm;  and 
that  Carson  is  ont.  Say  I  am  sure  he  will  con- 
duct himself  properly,  in  which  case  I  charge 
myself  with  his  expenses  until  he  shall  have 
accomplished  his  purpose.  After  that  he  may 
work  his  own  way  through  life,  and  I  hdve  no 
doubt  but  ho  will  do  it  well  and  honorably." 

Colonel  B 's  pledge  on  this  occasion  was 

nobly  redeemed.  Our  hnmble  hero  parsaed  his 
studies  with  zeal  and  success  In  duf  time  he 
entered  Maynooth,  where  he  distinguished  him- 
self not  simply  for  smartness  as  a  student,  but 
OS  a  young  man  possessed  of  a  mind  far  above 
the  common  order.  During  all  this  time  nothing 
oecarred  x^orthy  of  particular  remark,  exofjit 
that,  in  fulfliiment  of  his  former  vow,  he  never 
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wrote  to  any  of  his  frieods ;  for  the  reader 
should  have  been  toW,  tbat  this  was  origiually 
comprehended  in  the  determination  he  had 
formed.  He  received  ordination  at  the  hands 
of  his  friend  the  Bishop,  whom  we  have  already 
introduced  to  the  reader,  and  on  the  same  day 
he  was  appointed  by  that  genlleman  to  a  curacy 
in  his  own  parish.  The  Colonel,  whose  regard 
for  him  never  cooled,  presented  him  with  fifty 
pounds,  togetlier  witli  a  horse,  saddle,  and  bri- 
dle ;  so  that  he  fomid  himself  in  a  capacity  to 
enter  upon  his  duties  in  a  decent  and  becoming 
manner.  Another  circamstance  that  added  con- 
siderably to  his  satisfaction,  was  the  appointment 
of  Mr.  O'Brien  to  a  parish  adjoining  that  of  the 
Bisliop.  James's  afBictions  had  been  the  means 
of  bringing  the  merits  of  that  excellent  maa 
before  his  spiritual  superior,  who  became  much 
attached  to  him,  and  availed  himself  of  the  ear- 
liest opportunity  of  rewarding  his  unobtrusive 
piety  and  benevolence. 

No  sooner  was  his  ordination  completed,  than 
the  long  suppressed  yearnings  after. his  home  and 
kindred  came  upon  his  spirit  with  a  power  that 
could  not  be  restrained.     He  took  leave  of  his 
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iriendt)  ftith  &  beating  heart  aiil  set  ont  on  a 
delightful  jammer  moniiog  to  r^rifit  all  that 
had  been  notwithstanding  his  long  absence  and 
seyere  trials  so  strongly  wrought  into  hia  mem 
ory  and  lEfect  ona  Our  readers  may  therefore 
suppose  him  on  his  joumty  home  and  permit 
themsehes  to  be  led  m  ima^mition  to  the  hoase 
of  his  former  friend  Iiaiii-,an  where  we  must 
lay  the  scene  fur  the  present 

Lanigin  a  residence  has  the  same  comfortable 
and  warm  appeaiante  whi  h  aln  its  distinguishes 
the  habitation  of  the  mdependent  and  virtuous 
man  What  however  can  the  stir  and  bnstle 
and  agitation  which  preiail  m  it  mean?  The 
dauffhtera  run  out  to  a  little  moun  1  oi  natural 
terrace  beaide  the  house  and  look  auMuusly 
towards  the  road  then  retnrn  and  almost  im 
mediately  appear  again  with  the  same  intense 
anxiety  to  cateh  ft  glimpse  of  some  one  whom 
they  expect  Ihey  bok  keenlj ,  bntwhy  is  it 
that  their  disappointment  appears  to  be  attended 
with  anch  dismay  i'  Ihey  go  into  their  fathers 
houae  onte  more  wringing  their  hands  and  be- 
traying all  the  <iyinptoras  of  affliction  Here  is 
their  mother   too  tomiug  to  peer  into  the  dia 
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tance,  she  is  rocking  with  that  motion  peculiar 
to  Irishwomen  when  suffering  distress.  She 
places  her  open  hand  iipoi  her  brows  that  &he 
may  collect  her  sight  to  a  partienlar  spot ;  she 
ib  blmded  by  her  tears ;  breaks  out  into  a  low 
waii,  and  returns  with  something  like  the  dark- 
ness of  despair  on  her  countenance.  She  goes 
in(o  the  house,  passes  through  the  kitchen,  and 
enters  into  a  bed-room ;  seats  herself  on  a  cLair 
beside  the  bed,  and  renews  her  low  but  bi-Ier 
wail  of  sorrow.  Her  husband  is  lying  in  tiiat 
state  which  the  peasantry  know  usually  precedes 
the  agonies  of  death. 

"  For  the  sake  of  the  livin'  God,"  said  he.  on 
seeing  her,  "  is  there  any  sign  o'  them  V 

"  Not  yet,  a  suiUish ;  *  bat  they  will  soon-— 
they  must  soon,  asthore,  be  here,  an'  thin  yonr 
mind  will  be  asy." 

"  Oh,  Alley,  Alley,  if  yon  conld  know  what  I 
suffer  for  'fraid  I'd  die  widont  the  priest,  jou'd 
pity  me  I" 

"  I  do  pity  you,  asthore ;  bnt  don't  be  cast 

down,  for  I  have  my  trust  in  God  that  he  won't 

desart  you  in  your  last  hour.    You  diil  what  you 

•  My  ligtt. 
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could,  my  heart's  pride ;  joa  bent  before  him 
night  an'  moroir',  and  sure  the  poor  neighbor 
never  wint  from  your  door  widout  layja'  his 
blessin'  behind  him." 

The  dying  man  raised  his  hands  feebly  from 
the  bed-clothes  ;  "  Ah  1 "  he  exclaimed,  " 
thought  I  did  a  great  dale,  Alley:  bnt  now— 
but  now — it  appears  nothin'  to  what  I  ought  to 
a'  done  when  I  conld.  Still,  aronrneen,  my  life's 
not  unpleasant  when  I  look  hact  at  it ;  for  I 
can't  reroimber  that  I  eTer  purposely  offended  a 
livin'  mortal.  All  I  want  to  satisfy  me  is  the 
priest." 

"  No,  avourneen,  you  did  not;  for  it  wasn't  in 
you  to  ofEnd  a  child." 

"  Alley,  you'll  pardon  me  an'  forgive  me 
acushla,  if  ever — if  ever  I  did  what  was  dis- 
plasin'  to  you  1  An'  call  in  the  childhre,  till  I 
see  them  about  me— I  want  to  have  theh  for- 
giveness, too.  I  know  I'll  have  it — for  they 
wor  good  childhre,  an'  ever  loved  me." 

The  daughters  now  entered  the  room,  ex- 
claiming— "  Ahir  dhedish  (beloved  father), 
Pether  is  comin'  by  himself,  hat  no  priest! 
Blessed    Queen   of   Heaven,  what  will  we  do  I 
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Oil!  father  darlin',  are  jou  to  die  widont  the 
Holy  Ointment?" 

The  sick  man  clasped  his  hands,  looked  to- 
wards heaven,  and  groaned  aloud. 

"Oh,  it's  hard,  this,"  said  he.  "It's  hard 
npon  me !  Yet  I  won't  be  cast  down.  I'll 
trust  in  my  g&od  God ;  I'll  truBt  in  his  blessed 
name!" 

His  wife  on  hearing  that  ner  son  was  returned 
without  the  priest,  sat,  with  her  face  shrouded 
by  her  apron,  weeping  in  grief  that  none  bat 
they  who  knew  the  dependence  which  those  be- 
longing to  her  church  place  in  its  last  rites  can 
comprehend.  The  children  a|ipeared  almost  dis- 
tracted ;  their  grief  had  more  of  that  stunning 
character  which  attends  unexpected  calamity, 
than  of  sorrow  for  one  who  is  gradually  drawn 
from  life. 

At  length  the  messenger  entered  the  room, 
and  almost  choked  with  tears,  stated  that  both 
priests  were  absent  that  day  at  Conference,  and 
would  not  return  till  late. 

The  hitherto  moderated  grief  of  the  wife  arose 
to  a  pitch  much  wilder  than  the  death  of  her  has- 
band  could,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  ocea- 
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sion.  To  die  without  absolution — to  pass  away 
iato  eternity  "  uiianointed,  uaanealed  "—without 
heing  purified  from  the  inherent  stains  of  human- 
ity— was  to  her  a  much  deeper  afBiction  than  her 
final  separation  from  him.  She  cried  in  tones  of 
the  most  piercing  despair,  and  dapped  her  hands, 
as  they  do  who  weep  over  the  dead.  Had  he 
died  in  the  calm  confidence  of  having  received 
the  Vialicum,  or  Sacrament  before  death,  his 
decease  would  have  had  nothing  remarkably 
calamitous  in  it,  beyond  usual  occurrences  of  a 
similar  nature.  Kow  the  grief  was  intensely 
bitter  in  consequence  of  liia  expected  departure 
without  the  priest.  His  sons  and  daughters 
felt  it  as  forcibly  as  his  wife;  their  lamentations 
were  full  of  the  strongest  and  shart)est  agony. 

For  nearly  three  hours  did  they  remain  in  this 
situation;  poor  Lanigan  sinking  by  degrees  into 
that  collapsed  state  from  which  there  is  no  pos- 
sibility of  rallying.  He  was  merely  able  to 
speat,  and  recognise  his  family;  hut  every  mo- 
ment advanced  him,  with  awful  certainty,  nearer 
and  nearer  to  his  end. 

A  great  number  of  the  neighbors  were  now 
assembled,  all  participating  in  the  awful  feeling 
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whicJi  prcdominatetl,  and  anxious  to  cotnpi'nsflte 
by  their  prayers  for  the  absence  of  tliat  confi- 
dence derived  by  Eoman  Catholics  during'  tlie 
approach  of  death,  from  the  spiritnal  aid  of  the 
priest.  They  were  alt  at  prayer;  the  sick  room 
and  Ititchen  were  crowded  with  his  friends  and 
acquaintances,  many  of  whom  linelt  ont  before 
the  door,  and  joined  with  loud  voices  in  the  Ro- 
sary whicli  was  offered  up  in  his  behalf. 

In  this  crisis  were  tliey,  when  a  horseman, 
dressed  in  black,  approached  the  house.  Every 
head  was  instantly  turned  round,  with  a  hope 
that  it  might  be  the  pai'ish  priest  or  his  curate; 
but,  alas !  they  were  doomed  to  experience  a 
fresh  disappointment.  The  stranger,  though 
clerical  enough  in  his  appearance,  presented  a 
countenance  with  which  none  of  them  was  ac- 
quainteil.  On  glancing  at  the  group  who  hnelt 
around  the  door,  he  appeared  to  understand  tlie 
melancholy  cause  which  brought  them  together. 

"  How  is  this?"  he  exclaimed.  "Is  there  anv 
one  here  sick  or  dying  ?" 

"  Poor  Misther  Lanigan,  Sir,  is  jist  departin', 
glory  be  to  Godl  An'  what  is  terrible  all  on. 
upon  himself  and  family,  he's  dyin'  widont  th 
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priest.  They're  botli  at  CoQwhireace,  Sir,  and 
can't  come — Mr.  Dogherty  an'  his  curate." 

"Make  wayl"  said  the  stranger,  throwing  him- 
self off  his  horse,  and  passing  quiekly  tlirongh 
the  people.  "  Show  me  to  the  sick  man's  room 
— be  quick  my  friends — I  am  a  Catholic  clergy- 
man 

Inamm  tapss  was  cleared,  and  the 
sirai  f  u  d  1  m  If  b  d  the  bed  of  death. 
Grief  tl  oom  w  1  d  nd  bitter;  but  his 
prese         1 11  d  t  d    p  t      f  what  they  felt. 

"  My  dear  friends,"  said  he,  "  you  know  there 
should  be  silence  in  the  apartment  of  a  dying 
man.  For  shame  I— for  shame  1  Cease  this 
clamor,  it  will  but  distract  him  for  whom  you 
weep,  and  prevent  him  from  composing  his  mind 
for  the  great  trial  that  is  before  him." 

"  Sir,"  Kaid  Lanigan's  wife,  seiang  his  hand 
in  both  hers,  and  looking  distractedly  in  his 
face,  "  are  yoa  a  priest  f  For  heaven's  sake 
tell  us!" 

"I  am,"  he  replied;  "leave  the  room  every 
one  of  you,  I  hope  yonr  husband  is  not  speech- 
less?" 

"  Sweet  Queen  of  Heaven,  not  yet,  may  her 
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name  be  praised!  but  near  it,  your  Reverence — 
widin  little  or  no  time  of  it." 

Wliilst  tliey  spoke,  he  was  engaged  in  putting 
tlie  stflle  alMut  his  neck,  after  which  he  cleared 
the  room,  and  commenced  hearing  Lanigan's 
confession. 

The  appearance  of  a  priest,  and  the  consoior 
tion  it  produced,  rallied  the  powers  of  life  in 
the  benevolent  farmer.  He  became  more  col- 
lected; made  a  clear  and  satisfactory  confession ; 
received  the  sacrament  of  Extreme  "Unction ; 
and  felt  himself  able  to  speak  with  tolerable  dis- 
tinctness and  precision.  The  effects  of  all  this 
were  astonishing.  A  placid  serenity,  full  of  hope 
and  confidence,  beamed  from  the  pale  and  worn 
featnrcs  of  him  who  was  but  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore in  a  state-of  terror  altogether  indescribable. 
When  his  wife  and  family  after  having  been 
called  in,  observed  this  change,  they  immediately 
participated  in  his  tranquillity.  Death  had  been 
deprived  of  its  sting,  and  grief  of  its  bitterness; 
their  sorrow  was  still  deep,  bat  it  was  not  dark- 
ened by  the  dread  of  future  misery.  They  felt 
for  him  as  a  beloved  father,  a  kind  husband, 
and  a  dear  friend,  who  had  lived  a  virtuous  life 
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feared  God,  and  was  now  about  to  pass  into 
happiness. 

When  the  rites  of  the  chnrch  were  adminis- 
tered, and  the  family  again  assembled  round  the 
bed,  the  priest  sat  down  in  a  position  which  en- 
abled him  to  see  the  features  of  this  good  man 
more  distinctly. 

"  I  would  be  glad,"  said  Iianigan,  "  to  know 
who  it  is  that  God  in  his  goodness  has  sent  to 
smooth  my  bed  in  death,  if  it  'nd  be  plasin', 
Sir,  to  jou  to  t«ll  me  ?" 

"Do  you  remember,"  replied  the  priest,  "a 
young  lad  whom  you  met  some  years  ago  on  his 
way  to  Manstet,  as  a  poor  scholar  ?  You  and 
your  family  were  particnlarly  kind  to  him;  so 
kind  that  he  has  never  since  forgotten  yoor 
affectionate  hospitality." 

"  We  do,  your  Eeverence,  we  do.  A  mild, 
gentle  crathur  he  was,  poor  boy.  I  hope  God 
prospered  him." 

"  You  see  him  now  before  yon,"  eaid  the 
priest. 

"I  am  that  boy,  and  I  thank  God  that  I 
can  testify,  however  slightly,  my  deep  sense  of 
the  virtues  which  yon  exercised  towards  me ; 
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althoQgh   I  regret  that  the  occasion  is  one  of 
such  affliction." 

The  farmer  raised  his  eyes  and  feeble  hands 
towards  heaven.  "  Praise  an'  glory  to  your 
name,  good  God!"  he  exclaimed.  "Pmse  an' 
glory  to  your  holy  name !  Now  I  know  that  I'm 
not  forgotten,  when  you  brought  back  the  little 
kindness  I  did  that  boy  for  yov,r  sake,  wid  so 
many  blessins'  fa  me  in  the  hoar  of  my  affliction 
an'  Eufferin't  Childher  remimber  this,  now  that 
I'm  goin'  to  lave  yez  for  ever !  Remimber  al- 
ways to  help  the  stranger,  an'  thim  that's  poor 
an'  in  sorrow.  If  yon  do,  God  won't  foi^et  it 
to  you ;  but  will  bring  it  back  to  yez  when 
you  stand  in  need  of  it,  as  he  done  to  me  this 
day.  Tou  see,  childhre  deai",  how  small  thrifles 
o'  that  kind  depend  on  one  another.  If  I  hadn't 
thought  of  helpin'  his  Reverence  here  when  he 
was  young  and  away  from  his  own,  he  wouldn't 
think  of  eallin'  upon  us  this  day  as  he  was  passiu', 
Tou  see  the  hand  of  God  is  in  it,  childhre:  which 
it  is,  indeed,  in  every  thing  that  passes  about  us, 
if  we  coold  only  see  it  as  we  ought  to  do.  Thin, 
but  I'd  like  to  look  upon  your  face,  Sir,  if  it's 
piasin'  to  you  ?     A  little  more  to  the  light,  Sir 
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Tliere,  I  dow  see  you.  Ay,  indeed,  it's  changed 
foi-  the  betther  it  is — the  same  mild,  clear  conn- 
tenanee,  but  not  sorrowful,  as  when  I  seen  it 
last.  Suffer  me  to  put  iny  hand  on  yonr  head, 
Sir ;  I'd  like  to  bless  you  before  I  die,  for  I 
can't  foi^et  what  yon  undhertook  to  do  for  your 
parents." 
,  The  priest  sat  near  him;  but  finding  that  he 
was  scarcely  able  to  raise  his  hand  to  his  head, 
lie  knelt  down  and  the  farmer,  before  he  com- 
muLiieated  the  bleo^in,;  inquired — 

"  Musha,  Sir  may  1  a^  wor  you  able  to  do 
anything  to  help  yonr  f  imily  as  you  expected  ?" 

"  God,"  said  the  priest  made  me  the  instru- 
inent  of  raising  them  from  their  poverty;  they 
are  now  comfortable  and  happy." 

■'  Ay !  Well  I  knew  at  the  time,  an'  I  said 
it,  that  a  blessin'  would  attind  your  endayvors. 
An'  now  resave  lay  biessin'.  May  you  never 
depart  from  the  right  wayl  May  the  blessin' 
of  God  rest  upon  you  for  ever- — Amin  1 
Cliiidlirc,  I'm  gettin'  wake;  come  near  me,  till, 
tiU  I  bless  you,  too,  for  the  last  time!  They 
wor  good  childhrc,  Sir — they  were  ever  an' 
always  good  to  me,  and  to  their  poor  mother, 
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your  Reverence;  an' — God  forgive  me  if  it's  a 
sinl — but  I  feel  a  great  dale  o'  my  heart  an'  mj 
love  fixed  upon  them.  Bat  sure,  I'm  their  father, 
an'  God,  I  hope,  will  look  over  it!  Now, 
larlins,  afore  1  bless  jez,  I  ax  your  forgiveness 
if  ever  I  wasiarsher  to  yez  than  I  oughtl" 

The  children  with  a  simultaneous  movement 
encircled  the  bed,  and  could  not  reply  for  some 
minutes. 

"Never,  father  darJin'I  Oh,  never  did  jou 
ofBnd  usl  Don't  speak  in  that  way,  or  you'll 
break  our  hearts;  bqt  forgive  m,  father  asthorel 
Oh,  forgive  an'  bless  U3,  an'  don't  remimber 
against  us,  our  folly  an'  disobedience,  for  it's 
only  now  that  we  see  we  wam't  towards  jon  as 
we  ought  to  be.     For^ve  ua  an'  pardon  usl" 

He  then  made  them  all  kneel  around  iiis  bed, 
and  with  solemn  words,  and  an  impressive 
manner,  placed  his  hand  npon  their  heads,  and 
blessed  them  with  a  virtuous  father's  last  blessing. 

He  then  called  for  his  wife,  and  the  scene 
became  not  only  more  touching,  but  niore 
elevated.  There  was  an  esnltation  in  her  man- 
ner, and  an  expression  of  vivid  hope  in  her  eye, 
arising  from  the  fact  of    her  husband  having 
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When  it  was  over,  Lanigan  once  more  ad- 
dreseed  the  priest : — 

"  Now,  Sir,"  he  observed,  but  with  great 
diEEcalty,  "  let  me  have  ymtr  bleBsin'  an'  yonr 
prayers;  an'  along  wid  that,  your  Reverence,  if 
you  retnimber  a  request  1  once  made  to  you" — 
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"  I  remember  it  well "  replied  the  pi  icit  you 
allude  to  the  maiscs  which  you  wi^>bed  me  to 
say  for  you,  should  I  ever  receive  Orders  Make 
yoar  mind  easy  on  that  point  I  in  t  ot  !y  shall 
offer  up  mass  for  the  repose  of  your  'ioul  but  I 
assure  you  that  I  havt  mentioned  you  hy  -name 
in  every  mass  which  I  celebrated  smce  mj  ordt- 
nation." 

He  then  proceeded  to  direct  the  mind  of  his 
dying  benefactor  to  such  subjects  as  were  best 
calculated  to  comfort  and  strengthen  him. 

About  day-break  the  next  morning,  this  m&n 
of  many  virtues,  after  stm^ling  rather  severely 
for  two  hours  preceding  his  death,  passed  into 
eternity,  there  to  enjoy  the  recompense  of  a  well- 
spent  life. 

When  he  was  dead,  the  priest,  who  never  left 
him  during  the  night,  approached  the  bed 
and  after  surveying  his  benevolent  features, 
now  composed  in  the  etillness  of  death,  ex- 
claimed— 

"Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord, 
for  tliey  rest  from  their  labors,  and  their  works 
do  follow  them  I" 

Having  uttered  the  words  aloud,  he  sat  down 
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beside  the  bed,  buried  bis  face  in  bis  haiidker- 
eliief,  and  wept. 

He  was  now  only  a  short  day's  jonriiey  from 
home,  and  as  his  presence,  be  knew  would  be 
rather  a  restraint  upon  a  family  so  much  in 
affliction,  he  bade  them  farewell,  and  proceeded 
on  his  way.  He  travelled  slowly,  and,  as  every 
well-known  bill  or  lake  appeared  to  him,  his 
heart  beat  quickly,  his  memory  gave  np  its  early 
stores,  and  his  affections  prepared  themselves 
for  the  trial  tbat  was  before  tliem. 

"  It  is  better  for  me  not  to  arrive,"  tbonght 
be,  "  until  the  family  shall  have  returned  from 
their  daily  labor,  and  are  collected  about  the 
hearth." 

In  the  meantime,  many  an  impression  of  pro- 
found and  fervid  piety  came  over  him,  when  he 
reflected  upon  the  incontrovertible  proofs  of  pro- 
vidential protection  and  interference  which  had 
been,  during  his  absence  from  home,  under  his 
struggles,  and,  in  bis  good  fortune,  so  clearly 
laid  before  liim.  "  Deep,"  he  exchiimed,  "  is  the 
gratitude  I  owe  to  God  for  this;  may  I  never 
forget  to  acknowledge  it  1" 

It  was  now  about  seven  o'clock;  the  evening 
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was  calm,  and  the  snn  shone  with  that  clear 
amber  light  wliich  gives  warmth,  anil  the  power 
of  exciting  tenderness  to  natural  scenery.  He 
had  already  gained  the  ascent  which  commanded 
a  TLew  of  tlie  rich  sweep  of  country  that  reposed 
helow.  There  it  lay — ^his  native  home — his 
native  parish — bathed  in  the  light  and  glory  of 
the  hoar.  Its  fields  were  green — its  rivers 
shining  like  loosened  silver,  its  meadows  already 
studded  with  hay-eocks,  its  green  pastures  cover- 
ed with  sheep,  and  its  nnrnffled  lakes  reflecting 
the  hills  under  which  they  lay.  Here  and  there 
a  gentleman's  residence  rose  among  the  distant 
trees,  and  well  did  he  recognise  the  church  spire 
that  cut  into  the  western  sky  on  the  right.  It 
is  true,  nothing  of  the  grandeur  and  magnificence 
of  nature  was  there;  everything  was  simple  in 
its  beauty.  The  quiet  chann,  the  serene  light, 
the  air  of  happiness  and  peace  that  reposed  upon 
a!i  he  saw,  stirred  np  a  thousand  tender  feelings 
in  a  heart  whose  gentle  character  resembled  that 
of  the  prospect  which  it  felt  so  exquisitely.  The 
smoke  of  a  few  farm-honses  and  cottages  rose  in 
bine  graceful  columns  to  the  air,  giving  just  thai 
appearance  of  life  which  ^ 
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figure  or  two,  witli  lergtiiened  shadows,  moved 
across  the  fields  and  meadows  a  little  below 
where  he  stood. 

But  our  readers  need  not  be  told,  that  there 
was  oiie  spot  which,  beyond  all  others,  riTettcd 
hi'^  attention  On  that  spot  his  eager  tye  rested 
long  and  intensely  The  -spell  of  its  remem- 
brance had  clung  to  his  eirly  heart  he  had 
never  Bten  it  in  hih  dreams  withiot  neeping; 
and  often  had  the  agitation  of  his  imaginary 
sorrow  anoke  him  with  his  cytHshes  'steeped  in 
teirs  He  looked  down  on  it  steadily.  At 
length  he  was  moved  with  a  strong  sensation 
like  grief,  he  sobbed  twice  or  thrice,  and  the 
tears  rolled  in  showers  from  his  eyes.  His  gath- 
ering affections  were  relieved  by  this:  he  felt 
lighter,  and  in  the  same  slow  manner  rode  on- 
ward to  his  father's  house. 

To  tliis  there  were  two  modes  of  access;  one  by 
a  paved  bridle-way,  or  boreen,  that  ran  np  directly 
before  the  door — the  other  by  a  green  Jane,  that 
diverged  from  the  boreen  about  a  furlong  below 
the  honse.  He  took  the  latter,  certain  that  the 
family  could  not  notice  his  approach,  nor  hear 
the  noise  of  his  horse's  footsteps,  until  he  conld 


6d  by  Google 


THE    POOR    SCBOLAB.  265 

arrive  at  the  verj  threshold.  On  dismouLting;,  he 
felt  that  he  could  scarcely  walk.  He  approached 
the  door,  however,  as  steadily  as  he  could.  He 
entered— and  the  family,  who  had  just  finished 
their  supper,  rose  up,  as  a  mark  of  their  respect 
to  the  stranger. 

"Is  this,"  he  inquired,  "the  house  in  which 
Dominick  M'Evoy  lives  ? " 

"  That's  my  name,  Sir,"  replied  Dominick. 

"  The  family,  I  trust,  are — all— well  ?  I  have 
been  desired but  no — no— I  cannot — I  can- 
not—father  I — MOTHER  I " 

"  It's  him!"  shrieked  the  mother—"  It's  him- 
self!— Jemmy  1" 

"Jemmy  I— Jemmy  I !"  shouted  the  father, 
with  a  cry  of  joy  which  might  be  heard  far 
beyond  the  house. 

"Jemmy  I — our  poor  Jemmy! — Jemmyll"  cs- 
claimed  his  brothers  and  sisters. 

"  Asy,  childhre,"  said  the  father  — "asy;  let 
the  mother  to  him — let  Aer  to  him.  "Who  baa 
the  right  that  she  has  ?  Yara,  asthore — Vara, 
think  of  yourself.  God  of  heaven  !  what  is 
comin'  over  her  ? — Her  brain's  turned  I " 

"  Father,  don't  remove  her,"  said   the  son. 
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"  Leave  lier  arms  where  tliey  are :  it's  long 
flince  they  encircled  raj  neck  before.  Often — 
often  would  I  have  given  the  wealth  of  the  uDi- 
verse  to  be  encircled  in  my  blessed  aad  beloved 
mother's  armsl  Yes,  jes! — Weep,  my  father — 
weep,  each  of  you.  Yoa  see  those  tears;— con- 
sider them  as  a  proof  that  I  have  never  forgot- 
ten you  1  Beloved  mother  I  recollect  yonrself : 
she  knows  me  not — her  eyes  wander! — I  fear 
the  shock  has  been  too  much  for  her.  Place  a 
chair  at  the  door,  and  I  wUl  bring  her  to  the 

After  considerable  effort,  the  mother's  faculties 
were  restored  so  far  as  to  be  merely  conscious 
that  oar  hero  was  her  son.  She  had  not  yet 
shed  a  tear,  bnt  now  she  surveyed  his  counte- 
nance, smiled  and  named  hira,  placed  her  hands 
upon  him,  and  examined  his  dress  with  a  singular 
blending  of  conflicting  emotions,  bnt  still  witliout 
being  thoroughly  collected. 

"  I  will  speak  to  her,"  said  Jemmy,  "  in  Irish, 
it  will  go  directly  to  her  heart : — Mhair,  avour- 
neeti,  tha  ma,  lakl,  anisk ! — Motlier,  my  darling, 
I  am  with  you  at  last." 

"  SitamiiS,  aroon,  vick  viacJiree,  Kuil  tkv,  Ikiiml 
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w  dtk  —  in  I  Ih  Ih  V  1 — Jemmy  mj  beloved 
eon  of  ny  Leart  are  jou  w  th  me' — are  jou — 
are  you      tl  me  ? 

Ihmakc£i  athat  a  lair  dheehsh  Toadi  e  — 
It  "i  Jwho  am  yith  yo  1  elovel  mother  ot  my 
I    art 

She  m  led  aj,a  — but  ocly  for  mo  ent 
She  looked  at  1  n  la  i  1  he-id  uj  on  her 
bosom  bedewed  1  s  face  y  th  her  tear  a  d 
mutte  ed  o  t  a  li  nd  of  sweet  mu  al  ca- 
dence the  Ir  1  crj  of  joy 

We  are  incapable  of  describing  this  scene  fur- 
ther. Our  readers  must  be  contented  to  know, 
that  the  delight  and  happiness  of  onr  hero's 
whole  family  were  complete.  Their  son,  after 
many  years  of  toil  and  struggle,  had  at  length 
succeeded,  by  a  yirtuons  course  of  action,  in  rais- 
ing them  from  poverty  to  comfort,  and  in  effect- 
ing his  own  object,  which  v!Z\  to  become  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Cithohc  priesthood  During  all  hia 
trials  he  never  failed  to  rely  on  God;  and  it  is 
seldom  that  those  who  rely  upon  Him,  when 
striving  to  attara  a  laudable  puipose,  arc  ever 
ultimately  diaappomted 
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We  regret  to  infonn  our  readers,  that  the 
poor  scholar  is  dead  I  He  did  not,  in  fact,  long 
sarvive  the  aceomplishment  of  his  wishes.  But 
as  we  had  the  particulars  of  his  stoiy  from  his 
nearest  friends,  we  thought  his  virtues  of  too  ex- 
alted a  nature  to  pass  into  oblivion  without  some 
record,  however  humble.  He  died  as  he  had 
[ivcd — ^the  friend  of  God  and  of  man. 
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The  conntv  a^zca  hid  comnicncecl  in  my 
native  tjwn  \iben  a  new  SiatUi  of  In  h  tithe 
arrangers  were  brought  in  [jrisoners  by  a  strong 
party  of  police  Thpj  had  attacked  only  the 
previous  evening  a  gentleman  e  house  for  the 
purpose  of  rifimg  it  of  arms— had  been  rtpuhed 
by  the  police  who  aware  of  their  intentions 
lay  in  ambush  for  them  and  hves  wtre  lo  f  on 
both  s  des  J  wis  idling  on  one  of  the  bridges 
when  they  pohscd  liy  to  the  lail  Innd  with 
ropes  and  with  huckles  to  the  common  ears  of 
the  countiy— ^ome  of  them  were  nounded  too 
a  brow  or  hand  oi  clothing  giving  vivil  evi 
dence  of  the  faLt 

Ent  although  the  genera!  impre';sion  made 
by  the  whole  of  the  wnefchod  groups  was  pam 
23- 
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M,  one  face  among  them  stronglj  interested  me 
It  was  that  of  a  young  man,  not  more  than  nine 
teea  or  twenty;  his  features  wero  comely,  and,  I 
would  have  it,  full  of  goodness  and  gentleness. 
His  clear  blue  eye  too  was  neither  sulky,  noi 
savage,  nor  reckless,  but  seemed  to  express  only 
great  awe  of  his  situation,  unless  wheD,  from 
some  sudden  mental  recurrence  to  home — per- 
haps it  quailed  or  became  suffused  with  tears, 
I  involuntarriy  followed  the  melancholy  proces- 
sion towards  the  jai!,  thiuking  of  that  young 
man.  After  all  the  prisoners  had  been  ushered 
into  their  new  abode,  a  popular  anti-tithe  attor- 
ney, whom  I  knew,  accosted  me.  He  was 
always  ready  to  conduct,  gratis,  the  defences 
of  poor  wretches  similarly  situated,  and  he 
told  me  his  intention  of  going  into  the  jail 
that  moment,  to  try  and  collect  materials  for 
saving  ihe  liies,  at  lea'it,  of  some  of  the  new 
comeifi.  I  expressed  a  wiah  to  assist  him  in  his 
task :  be  readily  conseoted,  observing  that  as 
the  unfortunale  men  would  certainly  hv  put  on 
iheir  tiials  the  next  day,  no  offer  of  aid,  in  their 
favor,  was  to  be  disregarded ;  so  we  entered  ilia 
jail  logetliGi-. 
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It  fell  to  my  lot  to  visit  the  cell,  among 
others,  of  the  lad  who  had  so  much  interested 
me.  His  assertions,  supported,  or,  not  contra- 
dicted, by  most  of  his  hand,  seemed  to  argue, 
that  I  had  not  formed  &  wrong  opinion  of  his 
character— nay,  better  still,  that  there  was  a 
good  chance  of  snatching  from  the  gallows, 
even  thongh  he  mast  leave  his  native  land  for 
ever.  He  had  been  forced,  he  said,  to  accom- 
pany the  others  npon  their  fatal  sortie — had 
never  been  "out"  before— and  had  not  pulled  a 
tri^er  or  raised  a  hand  against  the  police;  his 
more  guilty  associates  supported,  or  tl^e  diil  not 
coatravene  his  statement.  So,  confident  that 
the  police  would  also  bear  him  out  at  the 
really  critical  moment,  I  took  notes  (jf  his  de- 
fence for  my  friend  the  attorney,  and  passed  on 
to  other  cells,  bat  of  the  results  of  my  continaed 
investigations  1  will  not  now  speai. 

The  sagacious  attorney  was  right  By  ti\elTe 
o'clock  next  daj  four  of  the  men,  nitludiug  my 
favorite  client,  were  placed  at  the  b'lr  of  their 
conntry  three  others  were  too  ill  of  their 
wounds  to  be  at  prcient  produced  All  was 
soon  over — and  over  to  my  affliction  and  almost 
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consternation.  Instead  of  swearing  that  the 
young  man  had  been  comparatively  forbearing 
doring  the  battle  outside  the  gentleman's  lionse, 
the  police,  one  and  all,  from  some  strange  mis- 
take— for  surely  they  thouglit  they  were  in  the 
right,  distinctly  deposed  that  his  was  the  hand 
which  slew  one  of  their  force,  and  hadly  wound- 
ed aiiother.  In  vam  did  he  protest,  with  the 
energy  of  a  yonng  man  pleading  for  dear,  dear 
life,  and  all  its  array  of  hapjiy  promise,  against 
their  evidence :  in  vain  did  his  fellow-prisoners 
support  him:  he  and  they  were  found  guilty  in 
common :  but  his  fate  was  the  terrific  one — of 
him  the  example  was  to  be  made;  and  while  the 
other  men  were  only  sentenced  to  transportation 
for  life,  he  was  doomed  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck 
within  forty-eight  hours,  and  his  body  given  for 
dissection. 

As  the  Judge  ushered  in  the  last  words  of 
his  sentence,  a  shriek,  I  shall  never  forget  it— 
a  woman's  shriek— and  a  young  woman's  too, 
pierced  up  to  the  roof  of  the  silent  court-house, 
and  then  I  heard  a  heavy  fall.  The  young  cul- 
prit had  been  tremblmg  and  swaying  from  sida 
to  side,  during  his  sentence;  at  the  soul-shrilling 
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sound  he  started  into  upright  and  perfect  cncr- 
gj;  his  hands,  which  had  grasped  the  bar  of  the 
dock,  were  clapped  together  with  a  load  noise; 
the  blood  mounted  to  his  very  forebeari ;  his  lips 
parted  widely,  and,  having  almost  shouted  out — 
"  Mojal  it's  shel  I  knew  she'd  be  here!"  he 
suddenly  made  a  spring  to  clear  the  back  of  the 
dock— obviou'.ly  no  impulse  to  escape  dictated 
the  action  ;  he  wanted  to  rai'e  Moja — liH  Vie- 
trothed  Moya — from  the  floor  of  the  court- 
house, and  clasp  her  in  his  arms — and  that  was 
all.  And,  doubtless,  in  his  vigorous  and  thrice 
nerved  strength,  he  must  have  succeeded  in  his 
wild  attempt,  but  that  the  sleeve  of  one  arm, 
and  the  hand  of  another  became  impaled  on  the 
sharp  iroH  spikes  which  surmounted  the  formida- 
ble barrier  before  him.  Thus  cruelly  impeded, 
however,  he  was  easily  secured,  and  instantly 
let  down,  through  a  trap^ioor  in  the  bottom  of 
the  dock,  to  his  "condemned  cell,"  continuing 
till  his  voice  was  lost  in  the  depths  beneath  us, 
to  call  out,  "  Moya,  cuishla-ma-chree,  Moyal'' 

I  hastened,  with  many  others,  into  the  body 
of  the  court,  and  there  learned,  from  her  father 
and  mother,  and  other  friends,  the  connexion  be- 
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tweea  lier  and  tlie  Eenteneed  lad.  They  were  to 
have  been  married  at  Easter,  This  did  not  lea- 
son  my  interest  in  him— my  attorney  joined  me, 
and  we  t.poke  of  all  possible  efforts  to  obtain  a 
commutation  of  sentence,  after  Mayo'a  parents 
had  forced  her  out  of  the  coort-hoase,  on  the 
wey  to  their  home,  rejectiofc  ail  her  entreaties 
to  be  led  into  the  jail,  and — married. 

We  thought  of  hearing  what  the  wounded 
policeman  might  say.  But  he  was  fourteen 
miles  distant,  where  the  affray  had  occurred, 
and,  even  though  his  evidence  might  be  favor- 
able, we  knew  we  must  be  prepared  to  forward 
it  to  Dublin,  as  the  Judge  would  leave  our  town 
that  day.  We  set  to  work,  however,  mounted 
two  good  horses,  and  within  three  hours  learned 
from  the  lips  of  the  woanded  man  that  the 
Bockito  who  had  fired  at  him  was  an  elderly 
and  ill-favored  fellow.  It  was  our  next  busi- 
ness to  convey  our  new  evidence  into  the  town; 
we  did  so,  in  a  carriage  borrowed  from  the  per- 
son whose  house  had  been  attacked.  He  was 
confronted  with  all  the  prisoners;  we  cautioned 
him  to  say  nothing  that  might  give  a  false  hope 
to  the  object  of  onr  interest;— but,  after  leaving 
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the  tell  he  persisted  in  escolpating  him  from 
bivirp;  either  killed  bis  comrade  or  nnunded 
bimstlf  and  moreoTer  pointed  out  the  leal 
cnlprit  among  those  who  had  not  ytt  been 
pat  on  their  tnil 

Thi  was  a  good  beginning  An  affidavit  was 
soon  ]rppared  which  the  policeman  signed  A 
few  ni  auts-s  afternarda  the  attorney  helped  in 
bis  expenses  for  the  road  ly  some  friends  my 
E<If  among  tlie  namher  started  for  Dviblin  as 
fast  T!  four  horses  conld  gallop  Ttn  boms  out 
of  the  fortj-egbt  allowed  to  the  condemned  to 
prepare  foi  dieth  had  already  elapsed  Oar 
good  attorney  must  now  do  the  best  he  conld 
within  thirty  seven  hours — it  was  fearful  not  to 
leave  an  hoar  to  spire— to  calculate  t  me  when 
it  would  jubt  he  merging  into  eternity  But  we 
had  good  liope'i  It  horses  did  not  fail  on  the 
road  gong  and  returning  and  if  the  Judgt 
and  after  him  the  Lord  Lieuterant  could  be 
rapidly  approached  it  was  a  thing  to  be  done 
riiat  tf  however  1 — I  scarce  slept  a  wink 
tlirouj^h  the  night  ^ext  motning  early  I 
called  on  the  clergyman  wbobe  tad  daty  it 
wai,  to  visit   the  poor  lad   in  his  condemned 


6d  by  Google 


276  A  PEASAiTP  gikl's  love, 

cell,  he  and  I  had  been  school  ftUowt,  and  he 
was  a,  young  man  of  most  amialile  character 
He  toW  me  "his  poor  penitent"  was  not  nnfit 
to  die,  nor  did  be  dread  the  fate  before  hini, 
notwithstanding  bis  utter  anguish  of  heart  at 
BO  sudden  and  terrible  a  parting  from  hii  young 
misticss  I  (.omDmnii-ated  the  hopes  we  had, 
and  asked  the  clergyman's  opinioa.as  to  the 
propriety  of  alleviating  the  lads  agony  by  a 
slight  impartation  of  them  My  reverend  yonng 
friend  would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing  his  con 
science  did  not  permit  him.  It  was  his  dnty,  he 
said,  his  sacred  duty,  to  allow  nothing  to  distract 
the  mind  and  heart  of  his  penitent  from  resigna- 
tion to  his  lot :  and  should  he  give  him  a  hope 
of  life,  and  then  see  that  hope  dashed,  he  would 
have  helped  to  kill  a  human  sou!,  not  to  save 
one.  I  gave  up  the  point,  and  endeavored  to 
seek  occupations  and  amusements  to  turn  my 
thoughts  from  tiio  one  subject  which  absorbed 
and  fevered  them.  But  in  vain;  and  when 
night  came,  I  had  less  sleep  than  on  the  lir^t. 

Early  on  the  second  morning  I  took  a  wa!k 
into  the  country,  along  the  Dublin  rood,  vaguely 
hoping  to  meet,  even  so  early,  our  zealous  attor- 
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ney  returaiDg  to  us  with  a  \\li'te  hiDdierchicf 
streaming  from  the  window  of  hisi  postKihaise 
that  idea  liad  got  lato  mj  Lead  hke  a  picture 
and  would  recur  every  moment  I  met  him  not 
I  lingered  on  the  road  I  1  car  I  our  tDundwk 
pealiiig  twelve — the  hoy  had  bnt  an  hour  to  live 
I  looked  towards  the  coantyjJ.il  wh  thei  he  had 
been  removed  for  eietution — the  black  Dig  wag 
waving  over  its  drop-door  Ghncing  once  more 
along  the  Dublin  road  I  ran  as  fist  as  I  coiild 
towards  the  jail,  Arr  ved  at  the  iron  gite  of 
its  outer  yard,  I  wa^  scarce  conscious  of  the 
multitude  who  sat  on  a  height  confronting  t  all 
hushed  and  silent,  or  of  the  stron^  guaid  of  aol 
dicrs  at  the  gate,  til!  one  of  them  refuiied  me 
way.  I  bribed  the  scrjeant  to  convey  my  name 
to  the  governor  of  the  prison,  and  was  admitted, 
first,  into  the  onter  yard,  then  hy  the  guardroom 
door,  ai\d  along  a  colonnade  of  pillars,  connected 
with  iron  work  at  either  hand,  into  the  inner 
courts  of  the  jail.  The  guard-room  was  under 
the  execution-room,  and  both  formed  a  building 
in  themselves,  separated  from  the  main  pile;  the 
colonnade  of  which  I  have  spoken,  leading  from 
one  to  the  other. — What  had  sent  me  where  I 
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now  found  myself,  was  an  inipttise  to  beseech  the 
Sheiiff,  (whom  I  knew,  and  who  was  necessarily 
m  the  jail  to  accoinpaay  the  condemned  to  the 
door  of  the  execution-room,)  for  some  short 
postponement  of  the  fatal  moment.  He  came 
out  to  me,  m  one  of  the  courts  at  either  side  of 
tlie  (olonnade ;  we  spoke  in  whispers,  as  the 
ffood  and  kind-hearted  governor  had  done^ 
though  there  was  not  a  creature  to  overhear  n'' 
in  the  deserted  and  sunnj  places  all  around  I 
knew  tl  e  Sheriff  would  at  his  pen!  make  any 
Lha]j,e  m  the  hour  hut  I  told  liim  our  case 
ind  hs  eyes  brightened  with  zeal  and  benevo- 
lence wSiile  he  put  back  his  walch  three  qnar 
ters  of  an  hour  and  asfcverated  with  my  uncle 
Tobys  oath  I  believe  that  he  would  snear  it 
was  r  gilt  and  that  all  tl  eir  clocks  were  wrong 
ind,  let  them  hang  himself  for  his  mistake 
Our  pout  arrancjed  we  sunk  into  silence  It 
was  impossible  to  go  on  talking  even  m  our 
conscious  whispers  one  oclcck  soon  struck' 
The  governor  pale  and  agitated  appeared 
making  a  sad  signal  to  the  sheriff  We  beck 
oned  him  over  to  us  and  hewas  shewn  the  infal 
Iible  witch   and  retired  again  without  i  wcrd. 
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Mj  friend  aid  I  (oiitinued  standing  side  by  side 
in  resumed  silence  And  all  was  'silence  aroaod 
us  tori  lave  some  few  most  melancholy  moat 
api  all  ag  lonnds  one  caused  by  the  step  of  a 
sentinel  under  tlie  window  of  the  condemnfd 
cell  at  an  unseen  side  of  the  piison  another 
by  the  audiljle  marmunnga  of  the  condemned 
and  Ins  prie&t  heard  through  that  wmJow— 
l)oth  gi  owing  more  fervent  m  prajer  since  the 
lail  dock  had  pealed  oi  e  and  a  third  ^^as 
midc  by  sime  person  also  nnseen  striking  a 
fingk  stroke  with  a  wooden  mallet  about  every 
half  minute  upon  i  large  muffled  bell  at  the 
toj  of  the  prison  —1  e? — I  can  recill  two  other 
sounds  which  irritated  me  greatlj  the  chirping 
ot  si-arr>nB  in  the  sun — ind  I  thought  that 
thei"  usuiUy  pert  note  was  now  strangely  sad — 
and  the  tick  tick  oi  the  sheriffs  watch  which 
I  heard  diBtini.tIy  in  1  s  f)b  The  mnintes  flew 
I  ftlt  pained  in  the  throit — burning  with  thirst 
and  losing  my  presence  of  m  nd  The  governor 
appeared  again  Jty  friend  entered  the  prison 
w  th  him  I  remainetl  alone  confused  and  ago 
nizcd  In  a  few  minutes  the  governor  came  out 
bareheaded  ind  tears  on  hia  cheeks      The  dcr 
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gyuiaii  and  liis  penitent  followed ;  the  former 
had  passed  an  arm  through  one  of  the  manacled 
ones  of  tlie  latter,  and  the  hands  of  both  were 
clasped,  and  both  were  praying  audibly.  My 
old  school-fellow  wept  like  a  child.  Jly  pooi 
client  had  passed  the  threshold  into  the  colon- 
nade, with  a  firm  step,  his  knees  kept  peculiarly 
stiff,  as  lie  paced  aloafr,  and  his  cheeks  and  fore- 
head were  scarlet,  while  !iia  eyes  widened  and 
beamed,  and  was  fixed  on  the  steps  going  up 
to  the  execntion-room,  straight  on  before  him 
He  did  not  yet  see  me  gazing  at  him.  As  the 
sheriff  appeared  behind  him  and  his  priest,  also 
bareheaded,  I  rapidly  snatched  my  hat  from  my 
head.  The  action  attracted  his  attention,  oar 
glances  met — and  oh  1  how  the  flush  instantly 
forsook  his  forehead  and  his  cheeks — and  how 
his  eyes  clo';ed — while  cold  perspiration  hurst 
out  on  his  brow,  and  he  started,  stopped,  and 
faltered  1  Did  he  recognize  me  as  the  person 
who  had  spoken  kindly  to  him  in  his  cell,  he- 
fore  his  trial,  and  perhaps  with  all  my  precau- 
tion, given  him  a  vague  hope  ?  or,  was  it  that 
the  unexpected  appearance  of  a  human  creature, 
staring  at  him  in  utter  commisseration,  in  that 
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otherwise  lonely  court-yard,  had  touched  the 
chord  of  human  associaiions,  and  called  him 
back  to  earth,  oat  of  his  enthusiastic  vision 
of  heaven?  I  know  oot,  I  cannot  even  guess; 
who  can  ?  As  he  faltered,  the  young  priest 
passed  his  arm  round  his  body,  and  gently 
urged  him  to  his  knees  and  knelt  with  him, 
kissing  his  cheeks,  his  lips,  pressing  his  hands, 
and  in  tender  whispers  manning  him  again  for 
facing  shame,  and  death,  and  eternity.  The 
governor,  the  sheriff,  and  I,  instinctively  assum- 
ed the  attitude  of  prayer  at  the  same  moment. 
But  I  hate  to  ^ve  a  character  of  clap-trap  to  a 
real  though  wonderful  occurrence,  hy  continuing 
too  circumstantially.  Moya's  "own  boy"  never 
even  mounted  the  steps  of  the  csecution-room. 
We  were  first  startled,  while  we  all  knelt,  by,  as 
it  afterwards  proved — her  shrieks  at  the  outer 
gates:  she  had  escaped  from  the  restraint  of 
her  family,  and  had  come  to  the  jail  insisting  on 
beuig  married  to  him  "wid  the  rope  itself  round 
his  neck,  to  live  a  widow  for  him  for  ever" — and 
next  there  wos  a  glorious  shout  from  the  multi- 
tude on  the  rural  heights  before  the  prison,  and 
my  one  ceaseless  idea  of  our  attorney,  with  a 
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wliite  haDdkercliief  streaming  through  the  wia- 
dow  of  his  postKihaise  was  realized,  though 
every  one  saw  it  but  I.  And  Moya,  self- 
tratiRijortcd  for  life,  went  out  to  Van  Dieman's 
land,  some  weeks  afterwards,  a  happy  and  con- 
tented wife,  her  family  having  yielded  to  her 
wishes  at  the  instance  of  more  advocates  than 
herself,  and  put  some  money  in  her  purse  also. 
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THE  IRISH  PIPERS. 


Those  wlio  minister  to  ainasemcnt  are  every 
where  (wpular  characters,  and  fully  as  mucli  so 
in  Ireland  as  in  other  countries  Here,  amongst 
the  people  at  lai^,  no  sort  of  person  is  more 
kindly  regarded  than  the  wandering  fiddler  or 
piper,  two  claseefi  of  artists  who  may  be  Mid  to 
have  the  whole  business  of  keeping  Paiidy  in 
good  hnmor  upon  their  shoulders.  The  piper  is 
et-peeially  a  favorite  in  the  primitive  provincea 
of  Monster  and  Connaught.  In  Leinster  they 
are  not  so  common,  and  in  the  North  may  be 
described  as  rare,  though  I  am  not  sure  bat 
that,  for  this  very  reason,  they  are  a^  welcome 
in  Ulster  as  in  the  other  provinces,  their  notes 


6d  by  Google 


2Hi  TALBOT  AND  GATNOB, 

prudocin^  an  impresiion  which  is  agreeable  in 
proportion  to  its  novelty. 

Of  coarse  it  is  but  natural  that  there  should 
exist  a  striking  resemblance  between  the  respec- 
tire  habits  and  modes  of  life  that  characterize 
the  fiddler  and  the  piper;  and  of  the  latter,  as 
well  as  the  former,  it  may  bo  observed,  that, 
aithough  most  of  his  associations  are  drawn 
from  the  habits  of  the  people,  in  contradistinc- 
tion to  those  of  the  higher  classes,  yet  it  is 
unquestionably  true  that  lie  is  strongly  imbued 
with  the  lingering  remains  of  that  old  feudal 
spirit  which  has  now  nearly  departed  from  the 
country.  Even  although  generally  neglected  by 
the  gentry,  and  almost  utterly  overlooked  by  the 
nobility,  yet  it  is  a  melancholy  but  beautiful  trait 
of  "the  old  feeling"  which  prompts  him  always 
to  speak  of  them  with  respect  and  deference. 
He  will  admit,  indeed,  that  there  is  a  degenera- 
tion ;  that  "  the  good  ouM  stock  is  gone  ; "  and 
that  "  the  big  house  is  not  what  it  nsed  to  be, 
whin  the  square's  father  would  bring  liim  into 
the  parlor  before  all  the  quality,  an'  make  him 
play  his  two  favorite  tunes  of  the  Fox-Hwnther's 
Jig  and  the  Hare  in  the  Cnm.     Instead  of  that. 
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the  sorra  ha'porth  now  will  sarve  them  but  a 
kind  of  musical  coffin,  that  tliej  call  a  piaoa 
thirty,  or  forty,  or  something  that  way,  that  to 
hear  it  'ud  malte  a  dog  sthrike  his  father,  if  he 
tiidu't  hehave  himself." 

This  is  the  utmost  length  to  which  he  carries 
his  censure,  and  even  this  is  uttered  ''more  in 
sorrow  than  in  anger."  Oil  the  contrary,  noth- 
ing can  be  more  amusmg  than  the  simple  and 
comilacetit  pnle  with  wl  il!i  he  informs  hit. 
hearers  that  as  be  passed  the  big  house  the 
vtucg  square  brought  hm  in — an  its  himself 
that  knows  what  the  good  oall  saiick  of  the 
pipes  IK  an  more  betoken  so  he  ought — in 
kind  fathei  lor  him  to  do  so — its  the  oull 
•iquire  himself  that  had  the  true  Irish  relish 
foi  them  I  flayed  him  all  his  fathers  faior 
itcf-  both  in  the  light  wai  and  in  the  sorrowful 
Whin  lv,at,  done  he  slij  ped  five  sh  11  n^s  into 
my  hand.  '  Take  this,'  sis  he,  '  for  the  sake  o' 
thim  that's  gone,  an'  of  the  ould  times.'  He 
spoke  low  an'  in  a  hurry,  as  if  his  heart  was  m 
what  he  said ;  an'  somehow  I  felt  a  tear  an  my 
heek  at  the  time;  for  it  is  a  sorrowful  thing  to 
think  how  the  blessed  ould  airs  of  our  couu- 
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thry — tne  only  ones  that  go  to  the  heart — are 
now  so  little  known  and  tlionght  of,  that  a 
fashionable  lady  of  tlje  present  day  would  feel 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  them,  or  play  them  in 
company.  Fareer  gairl  it's  a  bad  sign  of  th 
times,  any  how — may  God  mend  them!" 

The  Irish  piper,  from  the  necessary  monotony 
of  his  life,  is  generaljy  a  man  of  much  simplicity 
of  character — not,  however,  without  a  cast  of 
humor,  which  is  at  once  single-minded  and 
shrewd.  His  little  jealonsies  and  heart-burn- 
ings— and  he  has  his  share — form  the  serious 
eyil  of  his  life ;  but  it  is  remarkable  that 
scarcely  in  a  single  instance  are  these  indulged 
in  at  the  expense  of  the  agreeable  fiddler,  who 
is  by  no  means  looked  upon  as  a  riTal.  Kot  so 
his  brother  piper ;  for,  in  truth,  the  high  and 
doughty  spirit  of  competition  by  which  they  are 
animated,  never  passes  out  of  their  own  class, 
but  burns  with  heroic  rage  amongst  themselves. 
Tiie  lengths  to  which  this  spirit  has  been  fre- 
quently carried,  are  InditTous  almost  beyond  be- 
lief. The  moment  a  piper's  reputation  is  estab- 
lished on  his  beat,  that  moment  commences  his 
misery.     Those  from  the  neighboring  beats  as- 
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sail  him  by  challenges,  that  contaiti  any  thing 
hut  principles  of  harmony.  Sometimes,  it  is 
true,  they  are  cunning  enough  to  come  disguised 
to  hear  him;  and  if  they  imagine  that  a  trial  of 
sliill  is  not  likely  lo  redound  to  tlieir  credit,  they 
slink  off  without  allowing  any  one,  unless  some 
particular  confidant,  to  become  cognizant  of 
their  secret. 

These  comical  contests  were,  ahont  forty  or 
fifty  years  ago,  much  more  frequent  than  they 
have  been  of  late.  In  the  good  old  times,  how- 
ever, when  the  farmers  of  Ireland  brewed  their 
own  beer,  and  had  whiskey  for  a  shilling  a 
quart,  the  challenges,  defeats,  crapes,  and  pur- 
suits, which  took  place  between  persons  of  this 
class,  were  rich  in  dramatic  effect,  and  afforded 
great  amusement  fo  both  the  gentry  and  tlie 
people  I  remember  hearing  the  history  of  a 
chase,  iv  vhich  a  piper  named  Sullivan  puTSued 
a  rival  for  eighteen  month  tl  gi  th  wl  ! 
province  of  Munster  before  1  au  ht  1  n  a  d 
all  in  order  to  ascertain,  by  a  t  a!  f  k  11 
whether  his    antagonist  was    n  nt  tl  d  to 

Have  the  epithet  "  great  "p  fix  d  t  h  nam 
t'lan  he  himself.     It  appea      th  t  Ih     f      d 
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and  admirers  of  tlie  former  were  in  the  habit  of 
calling  him  "  the  Great  Piper  Reillaghan,"  a 
circumstance  which  so  completely  roused  the 
aspiring  sonl  of  his  opponent,  that  he  declared 
he  would  Beyer  rest,  night  or  day,  until  he 
stripped  him  of  the  epithet  "  great"  and  trans- 
ferred it  to  his  own  name.  He  was  beaten, 
however,  and  that  hy  a  manceavre  of  an  extra- 
oi-dinary  kind.  Reillaghan  offered  to  play  against 
hira  while  drunk — Sullivan  to  remain  sober. 

Sullivan,  thrown  oflf  his  guard,  and  anxious 
tinder  any  circumstances  to  be  able  to  hoa,st  of  a 
victory  over  such  an  antagonist,  agreed,  and  was 
conseqnently  overcome ;  the  truth  being,  that 
h  oppon  nt  Ike  Car  Ian  when  composing  on 
tl  e  harp  w  s  ne  er  al  le  properly  to  distinguish 
1  n  elf  a  a  perfo  m  r  unless  when  under  the 
op  at  on  of  whisk  y 

Sail  an  not  at  ill  a  a  e  of  the  trick  that 
the  othe  hid  played  nj  on  h  m,  of  course  took 
t  for  g  anted  tl  at    as  he  hai  stood  no  chance 

tl  He  11  gl  an  when  1  u  k  he  must  have  a 
still  less  one  in  his  sobriety;  and  the  consequence 
was,  that  the  next  morning  it  was  found  he  had 
taken  leave  in  the  course  of  the  night. 
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There  was  Bome  years  ago,  playing  in  the 
tareras  of  DuWi»,  a  blind  piper  named  Talbot, 
whoso  peformanee  was  singularly  powerful  and 
beantiful.  This  man,  though  blind  from  his  in- 
fancy, possessed  mechanical  genius  of  a  high 
order,  and  surprisingly  delicate  and  exact  mani- 
pulation, not  merely  as  a  musician  but  as  a 
mechanic.  He  used  to  perform  in  Ladly's  tav- 
ern in  Capel-street,  where  he  arrived  every  night 
alioat  eight  o'clock,  and  played  till  twelve,  or, 
Bs  the  case  might  be,  one.  He  was  very  social, 
and,  when  drawn  out,  possessed  much  genuine 
Irish  humor,  and  rich  conversational  powers. 
Sometimes,  at  a  late  period  of  the  night,  he  was 
prevailed  upon  to  attach  himself  to  a  particnlar 
party  of  pleasant  fellows,  who  remained  after  the 
house  was  closed,  to  enjoy  themselves  at  full 
swing.  TTien  it  was  that  Talbot  shone,  not 
merely  as  a  companion  but  as  a  performer.  The 
change  in  his  style  and  manner  of  playing  was 
extraordinary;  the  spirit,  the  power,  humor, 
and  pathos  which  he  infused  into  his  execu- 
tion, were  observed  by  every  one  ;  and  when 
asked  to  account  for  so  remarkable  a  change 
his  reply  was,  "  My  Irish  heart  is  warmed;  I'n 
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a<it  now  playing  for  monGy,  bnt  to  please  my- 
self," 

"  But  could  jou  not  play  as  well  during  the 
evening,  Talbot,  if -you  wished,  as  you  do  now?'" 

"  Uo,  if  yOQ  were  to  hang  me.  My  heart 
must  get  warmed,  and  Irish — I  must  be  as  I  am 
this  minute." 

This,  indeed,  was  very  significant,  and  strongly 
indicative  of  the  same  genina  which  distinguished 
Neil  Gow,  Carolan,  and  other  eminent  musicians, 

Talbot,  though  blind,  used  to  employ  his  lei- 
sure hours  in  tuning  and  stringing  organs  and 
pianoa,  and  mending  almost  every  description  of 
musical  instrument  that  could  be  named.  His 
own  pipes,  which  he  called  the  "  grand  pipes," 
were  at  least  eight  feet  long;  and  for  beauty  of 
appearance,  richness  and  delicacy  of  workman- 
ship, surpassed  anything  of  the  kind  that  could 
be  witnessed;  and  when  considered  as  the  pro- 
duction of  his  own  hands,  were  indeed  entitled 
to  be  ranked  as  an  extraordinary  natural  curios- 
ity. Talbot  played  before  George  IV.,  and  ap- 
peared at  most  of  the  Loudon  theatres,  where 
his  perlormances  were  received  with  the  most 
enthusiastic  applause.     In  person,  Talbot  was  a 
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lai^e,  portly-looking  man,  red  faced,  and  good- 
iooking,  though  strongly  marked  by  traces  of 
the  emall-pos.  He  alwaja  wore  a  bins  coat, 
fully  made,  with  gilt  buttons,  and  had  altogether 
the  look  of  what  we  call  in  Ireland  a  well- 
dressed  badagh*  or  ha!f-sir,  which  means  a  kin 
of  gentleman-farmer. 

His  pipes,  indeed,  were  a  very  wonderful  in- 
strument, or  rather  combination  of  instruments, 
being  BO  complicated  that  no  one  could  play 
upon  them  but  himself.  The  tones  which  he 
brought  out  of  them  might  be  imagined  to  pro- 
ceed from  almost  every  instrnment  in  an  orches- 
tra— now  resembling  the  sweetest  and  most  at- 
tenuated notes  of  the  finest  Cremona  violin, 
and  again  the  deep  and  solemn  diapason  of  the 
organ.  Like  every  Irish  performer  of  taient 
that  we  have  met  with,  he  always  preferred  the 
rich  old  songs  and  airs  of  Ireand  to  every  other 
dracription  of  music;  and  when  lit  up  into  the 
enthusiasm  of  his  profession  and  his  love  of  coun- 
try, he  has  often    deplored,  with  tears   in  his 

•  Badagh  Bii[Qifie3  a  ehorl,  and  TM  originnlly  applied  u 
a  yrori  of  oSeoct,  to  the  Ei^gliiiii  lettlers.     The  offcnEire 
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Eiglitless  eyes,  the  inroads  which  modern  fashion 
had  made,  and  was  making,  upon  the  good  old 
Epirit  of  the  bj-gone  times.  Nearly  the  last 
words  I  ever  heard  from  his  lips  were  highly 
touching,  and  characteristic  of  the  man  as  well 
as  the  musician:  "If  we  forget  our  own  old 
music,"  said  he,  "  what  is  there  to  remember  in 
its  place?" — words  alas!  which  are  equally 
fraught  with  melancholy  and  tmth 

The  man,  however,  who  ought  to  sit  as  the 
true  type  and  representative  of  the  Irish  piper, 
IS  he  whose  whole  life  i^  passed  among  the  ]  ea 
s<intry  with  the  exception  ot  an  occasional  ele- 
vat  on  to  the  lord  s  hall  or  the  squrres  parlor — 
who  lb  equally  conversant  with  he  Irsh  and 
English  languages— has  neither  wife  nor  child 
home  nor  homp  but  circulates  from  one  village 
or  farm  house  to  another  carrying  mirth 
amusement  and  a  warm  welcome  with  him 
wherever  he  goe=:  and  filimg  the  heart';  of  the 
voung  with  happmess  and  dehght  The  true 
Irish  piper  must  wear  a  frieze  coat  corduroy 
breeches,  grey  woollen  stockings,  smoke  tobacco, 
drink  whiskey,  and  take  snuif;  for  it  is  absolute- 
ly necessary,  from  his  peculiar  position  among 
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ilie  people,  that  he  should  be  awaiting  ency- 
tlopsedia  of  Irish  social  usages.  And  so  he 
g'Kiierally  is;  for  to  the  practice  and  cultivation 
of  these  the  simple  tenor  of  his  iaoffciisive  life 
is  dcTotei!, 

The  most  perfect  specimen  of  this  class  we  ever 
were  acquainted  with,  was  a  blind  man  known  by 
the  name  of  "  Piper  Gajnor."  His  beat  ex- 
tended through  the  county  of  Louth,  and  occa- 
sionally through  those  of  Meath  and  Monaghan. 
Gaynor  was  precisely  such  a  man  as  I  have  just 
described,  both  as  to  dress,  a  knowledge  of  Eng- 
lish and  Irish,  and  a  thorough  feeling  of  all 
those  mellow  old  tints,  wliich  an  incipient 
change  in  the  spirit  of  Irish  society  threatened 
even  tfieii  to  obliterate,  I  have  said  he  was 
blind,  hut,  unlike  Talbot's,  his  face  was  smooth; 
and  his  pale  placid  features,  while  playing  on  his 
pijies,  were  absolutely  radiant  with  enthusiasm 
and  genius.  He  was  a  widower,  and  bad  won 
one  of  the  fairest  and  most  modest  girls  in  the 
rich  agricultural  county  of  Louth,  in  spite  of 
the  competition  and  rivalry  of  many  wealthy  and 
independent  suitors.  But  no  wonder;  for  who 
could  hear  his  magic  performances  without  at 
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once  surrendering  the  whole  heart  and  feelings 
to  the  almost  preternatural  influence  of  this  mi- 
raculous enchanter?  Talbot? — no,  no!^-after 
hearing  Gaynor,  the  yery  remembrance  of  the 
music  which  proceeded  from  the  "  ^and  pipes  " 
was  absolutely  indifferent.  And  yet  the  pipes 
on  which  he  played  were  the  meanest  in  appear- 
ance you  could  imagine,  and  in  point  of  size  the 
smallest  I  ever  saw.  It  is  eingnlar,  however, 
but  no  less  true,  that  we  can  scarcely  name 
a  celebrated  Irish  piper  whose  pipes  were 
not  known  to  be  email,  old-iooking,  greasy, 
and  marked  by  the  stains  and  dinges  which 
indicate  an  indulgence  in  the  habits  of  convivial 
life. 

Many  a  distinguished  piper  have  we  heard, 
but  never  at  all  any  whom  we  could  think  for 
a  moment  of  comparing  with  Gaynor.  Unlike 
Talbot,  it  mattered  not  when  or  wiiere  he  played; 
his  ravisliing  notes  were  still  t!ie  same,  for  he 
possessed  the  power  of  utterly  abstracting  his 
whole  spirit  into  his  music,  and  any  body  who 
looked  upon  his  pa)e  and  intellectual  counte- 
nance, could  perceive  the  shadows  and  lights  of 
the  Irish  heart  flit  over  it,  with  a  change  and 
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rapidity  which  nothing  but  the  sou!  of  genius 
could  conimaQd. 

Gaynor,  though  coraparatiyely  unknown  to 
any  kind  of  fame  but  a  local  one,  was  yet  not 
unknown  to  himgeJf.  In  truth,  though  modest, 
humble,  and  unassnming  in  his  manners,  ho 
possessed  the  true  pride  of  geiiiua.  For  instance, 
though  willing  to  play  in  a  respectable  farmer's 
house  for  the  amusement  of  the  family,  he  never 
could  be  prevailed  on  to  play  at  a  common 
dawx;  and  his  reasons,  which  I  have  often  heard 
him  urge,  were  such  as  exhibit  the  spirit  and 
intellect  of  the  man.  "  My  music,"  said  he,  "  isn't 
for  the  feet  or  the  fioor,  but  for  tht  ear  an'  (Ae 
htart;  you'll  get  phntyof/oo(  ^fers,  but  I'm 
none  of  thim." 

I  will  now  give  a  brief  sket«h  of  the  last  even- 
ing I  ever  spent  in  his  society:  and  as  some  of 
his  observations  bore  slightly  npon  Scotch  music, 
they  may  probably  be  perused  with  the  more 
interest  by  Caledonian  readers. 

He  was  seated  when  I  entered  at  the  spacious 
hearth  of  a  wealthy  farmer  in  the  neighborhood, 
surrounded  by  large  chests,  clean  settles,  and  au 
ample  dresser,  whose  well-scoured  pewter  reflects 
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ed  the  dancing  blaze  of  a  huge  turf  fire.  The 
ruddy  farmer  and  his  comely  wife  were  placed 
opposite  him,  their  family  of  sons  and  daughters 
in  a  wide  circle  at  a  due  distance,  whilst  behind, 
on  the  settles,  were  the  servant  men  and  maids, 
with  several  of  the  neighbors,  yonng  and  old, 
some  sitting  on  chairs,  and  others  leaning 
against  the  dresser,  the  tables,  and  the  meal 
chests.  Within  the  chimney-brace  depended 
large  sides  and  flitches  of  fat  beacon,  and  dark 
smoke-dried  junks  of  hung  beef,  presenting  alto- 
gether that  agreeable  manifestation  of  abundance 
which  gives  snch  a  cheerful  sense  of  solid  comfort 
to  the  interior  of  a  substantial  farmer's  house. 

When  I  made  mj  appearance  in  the  kitchen, 
he  was  putting  a  tobacco-pipe  into  his  mouth, 
but  held  it  back  for  a  moment,  and  exclaimed, 
"I  ought  to  know  that  footi"  after  which  he 
extended  !iis  hand,  and  asked  me  by  name  how 
I  did.  Ho  then  sat  a  while  in  silence — for  such 
was  his  habit — and  having  "sucked  his  doodai," 
as  they  say,  he  began  to  blow  his  bellows,  and 
played  Scots  who.  hat.  When  he  had  finislied  it, 
"Well,"  I  observed,  "what  a  fine  piece  of  mar 
tial  music  that  isl" 
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"  No,  no,"  he  replied,  shaking  his  head, 
"there's  more  tears  than  blood  in  it.  It's  too 
sorrowful  for  war :  play  it  aa  jon  will,  it's  not 
the  thing  to  rise  the  heart,  but  to  sink  it." 

"  But  what  do  you  think,  Gaynor,  of  the 
Scotch  mufiic  in  general?" 

"  Would  yon  have  me  to  ^ake  ill  of  my 
own  ?"  he  replied  with  a  smile;  "  sure  they  had 
it  from  uz." 

"  Well,  even  so;  they've  not  made  a  bad  use 
of  it." 

"  God  knows  they  haven't,"  he  replied;  "  the 
Scotch  airs — many  o'  them — is  Ihe  very  breath  of 
the  heart  itself." 

Even  then  I  was  much  strnct  with  the  force 
of  this  expression;  but  I  was  too  young  fully  to 
perceive  either  its  truth  or  beauty.  The  con- 
versation then  became  general,  and  he  addressed 
himself  with  great  naivete  to  the  youngsters,  who 
began  to  banter  him  on  the  subject  of  a  second 

"  How  can  dark  men  choose  a  wife,  Mr. 
Gaynor  V 

"  God,  avoumeen,  makes  up  in  one  sense  what 
they  want  in  another.    'Tis  the  ear,  'tis  the  ear," 
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continued  he  with  apparent  emotion ;  "  that'a 
what  wili  never  desave  you.  It  did  not  dcsave 
mt,  an'  it  never  will  desave  any  body— no,  in- 
deedl" 

"  Why,  how  do  yon  prove  that,  Ned?" 

"It  isn't  the  eang,"  continued  Ked;  "no,  nor 
the  langh ;  for, I  kneten  them  that  could  sing 
like  angels,  and,  to  all  appearance,  were  merry 
enough  too,  an'  God  forgive  them,  there  was 
little  but  bittherness  in  them  after  all ;  but  it's 
the  every-day  voice,  aisy  and  natural ;  if  there's 
sweetness  in  that,  you  may  depind  there's  music 
in  the  heart  it  comes  from ;  so  that,  as  I  said, 
childbre,  it's  the  ear  that  judges." 

This,  coming  from  a  man  who  had  not  his 
Bight,  was,  indeed,  very  characteristic;  and  we 
certainly  believe  that  the  observation  contains 
a  great  deal  of  moral  truth-— at  least  Shake- 
peare  was  certainly  of  the  same  opinion. 

"Now,  cliildhre,"  said  he,  "hadn't  we  betther 
liave  a  dance,  and  afther  that  I'll  play  all  your 
favorites.  So  now,  trim  your  heels  for  a  dance. 
What's  the  world  good  for,  if  we  don't  take  it 
aisy  ?" 

After  playing  the  old  bard's  exquisite  air,  the 
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youngsters  myself  among  tl e  rest  jo i cl  m  the 
dance  The  punch  being  Ihen  mtrodQced  a 
happy  nitht  i\as  spent  in  chat  music  rich  old 
!ej,ei  db  and  traditions  principally  furnished  by 
Giynor  himielf,  who  in  addition  to  }k  miny 
social  and  amnsing  qnalilic'i  poasesaed  n  a  1  igh 
degnee  tbe  free  and  fluent  powers  pecul  ir  to  the 
old  Irish  senachie 

Such  is  a  very  feeble  and  imperfect  tketch  of 
the  Irish  piper,  a  cliaracter  whom  his  country- 
men love  and  respect,  and  in  every  instance 
treat  with  the  kindness  and  cordiality  due  to  a 
relation.  Indeed,  the  musicians  of  Ireland  are 
as  harmless  and  inoffensive  a  claps  of  persons  as 
evtr  existed;  and  there  can  he  no  greater  proof 
of  this  than  the  very  striking  fact,  that,  in  the 
criminal  statistics  of  the  country,  the  name  of 
an  Irish  piper  or  fiddler,  etc.,  has  scarcely,  if 
ever,  been  known  *n  opnear. 
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There  is  Bcarcely  a  trait  of  homan  nature 
itivolved  in  more  myatery  or  generally  kbs 
uiideritood  ttiin  the  singular  strength  of  affee 
tiofl  which  binds  the  humble  ptasant  of  Irish 
life  lo  his  foster  brother  and  more  e=perially  if 
the  latter  he  a  person  of  rank  or  consideration 
This  aijomaloits  attachment  though  it  miy  be 
toaccrtaij  extent  mutuiil  is  neverthele'-s  yerj 
seldom  known  to  be  equal  in  strength  between 
the  paities  Experience  has  saffiraently  proved 
to  us  that  whdst  instances  of  eqnahtv  in  feeling 
have  been  known  to  charactenze  it  the  predom 
inant  power  of  its  spirit  has  always  been  found  to 
exist  III  the  person  of  the  humbler  party.     How 
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to  acconnt  for  this,  would  certainly  require  a 
more  philusophica!  acqnaintunce  with  human 
nature  than  has  fallen  to  our  lot ;  we  must 
therefore  be  content  to  know  that  the  fact  is 
precisely  as  we  have  stated  it.  Irish  history 
and  tradition  fnmiah  ns  with  snfBeient  materi 
als  on  which  to  ground  clear  and  distinct  proofs 
that  tlie  attachment  of  habit  and  contiguity  in 
these  instancea  far  transcends  that  of  natural 
affection  itself.  It  is  very  seldom  that  one 
brother  will  lay  down  his  life  for  another,  and 
yet  instances  of  such  high  and  heroic  sacrifices 
have  occurred  in  the  case  of  the  foster  brother, 
whose  affection  has  thus  not  nnfrequently  tri- 
umphed over  death  itself.  It  is  certainly  im- 
possible to  impute  this  wild  but  indomitable 
attachment  fo  the  force  of  domestic  feeling, 
because,  whilst  we  maintain  that  the  dtimestic 
affections  in  Ireland  are  certainly  stronger  than 
those  of  any  other  country  in  the  world,  still 
instances  of  this  inexplicable  devotion  have 
occurred  in  the  persons  of  those  in  whom  the 
domestic  ties  were  known  to  be  very  feeble.  IE 
is  true,  there  are  many  moral  anomalies  in  the 
human  heart  with  which  we  are  as  yet  but  im- 
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perfectly  acquainted;  and  as  they  arise  from 
fiome  wayward  and  irregular  combination  of  its 
impulses,  that  operate  independently  of  any 
known  principles  of  action,  it  is  not  likely  tiiat 
we  Rhall  ever  thoroughly  nnderstanil  them. 
There  is  another  peculiarity  in  Irish  feeling, 
which,  as  it  is  analogous  to  this,  we  cannot 
neglect  to  mention  it :  we  allude  to  the  jiarir 
sheen,  a  term  which  we  must  explain  at  further 
length  to  oar  readers.  "When  the  Dublin 
Foundling  Ilospital  was  in  existence,  the  poor 
infant.1  wiiom  an  unhappy  destiny  consigned  to 
that  gloomy  and  withering  institution,  were 
transmitted  to  different  parts  of  the  country 
to  he  nursed  by  the  wives  of  the  lower  classes 
of  the  peasantry — such  as  day-laborers,  cottiers, 
and  small  farmers,  who  cultivated  from  three 
to  six  or  eight  acres  of  land.  These  children 
were  generally,  indeed  almost  always,  called 
Parisheens — a  word  which  conid  be  properly 
applied  to  snch  only  as,  having  no  known 
parents,  were  supported  by  the  parish  in  which 
they  happened  to  be  born.  It  was  transferred 
fo  the  Foandiings,  however,  although,  with  the 
exception  of  the  metropolis,  which  certainly  paid 
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a  parish  tax  for  their  maintenance,  they  were 
prmeipally  supported  by  a  very  moral  act  of 
parliament,  whicii,  l>y  the  wise  proTisioa  of  a 
larg^e  grant,  held  out  a  very  liberal  bounty  to 
profligacy.  At  all  events,  the  opprobrious  epi- 
thet of  Parisheen  was  that  usually  fixed  upon 
them. 

Now,  of  all  classes  of  our  fellow-creatures,  one 
might  almost  naturally  suppose  that  those  de- 
serted and  forsaken  beings  would  be  apt,  con- 
signed aa  they  uniformly  were  to  the  care  of 
mercenary  strangers,  to  experience  neglect,  ill- 
treatment,  or  even  cruelty  itself;  and  yet,  honor 
be  to  the  generous  hearts  and  affectionate  feel- 
ings of  our  hnmble  people!  it  Las  been  proved, 
by  the  incontestible  authority  of  a  Commission 
(xpressly  appointed  to  examine  and  report  on 
the  working  of  the  very  Hospital  in  question, 
that  the  care,  affection,  and  tenderness  with 
which  these  ill-fated  creatnres  were  treated  by 
the  nnrsea  to  whom  they  were  given  out,  were 
etjual,  if  not  snperior,  to  those  bestowed  upon 
tlieir  own  children.  Even  nhen  removed  from 
these  nurses  to  situations  of  incomparably  more 
comfort — situations  in  which  they  were  lodged. 
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fed,  and  clothed  in  a  far  superior  manner — ^they 
have  been  known  in  innnmerable  instances  to 
elopc  from  their  maaters  and  mistresses,  and  re- 
turn to  their  old  abodes,  preferring  the  iiidol- 
geace  of  their  affection,  with  poverty  and  distreas, 
to  anything  else  that  life  could  offer. 

All  this,  however,  was  very  natural  and  rea- 
sonable, for  we  know  that  even  the  domestic 
animal  will  love  the  hand  that  feeds  him.  Bnt 
that  which  we  have  alluded  to  as  constituting 
the  strong  anali^y  between  it  and  the  attach- 
ment of  the  foster  brother,  is  the  well-known 
fact,  that  the  affection  of  the  children  to  the 
nurses,  though  strong  and  remarkable,  was  as 
nothing  when  compared'  with  that  which  the 
nurses  felt  for  them.  This  was  proved  by  a  force 
of  testimony  which  no  skepticism  could  encounter. 
The  parting  scenes  between  them  were  affecting, 
and  in  many  instances  agonizing,  to  the  la^ 
degree.  Nay,  nurses  have  frequently  come  to 
Publin,  and  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  and  in  ac- 
cents of  the  most  unfeigned  sorrow,  begged  that 
the  orphans  might  be  allowed  to  stay  with  them, 
undertaking,  rather  than  part  with  them,  that 
they  would  snpport  them  at  their  own  expense. 
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It  would  be  very  difficult  to  produce  a  more 
lionurable  testimony  to  the  moral  Lonesty,  gene- 
rosity, and  exquisite  kiudiie^s  of  lieart  which 
characterize  our  people,  than  the  anthentic  facta 
we  have  just  mentioned.  They  fell  naturally  m 
our  way  when  treating  of  the  subject  that  pre- 
ceded thum,  and  we  could  not,  in  justice  to  cir- 
cumstances so  beautiful  and  striking,  much  less 
in  justice  to  the  people  themselves,  pass  them 
over  in  silence. 

We  shall  now  relate  a  short  story,  illustrating 
tlie  attachment  of  a  foster  brother;  but  as  we 
have  reason  to  believe  that  the  eircumstancea 
ai-e  trne,  we  shall  introduce  fictitious  names  iu- 
stead  of  real  ones. 

Tiie  rebellion  of  ninety-eight  was  just  at  its 
height  when  the  incidents  we  are  about  to  men- 
tion took  place.  A  gentleman  named  Moore 
had  a  daughter  remarkable  for  her  beauty  and 
accomplishments.  Indeed,  so  celebrated  had 
she  become,  that  her  health  was  always  druLik 
as  the  toast  of  her  native  county.  Many  suit- 
ors she  had,  of  course,  but  among  the  rest  two 
were  remarkable  for  their  assiduous  attentions 
to  her  and   an  intense  anxiety  to  secure  lier 


6d  by  Google 


306  FRANK    FINNEGAN, 

affections.  Henry  Irwin  was  a  high  loyalist,  as 
was  her  own  father,  whose  consent  to  gain  the 
affections  of  his  daughter  had  been  long  given 
(a  his  young  friend.  The  other,  a  young  gentle- 
man named  HewBon,  who  in  point  of  fact  had 
already  secured  her  affections,  was,  nnfortanate- 
ly,  deeply  involved  in,  or,  we  should  rather  aay, 
an  open  leader  on,  the  insurgent  side.  His  prin- 
ciples having  become  known  to  Moore,  as  a 
republican,  for  some  time  before  the  breaking 
ont  of  the  insurrection,  he  was,  in  consequence, 
forbidden  the  house,  and  warned  against  hold- 
ing commnnication  with  any  member  of  bis 
family.  He  had  snceeeded,  however,  before  this, 
by  the  aid  of  Miss  Moore  herself,  who  was  aware 
of  his  principles,  in  piacing  as  butler  in  her 
father's  family  his  own  foster  brother,  Frank 
Finnegan — an  arrangement  which  never  would 
have  been  permitted,  had  Moore  known  of  the 
peculiar  bond  of  affection  which  eubsisted  be- 
tween them.  Of  this,  however,  he  was  igno- 
rant; and  in  admitting  Finnegan  into  his  family, 
he  was  not  aware  of  the  advantages  he  afforded 
to  the  proscribed  suitor  of  liis  daughter.  This 
interdiction,  however,  came  too  late  for  the  pur- 
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poses  of  prudence  Ere  it  was  issued  Hewson 
anl  his  diujjhter  had  eichangedyoas  of  mutual 
affectioti  bnt  the  national  outbreak  nliich  iiu 
mediately  ensued  by  forcing  Hewson  to  assume 
Ins  jilace  as  an  lUburgent  leader  appealed  to 
liave  placed  a  barrier  between  him  and  her 
wIiilIi  v.ai,  naturally  considered  to  be  iiisur 
mountabk  In  the  raeantirae  Moore  himself 
wliuwasa  loctl  magistrtte  and  also  a  ciptam 
ot  jeomanry  took  an  extiemelj  active  part  in 
quelling  the  insurrection  and  in  bunting  down 
and  secnnng  the  rebels  IsoT  was  Irwin  less 
zealous  in  following  the  foolateps  ot  the  man  to 
whom  he  nished  to  rLcommend  himself  as  bis 
future  son  in  law  Thej  acted  together  ind  so 
ngorous  were  the  raeasnres  of  the  joung  lojal 
iRt  that  the  other  felt  it  necessiry  in  some  in 
stances  to  check  the  exuberance  of  hn  lojalty 
This  however  was  not  known  to  the  opjiosite 
partv,  for  as  Irwin  always  seemed  to  act  under 
the  instructions  of  hin  friend  Moore  so  was  it 
obviously  enough  inferred  that  etery  harsh  act 
andwanton  stretch  of  authority  which  he  lom 
nutted  was  either  sanctioned  or  suggested  by 
the  other     The  consequence  was    that  Moore 


6d  by  Google 


^03  FRANK   riNNEGAN, 

became,  if  possible,  more  odious  tlian  Irwin,  who 
was  looked  upod  as  a  rash,  hot-liuaded  zealot ; 
whilst  the  veteran  was  marked  as  a  coo!  and 
wily  old  fox,  who  had  ten  tiraes  the  cunning  and 
cruelty  of  the  senseless  puppet  he  was  mannging. 
In  this,  it  is  unnecessary  to  say,  they  were  egrc- 
giousiy  mistaken. 

In  the  meantime  the  rebellion  went  forwaj'd, 
and  many  acts  of  cruelty  and  atrocity  were 
committed  on  both  sides.  Moore's  house  and 
family  would  have  been  attacked,  and  most  pro- 
bably murder  and  ruin  might  hare  visited  him 
and  hia,  were  it  not  for  the  influence  of  Hewson 
with  the  rebels.  Twice  did  the  latter  succeed, 
and  on  each  occasion  with  great  diEBcuity,  lu 
preventiug  him  and  his  household  from  fallmg 
victims  to  the  vengeance  of  the  insurgents 
Moore  was  a  man  of  great  personal  coaiage,  but 
apt  to  underrate  the  character  and  enterpiiae  of 
those  who  were  opposed  to  him.  Indeed,  hia 
prudence  was  by  no  means  on  a  par  with  his 
bravery  or  zeal,  for  he  has  often  been  known  to 
sally  out  at  the  head  of  a  party  in  quest  of  hia  ene- 
mies, and  leave  his  own  mansion,  and  the  lives  of 
those  who  were  in  it,  exposed  and  defenceless. 
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On  one  of  these  excorsions  it  was  that  he 
chanced  to  capture  a  smali  body  of  insai^nts, 
headed  by  an  intimate  friend  and  distant  rela- 
tive of  Hewson's.  As  the  law  at  that  unhappy 
period  was  necessarily  quick  in  its  operations, 
we  need  scarcely  say,  that,  having  been  taken 
openly  armed  against  the  king  and  the  consti- 
tution, they  were  tried  and  executed  by  the 
summary  sentence  of  a  eou^^ma^tial,  A  deep 
and  bloody  vengeance  was  now  sworn  against 
him  and  his  by  the  rebels,  who  for  some  time 
afterwards  lay  in  wait  for  the  purpose  of  retali- 
ating in  a  spirit  prompted  by  the  atrocious 
character  of  the  times. 

Hewson's  attachment  to  Moore's  daughter, 
however,  had  been  long  known,  and  his  previ- 
ons  interference  on  behalf  of  her  father  had 
been  successful  on  that  account  only  Now, 
however,  the  plan  of  attack  was  laid  without 
his  cognizance,  and  that  with  the  mo'^t  solemn 
injunctions  to  every  one  concerned  in  it  not  to 
disclose  their  object  to  any  human  being  not 
officially  acquainted  with  it,  much  less  to  Hcw- 
■on,  who  they  calculated  would  once  more  take 
Bach  steps  as  might  defeat  their  sanguinaiy  pnr- 
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pose.  These  arrangmnents  having'  been  made, 
matters  were  allowed  to  remain  quiet  for  a  lit- 
tle, until  Moore  shooid  be  off  his  guard-  for  we 
mast  obserye  here,  that  he  had  felt  it  necessary 
after  the  execution  of  the  capture!  rebels  to 
keep  his  house  strongly  and  resolutely  defended 
The  attack  was  therefore  postponed  untd  the 
apprehensions  created  by  his  recent  aetiTity 
shonld  gradually  wear  away,  and  his  enemes 
might  with  less  risk  nndertake  the  work 
of  bloodshed  and  destruction.  The  night  at 
length  was  appointed  on  which  the  murderous 
attack  must  be  made.  All  the  dark  details 
were  arranged  with  a  deliberation  at  whch 
removed  as  we  now  are  from  the  sanguinary 
excitement  of  the  times,  the  very  s(ii!  shudders 
and  gets  sick.  A  secret,  honever  communi 
cated,  even  under  the  most  solemn  sanction  to 
a  great  number,  stands  a  great  chance  of  being 
no  secret  at  all,  especially  during  civil  war, 
where  f.o  many  interests  of  friendship,  blood, 
and  marriage,  bind  the  opjfosing  parties  to- 
gether, in  spite  of  the  public  principles  Tinder 
which  thej  act.  Miss  Moore's  maid  had  a 
brother,  for  instance,  who,  together  with    sev- 
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eral  of  his  friends  and  relatives,  being  appointed 
to  aid  in  the  attack,  felt  anxious  that  she  should 
not  be  present  on  that  night,  lest  her  acqnaiiit- 
ance  with  them  might  be  ultimatelj  dangeroas 
to  the  assailants.  He  accordingly  sought  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  her,  and  in  earnest  lan- 
guage urged  her  to  absent  herself  from  her 
master's  honse  on  the  appointed  night.  The 
girl  was  not  mnch  surprised  at  the  ambiguity 
of  his  hints,  for  the  truth  was,  that  no  person, 
man  or  woman,  possessing  common  sense,  could 
be  ignorant  of  the  state  of  the  country,  or  of 
the  evil  odor  in  which  Moore  and  Irwin,  and  all 
those  who  were  active  on  the  part  of  the  gov- 
ernment, were  held.  She  accordingly  told  him 
that  she  would  follow  his  advice,  and  spoke  to 
him  in  terms  so  slirewd  and  significant,  that  he 
deemed  it  useless  to  preserve  further  secrecy. 
The  plot  was  thus  disclosed,  and  the  girl 
warned  to  leave  the  house,  both  for  her  own 
sake  and  for  that  of  those  who  were  to  wreak 
their  vengeance  upon  Moore  and  his  family. 

The  poor  girl,  hoping  that  her  master  and  the 
rest  might  fly  from  the  impending  danger,  com- 
municated the  circumstances  to  Miss  Moore, 


6d  by  Google 


312  FRANK    FINNEGAN, 

who  forthwith  communicated  them  to  her 
father,  who,  again,  instead  of  flying,  took  mea- 
sures to  collect  about  Lis  premises,  during  the 
early  part  of  the  dreaded  night,  a  large  and 
well-armed  force  from  the  next  military  station. 
Kow,  it  BO  happened  that  this  girl,  whose  name 
was  Baxter,  had  a  leaning  towards  Hewson's 
fester  brother  Pinnegan,  her  fellow-servant,  who 
in  plain  langnage  was  her  accepted  lover.  If 
love  will  not  show  itself  in  a  case  of  danger,  it 
is  good  for  nothing.  "We  need  scarcely  say  that 
Peggy  Baxter,  apprehensive  of  danger  to  her 
sweetheart,  confided  the  secret  to  him  also  in 
the  early  part  of  the  day  of  the  attack.  Finne- 
gan  was  surprised,  especially  when  he  heard  from 
Peggy  that  Hewson  had  been  kept  in  ignorance 
of  the  whole  design  (for  so  her  brother  had  told 
her),  in  consequence  of  his  attachment  to  her 
young  mistress.  There  was  now  no  possible 
way  of  warding  off  such  a  calamity  unless  by 
communicating  with  Hewson  ;  and  this,  as  Fni- 
negan  was  a  sound  United  Iriuhman,  he  knew 
he  conld  do  without  any  particular  danger.  He 
lost  no  time,  therefore,  in  seeing  him ;  and  we 
need  scarcely  soy  that  his  foster  brother  felt 
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stunned  and  thunderstruck  at  tbe  deed  about 
to  bo  peipetrated  without  his  knowledge.  Fin- 
negan  then  left  him,  but  ero  he  reached  holue 
the  darkness  had  set  in,  and  on  arriving,  he 
sought  the  kitchen  and  its  comforts,  ignorant, 
as  were  indeed  most  of  the  servants,  that  tli 
upper  rooms  and  oul>-honses  were  literally  cram- 
med with  fierce  and  well-armed  soldiers. 

Matters  were  bow  coming  to  a  crisis.  Hew- 
son,  aware  that  there  was  little  time  to  be  lost, 
collected  a  small  party  of  his  own  immediate  and 
personal  friends,  not  one  of  whom,  from  their 
known  attachment  to  him,  had  been,  any  more 
than  himself,  admitted  to  a  knowledge  of  the  at- 
tack upon  Moore,  Determined,  therefore,  to  be 
beforehand  with  the  others,  he  and  they  met  at 
an  appointed  place,  from  whence  they  went 
qnickly,  and  with  all  possible  secrecy,  to  Moore's 
house,  for  the  purpose  not  only  of  apprizing  htm 
of  the  fate  to  which  he  and  his  were  doomed, 
but  also  with  an  intention  of  escorting  hira  and 
all  his  family  as  far  from  his  house  as  might  be 
consistent  with  the  safety  of  both  parties.  Our 
readers  are  of  coni-se  prepared  for  the  surprise 
and  capture  of  honest  Hewson  and  his  friends. 
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of  whose  friendly  iotentions  they  are  aware.  It 
is  too  true.  Not  expecting  to  find  the  lionso 
defended  they  were  unprepared  for  an  attack  or 
sally;  and  the  upshot  was  that  in  a  few  minntes 
two  of  them  were  shot,  and  most  of  the  rest, 
among  whom  was  Hewson,  taken  prisoners  on 
the  spot.  Those  who  escaped  communicated  to 
the  other  insurgents  an  account  of  the  strength 
with  which  Moore's  house  was  defended,  and  tlie 
latter  instead  of  making  an  attempt  to  rescue 
their  friends,  abandoned  the  meditated  attack 
altogether,  and  left  Hewson  and  his  party  to 
their  fate.  A  gloomy  fate  that  was.  Asser- 
tions and  protestations  of  their  innocence  were 
all  in  voiu.  An  insurgent  party  were  expected 
to  attack  the  house,  and  of  course  they  came, 
headed  by  Hewson  himself,  who,  as  Moore  said, 
no  doubt  intended  to  spare  none  of  them  but  his 
daughter,  and  her  only  in  order  that  she  might 
become  a  rebel's  wife.  Irwin,  too,  his  rival  in 
loTe  and  his  foe  in  politics,  was  on  the  court- 
martial;  and  what  had  he  to  expect?  Death; 
and  nothing  bnt  the  darkness  of  the  night  pre- 
vented his  enemies  from  putting  it  into  imraedi- 
ate  execution  upon  him  and  his  companions. 
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Hewson  mointained  a  digniflcd  silence ;  and 
upon  seeing  his  friends  guarded  from  tlie  hall 
where  they  were  now  assembled,  into  a  large 
barn,    he  desired    to  be    placed     along   with 

"No,"  said  Moore;  "if  jon  are  a  rebel  ten 
times  over,  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  mnst  not 
herd  with  them;  and  besides,  Mr.  Hewson,  with 
great  respect  to  yon,  we  shall  place  jou  in  a 
much  safer  place:  in  the  highest  room  in  a  house 
unusually  high,  we  shall  lodge  you,  out  of  which 
if  you  escape,  we  will  say  you  are  an  innocent 
man.  Frank  Finnegan,  show  him  and  those  two 
soldiers  up  to  the  observatory,  get  him  refresh- 
menta,  and  leave  him  in  their  charge.  Guard 
his  door,  men,  for  yon  shall  be  he!d  responsible 
for  his  appearance  in  the  morning." 

The  men,  in  obedience  to  these  orders,  escort- 
ed him  to  the  door,  ontside  of  which  was  their 
station  for  the  night.  When  Frank  and  he  en- 
tered the  observatory,  the  former  gently  shut 
the  door,  and  turning  to  his  foster  brother,  ex- 
claimed in  accents  of  deep  distress,  bat  lowering 
his  voice,  "  There  is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost ; 
you  must  escape." 
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"That  is  impossible,"  replied  Hewson,  "un- 
less I  had  wings  and  could  use  them." 

"We  roust  try,"  retarned  Prank;  "we  can 
onlj'  fail — at  the  most,  they  can  only  take  yonr 
life,  and  that  they  will  do  at  all  events." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  Hewson,  "  and  I  am  pre- 
pared for'  it." 

"  Hear  me,"  said  the  other:  "I  will  come  up 
by-and-bye  with  refreshment,  say  in  abont  half 
an  hour;  be  yon  stripped  when  I  come:  we  are 
both  of  a  size;  and  as  these  fellows  don't  know 
either  of  ns  very  well,  I  wouldn't  say  but  you 
may  go  out  in  my  clothes.  I'll  hear  nothing," 
he  added,  seeing  Hewson  about  to  speak  ;  "  I'm 
here  too  long,  and  these  fellows  might  begin  to 
Buspect  something.  Be  prepared  when  I  come. 
Good  bye,  Mr.  Hewson,"  he  said  aloud,  as  he 
opened  the  door;  "  in  troth  and  conscience  I'm 
sorry  to  see  yon  here;  but  that's  the  consequence 
of  turnin'  rebel  against  King  George,  an'  glory 
to  him— loom  ail  syddai,"  he  added  in  an  under- 
tone. "  In  about  half  an  hour  I'll  bring  yon 
up  some  supper,  sir.  Keep  a  sharp  eye  on  him," 
e  whispered  to  the  two  soldiers,  giving  them  at 
he  same  time  a  knowing  and  confidential  wink; 
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"  these  Bame  rebels  is  like  eeis,  aa'  will  slip  as 
wsily  through  your  fingers — an'  the  devil's  bit 
ther  one  yez  have  in  there;"  and  as  he  spoke, 
he  pointed  over  his  shoulder  with  his  inverted 
thumb  to  the  door  of  the  observatory. 

Mach  about  the  time  he  had  promised  to  re- 
turn, a  crash  was  heard  upon  the  stairs,  and  Fin- 
negan'e  voice  in  a  high  key  exciainiing,  "  The 
enrse  o'  blazes  ou  ye  for  stairs,  an'  hell  presume 
all  the  rebels  in  Europe,  I  pray  heavens  this 
night!  There's  my  nose  broke  between  you  all." 
He  then  stooped  dow  n  and  in  a  torrent  of  bitter 
imprecations — all  eonveved,  however,  in  mock 
oath'!— he  collected  and  placed  again  upon  the 
tny  on  which  they  had  been,  all  the  materials 
for  Hewsons  supper  lie  tlien  ascended,  and 
on  presenting  himhelf  at  the  prisoner's  door,  the 
blood  was  copiously  streaming  from  his  nose. 
The  foldiers — who  by  the-way  were  yeomen — on 
seeing  him  could  not  ivoid  laughing  at  his  rue- 
ful appearance— a  circumstance  which  seemed  to 
nettle  him  a  good  deal 

"icz  may  lau^hl    he  exclaimed,  "but  I'd 
hould  1  wi^er   I*e   shed  more  biood  for  his 
majcbty  this  night  than  either  of  you  ever  did  in 
27* 
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all  yOQT  lives.  May  hell  renounce  all  rebels  any 
how." 

This  only  heightened  their  mirth,  in  the  midst 
of  which  he  eDtered  Hewson's  room,  and  ere 
the  action  could  be  deemed  possible,  they  had 
exchanged  clothes. 

"Now,"  said  he,  "fly.  Behind  the  garden 
Misg  Moore  is  waitin'  for  you:  she  knows  ail. 
Take  the  bridle-road  through  the  broad  bog,  an* 
get  into  Captain  Corney's  demesne.  Take  my 
advice,  too,  an'  go  both  of  you  to  America,  if 
yon  can.  But  aisy.  God  forgive  me  for  pnllin' 
you  by  the  nose  instead  of  shakin'  yon  by  the 
hand,  an'  mc  may  never  see  joa  more." 

The  poor  fellow's  voice  became  unsteady  with 
emotion,  although  the  smile  at  his  own  hnmor 
was  upon  his  face  at  the  time. 

"As  I  came  in  with  a  bloody  nose,"  he  pro- 
ceeded, giving  that  of  Hewson  a,  fresh  pull, 
"  you  know  yon  must  go  out  with  one.  An'  now 
God's  blessin'  be  with  you  I  Think  of  one  who 
loved  yon  as  none  else  did." 

The  next  morning  there  was  uproar,  tumult, 
and  confusion  in  the  house  of  the  old  loyalist 
magistrate,  when  it  was  discovered  that    his 
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daughter  and  the  butler  were  not  forthcoming. 
Bat  when,  on  examining  the  observatory,  it  was 
ascertained  that  Finnegaii  was  safe  and  Hewson 
gone,  no  language  can  describe  the  rage  and 
fnry  of  Moore,  Irwin,  and  the  roihtary  in  gene- 
ral. Onr  readers  may  anticipate  what  occurred. 
The  noble  fellow  was  brought  to  the  dram-head, 
tried  and  sentenced  to  be  shot  where  he  stood; 
but  ere  the  senteace  was  put  into  execution, 
Moore  addressed  him,  "Now,  Finaegan,"  said 
he,  "  I  will  get  yon  off,  if  jou  tell  us  where 
HewsoB  and  my  danghter  are.  I  pledge  my 
honor  publicly  that  III  save  your  life,  and  get 
you  a  free  pardon,  if  jon  enable  us  to  trace  and 
recover  them." 

"  I  don't  know  where  they  are,"  he  replied, 
"  but  even  if  I  did  I  would  not  betray 
them." 

"  Think  of  what  has  been  said  to  yon,"  added 
Irwin.  "  I  give  you  my  pledge  also  to  the  same 
effect." 

"  Mr.  Irwin,"  he  replied,  "  I  have  hnt  one 
word  to  say.  When  I  did  what  I  did,  I  knew 
very  well  that  my  /jfe  would  go  for  Ms;  an'  I 
know  that  if  he  had  thought  so,  he  would  be 
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